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PREFACE. 


It appears hardly necessary to state tliat the 
Letters comprised in this volume were not 
written with the slightest intention of being 
brought before the publm. A very cursory pe* 
rusai will show that they are the natural out- 
pourings of the heart: there was no purpose, 
on the part of the writer, that they should come 
l>efore other eyes than those of the individuals* 
addressed; and there has been no attempt to 
alter or emend on the part of the Editor, lliejr 
are sent forth as they were written, with die 
omission only of the parts which are of merely 
private interest. An apology is always necessary 
for taking such a liberty with the writings of 
one whose permission can no longer be asked— « 
whose wishes can no longer be consulted ; that 
apology is in the character the letters them* 
selves* They appear oalcolated» in an eminent V 
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degree, to promote glbry of God, by being 
iiuide useful to the meml^rs of his church ; and 
if so, the voice of the writer may seem not indis* 
tinctly to be heard by those who knew her best, 
giving her unreserved consent that they shoiiid 
be published. 

The Letters are peculiarly characteristic. The 
divine proverb teaches, a man thinketh in 
his heart, so is het” and the Letters are but a 
transcript which a faithful and honest witness 
gives of the varied workings of nature and 
grace in her soul. For the more particular 
account of that great change, by the power of 
the Holy Ghost, which turned the current of 
her whole heart and life from the day in which 
it was made, of which she often speaks as her 
'second birth-day, the reader is referred to the 
seventh Letter in the series of those addressed to 
her sisters E. S. P. and O. A. P. Her natural 
character was that which the w^orld hjghly .coui- 
ineuds, and which made her at once the orna- 
ment and delight of her family. Her elasticity 
of spirit, force of expression, and animated man- 
ners, would have secured her notice in any so-, 
ciety ; but her Goc| had designed for her some 
better thing than tfie admiration of the world — 
even “ that by the cross of Christ the world 



might be crucified to her^ and she to the world/* 
Henceforth to her ^*to Kve was Christ, to die 
was gain.** The Letters will show her Christian 
experience to have been, I** a very unusually deep 
insight into the evil of her own heart.**! jThe 
subtle and intricate workings of corrupt nature, 
suggested or fostered by the tempter, she deeply 
knew and unreservedly declared| But, at the 
same time, the finished work of Christ was ever 
the sweet resting-place of her faith, and the 
subject of her praise. However deep the pit into 
which she had fallen, there was no question as to 
the power or the love of him who had delivered 
and would deliver. If, with the spouse, she ex- 
claimed, “ I am black” in my own utter guilt 
and defilement, in the same breath she would 
add, “ but ctmiely,** through his comeliness, 
which he hath put upon me.’* Another peculiar 
feature <}f her Christian character was her “ in- 
tense deligiit in the Word of God.” None could 
know her by personal intercourse or correspon- 
dence, but this must have been suggested ; she 
enters into the spirit of the text, Thy words 
were found, and I did eat them ; and thy word 
was unto me the joy and rejoiciiig of mine 
heart;” — and why? “For I am called by thy 
name, O Lord Ood of Hosts.” It was the voice 



or A Mitaftly Fcllier ipeokii^ unto licr m his 
tidbrdf : it wtu the good Siiepherd cajjiog 
bU own sheep by name, and the sheep hearing 
his voice and fotiowing him. When in tolerable 
health — and she never was very strong — ^at least 
three hoars each day were given to prayer and 
searching the Scriptures in her own room ; and 
^by early jasing, and strict method and punctu- 
jality, she found time for this as well as her many 
other avocations. This she spoke of as God*s 
time,” and any interruption would have been 
met with the observation, should a man rob 
God?” To those who stood round her on the 
day of her death she said, I hope you will all 
love and value the word more, when you re- 
member what food, and jo}', and comfort it has 
proved to me.” 

“ Thou mectest him that rejoiceth and work- 
eth righteousness.” Truly God gave her joy in 
serving him, and met her with the abundance of 
blessing in ber soul, and in the work of her hands. 
She could set her seal to the words of her beloved 
Saviour, ** He that reapeth receheth wages, and 
gatbereth fruit unto life eternal.” She felt, and 
lived as if she felt, that heaven itself could not 
have the joy of winning souls to Christ, and 
highly did she prize every hour of that short day 
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in which alone this work eoald be done. Hence , 
her aniqpus, care hot to lose an Opportunity of 
saying a profitable word to those with whom she 
might be in company. The teat, liev. xix. 17, 
was very frequently quoted by her. Her’s was 
not the mistaken charity which confounds things 
that essentially differ. To be of Christ, and tOj 
be of the world, was regarded by her as tie great 
difference between life and death. She dreaded 
the path tliat borders upon Egypt, and called 
upon Christians to arise and shake themselves, 
from the dust, that they might shine as the Lord’s 
peculiar people. Not slow to discover the pecu- 
liar dangers and temptations to which persons 
were exposed, she would with kindness, but 
plainly and forcibly, point out what she con-^ 
sidcred the sin or the snare, and faithfully advise 
what she believed to be a more excellent way. 

The Lf‘tters will show her peculiar talent of 
turning the ordinary events of life to spiritual 
; improvement ; “ whoso is wise and will observe 
these things, even they shall understand the 
loving kindness of the Lord.” God gave this 
wisdom, and she had great enjoyment of life in 
marking his work, and seeing his hand, tracing 
his manifold designs of love anid wisdom. She 
took delight in her garden and her flowers, but 
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they were the more sweet and lovely because 
a Father and" a Saviour’s love betitned .througli 
them to her heart. It was very edifying to tliose 
who lived with her to watch the mhtuteneKS of 
her Christian conduct. Whether yc cat or 
drink, or whatever ye do, do all to the glory 
of God/' might indeed have been her motto ; 
her diet was very strictly by rule, and that rule 
w^as, “ what shall give me the liest strength to 
labour for my Lord and Master.” She was sen- 
sible that God had bestowed iij>ori )jer many 
eminent gifts, which she jealously regardc<l as 
the talents to be accounted for; instead of being 
‘.lifted up with the pride of their possession, she 
seemed much more to be huinhlcd under the 
view of her responsibility fur their improve- 
ment. She was very jealous of praise, and on 
one occasion said, ‘‘Few things tend more to 
litiinblc the soul which is under divine teach- 
ing, than the unmerited approbation of partial 
friends.” Lest the Editor should be thought 
deserving of this censure, lie must only direct 
attention to the letters unreservedly given to the 
public eye ; in many of them, she describes in 
such dark colours the vileness of her heart, that 
it seemed only just to make it known in what 
estimation her Christian character was held by 
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those who enjoyed her^society, while she reck- 
oned herself *Hhe chief of sinners/* and ^Mess 
than the least of all saints !** 

Her end, after thirty years service of her Lord, 
from the time of her conversion, was quite in 
accordance witli her life. It was not till withii) 
a few hours of her death that she was fully 
aware of its near ajiproach. Upon some dei 
cided SYUi])tom of increased debility, she ob<*> 
served, making use of her favourite figure of 
Elijah’s translation, as descriptive of the be- 
liever’s death, “This must «e the chariot! 
Oil, now EASY JT is!” She immediately added, 
I have left undone what I ought to have 
done.” This was in reference to her speaking 
to tiie children and servants. She had them all | 
brought separately into her ruoin, to the imm-/ 
ber of seventeen, and spoke to each wdth peculiarl 
earnestness and appropriateness as to their souls* 
welfare. She seemed to have a perfect and vivid 
remembrance of their peculiar need, ami was di- 
rected to speak the w^ord in season to each of 
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them. Energy and strength ^vere given to her 
sinking frame for this her last work : she live<^ 
to work for her Lord, and the work which hei 
had given her to do being now finished, she felb 
asleep in Jesus. 
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I Sweet, sweet is the rbmembrance of her life 
! and death ! “The memory of th'e jest is blessed:” 
; and if tbc readers of the letters find as much 
: pleasure and edification from their perusal, as 
they have proved delightful and edifying to those 
who have prepared them for publication, they 
will not have been sent forth in vain. 

H. WESTERN PLUMPTUE 

Eoitvmd Rectmjf yotthujhmn. 

Muff Irt, Ib-to, 



PBEFACE 


TO 


THE SECOND EDITION. 


In publishing a Second Edition the Editor can 
but speak witli thankfulness of the gratifying 
testimonies wltich he has received of the pleasure 
and profit dt?rivcd by many Cliristians from the 
publication of the Letters. In compliance with 
a wish conveyed to him from more than one 
quarter, a few notes are given in this edition, 
explanatory as to persons anid circumstances re- 
ferred to : some obscurity may be removed, and 
additional interest given by the information. The 
same letters, with one exception, are given as in 
the former edition : it was thought better to re- 
serve for another small volume some valuable 
letters which could not be included in the pre- 
sent publication ; if, perhaps, at some future 
period, it might seem advisable to commit them 
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Sweet, sweet is the rfemcmbrance of her life 
and death ! *‘The memoiy of the just is blessed:” 
and if the readers of the Letters find as much 
pleasure and edification from their perusal, as 
they have proved delightful and edifying to those 
,who have prepared them for publication, they 
will not have been sent forth in vain. 

IL WESTERN PLl MPTRi: 

Eastwood Ecetoriff yottinffhamj 
May Irt, 
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In publishing a Second Edition the Editor can 
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publication of the Letters. In compliance with 
a wish conveyed to him from more than one 
quarter, a few notes are given in this edition, 
explanatory as to persons aii'd circumstances re- 
ferred to : some obscurity may be removed, and 
additional interest given by the information. The 
same letters, with one exception, are given as in 
the former edition : it was thought better to re- 
serve for another small volume some valuable 
letters whicli could not be included in the pre- 
sent publication ; if, perhaps, at some future 
period, it might seem advisable to commit them 
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to ptiOt. May the graciAis Lord, in whose mope 
And for whose glory this work is desired to be 
sent^^hh, give tlie seal of his blessing to it. 

The following extract from one of tlfe letters 
will show something of the writer’s tiiiiid re- 
specting her letters. 

“ I desire to be tliankful, if indeed my letters are 
blessed to you ; I desire to give God the whole glory ; 
but it is too hanl h»r me ; therefore never again s|K»ak 
/o me on the subject, hut s{HNtk to my Teacher, niy^ 
C'uKinsellor, J&r me. Pray that I may renieiiiber my- 
self to be u stewnrd; tjiat 1 may remember it is 
required of a stewaivl tliut he he found faithful. Pray 
that whilst I studiously endeavour to employ every 
talent committed to my trust, I may as studiously, 
as carefully, ascribe ail tlie prais** to him who is the 
Author and Pinisher tif t»vcry good wor<l and w ork. . . . 

1 do dare to plead that precious promise, *1 w-ill give 
you the tongue of the learned,’ and frir the uuexpc^ctetl, 
unsought for words, which somclimes flow fr<»ra my 
][»en, 1 could hope that I liave not pleaded in vain.” 

JSagtv^od Jtedory, 

20iA Nov. 3840. 



LETTERS 


TO 

R. H. AND F. M. R., 

HER BROTHER-IN-LAW AND SISTER, WHOSE HOUSE, 
FROM THE TIME OP THEIR MARRIAGE, W'AS HER 
i:srAL llESIDENf’E. 


LETTER L 
To F. M. R. 

F January ICM, 1817* 

1 iiAi> lieen foolishly hoping for a letter from you, 
tliough, blohSiHl lie God, he had given me much ear- 
nestness iu prayer that day, that I might meet with 
nothing to dissipate my thoughts, or draw off my affec- 
tion from him. He sees luy weakness, and I feel 
assured orders ail things welL I idmost think, if it 
would make me cling closer to Jesus, 1 would be con- 
tent that my beloved sister should even forget me. 
There will be no snares around our love in heaven: 
there we may love with pure hearts fervently; and 
there the remembrance of that love only will be dear, 
which was centred in Jesus, and existed only for 
him. If such, O Lord, is our love, do thou bless and 
strengthen it; may it flourish here, in the courts of 
the house of our God, and hereafter, in the gai^n 
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where the lleileenier walks 'for ever. Such, I humbly 
hope, has bc*eii, ami ever w'ill be, our mutual iifiectioD ; 
but if the Seaivher of hearts sees it fouiuliMl on aught 
besitles — if the poor en^ature has become an idol — ^if 
it usurps the alaule of the Spirit in our heai’ts, be this 
love far from us, Lord. Oh, root it out, wlmtever it 
may cost us, ami make us content to lose wdiat is dearer 
to us than life itself^ so as we lose not thy love and 
favour, which is hotter than life itself. 

You will think me, |>erhapK, tiK> fflmmily serious, 
my dearest F. ; and again I must remind you that few, 
I hop(‘ I may say nouv., have such a heart to deal with 
as y<iur poor sister. You cati fonn no idea of its in- 
tricacies, its deceiving images, its unsounded depths. 
One, and i»nly One, dear preeious Physician, has j>rol>ed 
and examined the worst bruises, the most putrifying 
sores : and, what is tlic report of Omnipotence ? 
“ There is nothing too hard for the Lord.*^ Now will 
I rather glory in my infirmities, that the wonder-work- 
ing iM>wt r of my blessed Saviour may shine eminently 
in me, before the principalities and powers in heavenly 
places. 


LETTER II. 

To THE Same. 

F e, January 31«r, 1817. 

I FEEL veiy happy in nursing your precious 

flock here ; I trust there are some wdiu will be cherished 
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under a Saviour's wiugfs. * I desire very much to feel 
my weakness, to he able to glory in iiiy infirmities ; 
now,.] too oftem glory in the flesh. Never grieve 
at the want ivf ffifts ; I find the few bestowed upon 
me, the heaviest weight in my race, — the gates oftenest 
open for tlie entrances of the enemy : the gift of a 
broken and contrite heart is better tlian the tongues 
of angels, — the faith that can remove mountains. To 
whom is it .feliovah ]o(»ks? to the eloquent, the 
brilliant, the nuiti who understands all niysterie.s, all 
knowrlerlge ? No, to the poor in spirit, to him who 
trtmhh'lh at his word ; and I w’ot that they whom 
Jjesus looks upon are well looked afler; that they with 
whom the Holy One delights to dwell, possess the 
pearl above all priee, — ^possess better than ten tlumsaiid 
gifts. Give me your heart, and you shall gladly have 
my head. No — ^yoii shall not ; I think I have many a 
hot furnace to pass through, a furnace that must bo 
heat(*d seven times hotter than in general, ere these 
bands are burnt, this sin-boimd soul loosed : hut not 
the smell of fire shall pass on the now man : not one 
particle of real gold shall he lost. .Icsus shall wiilk 
with me ; his oath has bound him to me for ever ; 
in all my afflictions ho imist Imj afflicted, for the angel 
of his presence is with mo. But why tiike thought 
for the morrow, — that morrow, which may find me 
before the throne of tJie I/amh ; yen, seated with him 
oh his throne of glory ! Do you know*, this has been 
a fiery dart, which I have found some difficulty in 
queuching — indulging apprehensions for the future. 
My soul has been harassed with fear of crucifying 

B 2 
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Josus airesh, thus foolishly* weakening itself for tlie 
present moment ; and whilst contemplating an ima- 
gined attack of the enemy, has been off its..guar(l for 
present danger. 1 have felt what the Psalmist meant 
when he said, « Preser^-e my life, f not from the enemy, 
hut) from the fear of the enemy,** — I believe this to 
be one of Satan's devices ; when he cannot make ns 
distrust present help, he carries us to some ptniniele, 
show's us the hosts of enemies around, and causes us to 
cry nut in the bitterness of our souls, “ I slmll perisli 
tmo day by the hand of Saul and coming to us in the 
garb of bumility, We could imagine him an ungel of 
light, and ourselves justified in listening to his sur- 
mises. But, bh^s.sed l>e God, I am eimblod now- to seif 
the <dd serpenit entw'incd beneath, I urn enabled to 
abhor the stdf-righteous, distrustful heart, wliieh could 
for one roonient give ear to such vile suggestions. It 
was not tiistrust of myself, but of my dearest Lord ; 
for “ The Lord is my koejK^r it was not doubts of 
my own watchfulness, — ^then I (H>u]d have borne it. — 
but it was of thee, iny own blessed Friend, of thc*c, 
who neither slumberest nor sleepcst ; — of thee, who art 
engaged to keep me as the apple of thine eye ! 

LETTER III. 

To TH£ Same. 

F e, February 26/A, 181 7. 

I AM BO glad that you are going to have a 

peep at the beauties of the country. If they eiihUiurate 
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you one half quarter M much aa they do me, you 
will need a steady, diligent look-out after the inner 
man. You cannot thmk how often I am supposing 
that to be a holy rejoicing in my Lordf which, when 
duly analysed, is nothing more than animal spirits. 
Yet would 1 not be ungrateful: 1 am happy, most 
happy. I humbly trust and pray I may not deceive 
myself^ Imt each week, each day seems happier tlum 
die past. I have not a care, not a fear. The day is 
not long enough to servo and praise my dearest Lord : 
ajid then how glorious at the close of it to think I am 
one day neanu* the dawn of my eternal Sabbath ; one 
step aclviineed in my journey towards that blessed 
temple, where I shall serve my God day and night, 
witiiout this cumbrous load of sin, this wearying body 
of death. I cannot but think this long season of re- 
freshing which 1 have enjoyed must be preparatory to 
some rough part of niy pilgriiuagt;, which wxiiild otlicT- 
wise be tiM> much for me, and surely in the strength of 
tliis meat I may go on niy way rejoicing; I have 
sandals of iron and brass, and 1 see inscribed over the 
most trying day, *^so shall thy strength be.” All 
things are ours. Storms, under the guidance of our 
infaUiUv Pilot, will but waft us more sjieedily into 
port; ho who colleth those things which be uot as 
diough tlicy wore, — lie to whom are known all things 
before the foundation of the world, foresees every rock, 
every quicksand, and the still ’more dajogerous calm, 
and says, things to come are ours. Thus does the 
believer rejoice when in the liglit of the Lord's coun- 
tenance, and is inclined to say with David, 1 shall 
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never be moved : thou, O Lord, of thy goodness hast 
made my hill so strong.** The Lord does but hide his 
face, and wc ai'e troubled ; our eyes no longer behold 
the horses adtt chariots of fire encamping rcmnd about ; 
nothing but hosts of enemies ap})eur on every side : we 
see more strength in the armies of the fallen one, than 
in those of the Lord of HoatHy and cry out in fear and 
trembling, Alas ! my master, wliat sliall we do ?*’ or 
so miserably low are we brought, that we hardly 
discern a master to complain to; or if we approach 
him, like a crane or a swallow, so do we cliattcr, and 
arc unable to ask for ossistatice in the time of greatest 
need. But with him is no variableness, muther sha- 
dow of turning, lliough w^e believe not, yet ho 
abideth faithfid : he cannot deny himself ; and assu- 
redly there is a needs be for these manifold temp- 
tations. Self is painfully taught its weakness, and 
the unwilling heart brought to acknowledge the pre- 
ciousuess of Jesus. 


LETTER IV. 


To R. R. 


F ■ ■ — c, March 3rdy 1817- 

Tilvnk you, my dearest R , for your kind 

invitation, but above all, thank you for the word of 
admonition. This is being indeed a brother in Clirist, 
a follower of him w'ho j^eased not himself, but bore 
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the infirmities of the rea^:. I know not any thing in 
which there is more self-pleasing than in our want of 
faithfulness to our friends ; perhaps nothing iu which 
we more evidently show our love to the creature 
exceeding what we fi'el towards the Creator, in that 
we would rather have his glorious work tarnished, 
than our friends made to feed uncunifortahie. I pray 
for a heart willing to suffer the word of exhortation 
from man, and the idiusteiiiiig rotl of love from iny 
all- wise, all-tender |>arent. It is dii£cult*to separate 
between a holy sedf-distrust, and a base, ungrateful 
unbelief ; between a working out our salvation w'ith 
fear and trcnibliug, and a iuipjty iLssuranee that God 
will work in us to will and to rlo of his gocHl plea- 
sure ; between a salutary fear of the rocks and 
quicksands around us, and an infallible promise of 
reaching the port iu safety. Indeed these are 
tilings which should not be separated, but truly they 
are a Scylla mnl (^harybdis to steer between, and too 
often arc our barks shuttered by them. I hope I am 
in some slight degree taught my danger, though, 
indued, w*hen 1 find myself slumbering over the most 
important duties, and letting the watchmen, that should 
stand upon the tower, and tell me of the enemy’s 
approach, while he is yet a grea^ way off, sleep on 
their posts, I could almost think a cai'nal security vpis 
overpowering me, aud that my w’hole soul was fallen 
into a deep sleep, lint he will not leave me. Pie 
who sweat drops of blood for me w^ill come and seek 
his slumbering disciple, and that gentle voice of love 
and compassion, << Why sleep ye ? arise and jiray, that 
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ye enter bttf temptat^n,” shall malce me arise 
the hed of doth, and my hands shall dr<^ with 
myrrh u]^ the handles of the locL Alas, alas ! t^t 
,we should' ever suffer our beloved to stand without 
till, his head is filled with dew, and bis lochs with the 
drops of night ! Was it not enough that we once 
Tuade his temples stream witli blood for us ? Was it 
nut enough that we once covered his Ixaly with a won- 
droud sweat, whilst his soul laboured under heavier 
tortures t ^liall we again damp that sacred brow with 
the e»Itl dews of neglect r Dehold, I abhor myself — 
but oh too little, much too little. 

LETTEU V. 

To THE Same. 

March 5/7/, 1817. 

Yoi; have often kindly forewarned me, my beloved 

brother, of the day of trial, the storm that ever follr»ws 
a long calm. I believe the cloud, wliich first ap|x>ared 
as a man’s hand, is spreading, and a furnace is pre- 
jNuring. But this I know', my Jesus will not absent 
hipself one moment from thu proof-hole, nor keep me 
in one instant longer tium the counsels of his love 
.Ij^e appointed as absolutely needful. — Blessed, thrice 
tw^sed, every furnace that can in any degree purge 
away my dross, or make me a vessel fitted fur my 
bebved Master’s use. 
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• I mtifit own my flell) is very weak, even whilei 
tbron^li j^race, I can keep an eye fixed on those ways, 
which are* higher than our p>orways, and those dear 
and precious thoughts, which have been upon us ere 
the fmindation of the earth. I find I have not suffi- 
ciently kept myself from idols — grey hairs were here 
and there upon me, yet I knew it not. I do humbly 
trust that my most tender and faithful friend does not 
find a murmuring thought or wish. I do tnist I de- 
light. ill the law of God, and in tlie will of (iud after 
the inner man/ and T have a sweet hope that He, who 
was once compassed with iiifirmitits, h«»ks only with an 
eye of sympathy and j>ity on a heart struggling to kiss 
the rod. Can I call it a rttrl f T nily the staff is so 
blended with it, I can scarci‘ly perceive tln*re is a rod. 
Ivdirneslly have I desired that I might find no rest for 
the sole of my foot any where short of the happy, 
glorious ark. My Goil, I trust, will fulfil all iny 
desire, aiui shall I find fault with the boisterous ele- 
ment, with the wind and storm with which he is 
accoinplLshitig Ills Vord, on which he hath caused his 
servant to hope? Gracious Saviour ! only stretch out 
Inline hatul when tliy unbelieving disciple is sinking, 
and bear me in safety to the haven where I would be. 
Thou, my father, my husband, the guide of my youth, 
thou w'ilt not forget me. Let me r(*joice in the light 
of tliy countenance, and then, poor world, you may 
put on ycair most sable garbs, and thickest gloom. 
But why should I trouble you, my brother, with the 
effusions of an ill-ordered heart ? why, but to ask 
you to Jay my case before the Lord — ^not in. com- 
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plainingi^ my brother, GodlTorbid — ^but thank him for 
the ’wondi'ons love that he has already shown to the 
very ciiief of sinners. Ask him only to carry on* his 
MTork in his own dear way, and to help us to praise the 
Lord and magnify his name together. . . . !May we 
forget the gloom of the wilderness, in the dazzling 
brightness of a throne of glory, which faith reveals 
to us. 

' May the God i»f all grace stahllsh, strengthen, 
settle you. and make you a workniau thoroughly 
furnished unto every good word and work. 


April I8M, 1817. 

What would I have you feel for mt?, my 

l>eloved brother, but the nif>st utthounded thankful- 
ness, the must unlimited gratitude. Pray that I may 
in everp thing give thanks. 1 do think much in- 
cense has been offered up; I do think it has been 
put in the golden censer of my Saviour’s rigliteou^ 
ness; that the Lord has smelled a sweet smell, and 
the angel Gabriel has been caused to fly swiftly to 
me and iiiy children, unworthy rebels in ourselves, 

hut in Jesus, children greaily beloved I look 

back in astonishment at this roughest ^lart of my 
pilgrimage, and 1 would call up>n every thing that 
hath breath to praise so gentle, so tender, so wise, 
so faithful a guide as our Emmanuel. Carefully 



bad he surveyed the skilfully proportioned 

the strengthy softened every stone with his own pre- 
ciousi bleed, blunted every thorn in his own lovely 
brow. Truly, when he putteth forth his sheep, he 
gocth before tliem. Never w'ill he fij»are himself; in 
all our afflictions he deliglits to bo afflicted ; it is his 
heart’s desire, yea, it is the request of his lips ; never 
shidl it be said this merciful and faithfid High Priest 
calls upon his fieuple to go where he has not gone 
before ; where he has not tnwked the way ; where he 
has nut perfumed the \)ath. Never shall it he said 
this best of Captains places his s«>ldiors at u post 
from which he has shrunk. No, he is furcinost in the 
hottest battles ; yea. he hath broken tiie bow, and cut 
the s|)ejir in sunder. He calls us on, indeed, to the 
combat, but it is only to share in the S]>oils, to bear the 

palm, to he more than eoiujuenu's Precious, 

precious Saviour ! gratefully would I acknowledge 
tiiat the government of ail things is upon thy shoulders, 
who art good, and does! good coutimially. O that 
blessed time, when 1 shall come ** oven to thy seat” 
to thank thee ; when 1 shall tell to wuiuleriiig angels 
of the unsearchable love of Christ. Why tarry the 
wheels of thy chariot? Lord, accomplish the number 
of tliy elect, and liosten thy kingdom. I am weary of 
a heart that will not love thw, yea, most weary be- 
cause 1 am not more weary of it ! O when shall 1 come 
and appear before Goil ! 
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LETTER VI. 
To F. M. R. 


jP— €f, March \Sth, i817* 

I CANNOT let this week pass without writiug* to my 

clearest F , especially after receiving: so sweet 

a letter as 1 did this morning ; though, indeed, if your 
feelings are such as you describe, after the receipt of 
my letters, I will w'rite to you no more ; if the liberty 
which 1 enjoy, becomes a stumbling block to those 
who are weak, 1 would wish to enjoy no more liberty 
while the world standeth. My beloved sister, let not 
the Tiun glorious boastings of u Peter, disquiet the 
meek, but less sanguine, beloved disciple ; look to the 
issue, the former denies his l^^rd ; the latter, from 
whom we have heard novprofesKions, follows him t(» the 
hall of judgment, ascends the awful mount, stands at 
the foot of the cross, faithful to the last. You must 
not judge of me by my letters. Good health, high 
spirits, freedom fron^ every care, every anxiety, with 
every thing around to chc!er and delight me, cjften 
assume the appearance of rejoicing in the Lord. On 
the other hand, 1 am sure that bodily infirmities, 
and some cares make you look upon that as deodness 
of spirit, which is only weakness of tlesli. These 
things ought not so to be; they dishonour Jesus, 
and injure that -single eye whereby alone the whole 
body can be full "of light. Whatever our frames and 
feelings may be, wh^er in our most lively or most 
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desponding hours, we are alike cobcpjlete in Christ.*’ 
You will not he asked, in the last great day, whether 
you' had great enjojme,nt, and much enlargement of 
soul here* Speak to that multitude, which no man 
can number, now around the throne, ask tliem whether 
tliey came through much consolation and joy in the 
Lord. No, through much tHhnlaJtwnP Ask them 
whether they were saved by their warmth of love 
for their Saviour. No; but they had washed their 
robes and Inade them quite white in his blood. To 
this precious fountain, my dearest sister 1 know is 
applying, and what will make her come more simply, 
more eagerly to it, than the thorough knowledge of 
tliat most useful, but very painful and difficult lesson, 
1 know that in me (that is, in my flesh,) dwelleth no 
good thing.” But I must charge you, as you would 
do honour to that holy name by which you are called, 
not to give way to these suggestions of your enemy. 
1 would say to them, what have ye to do with peace ? 
turn ye behind me. What! can a salvation wrought 
out by God ; a salvation* which he lias pronounced 
to be finished, de|)eud upon our ever fluctuating feel* 
iugs? Believe me, wp give ground to the adver- 
sary, and grieve our dearest Frieud, by these doubts. 
Look unto Jesus. He who has been the Author, 
who has given you one spark of faith, ^ must be the 
Finisher because his work is perfect. Always re- 
member, Satan takes advantage of a weak body. 
He attacked «oar beloved Champion when he had 
fasted forty days and forty nights; happy is this 
for us. You have a High Priest touched with the 
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feeling nf gour ii^rmiiies*; tempted in Ahh pointi^ 
as you are. Soon will these frroans be changed 
for songs of ecstacy ; soon w^ill you reach that happy 
koine where there is no hicmit. In the mean time, 
remember it is no mark that you are not among 
the wise virgins, because your soul seems slumbering 
and sleeping ; blessed as it is to watch and be in 
readiness, they who have the oil of the Spirit will 
be ever admitted by their gracious Lord. This very 
cloud shall drop fatness on your soul, and when the 
sun bursts forth, as assuredly it will, you will see 
your valleys standing so thick with corn that they 
will laugh and sing. You will think tluit I have 
been giving you quite a h^oture, 1 have prayed that 
I may s|K>ak a wf>rd in season to your precious soul. 
I trust I have looked to that strength, which is made 
perfect in weakness. Kindest love from all — ^may you 
feast on green pastures to-morrow, sweet day ! God 
ever bless and keep you. 


LETTEH VII. 
To H. K. 


March, 1817. 

.... I ]>o indeed rejoice, that the Lord is pleased 
so greatly to honour you, by giving you so much em- 
ployment in his hap[iy vineyard. Ho that watereth 
shall be watered himself — he that is a means of con- 
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verting one soul sliall p]!u;e a jewel in the crown of 
that Jesus for whom he once platted a crown of thorns. 
Ndr*ani i n little pleased that you have received a 
commission from the good Shepherd to feed his lambs. 
How different du these r>ccupatioiis become to us under 
different frames of mind, at least their appearances 
alter most fciirfully to Mf/ ever straying, ever varying 
heart. There are moments when the soul, weighing 
well the cuonuous price paid for its ransom, can lie 
donii in n holy devotedness at the fec^t of its Deliverer, 
and exclaim, “ Ijord, what wuuldcst thou have me to 
do ?” “ S|)cak, for thy servant heareth” — “ here am I, 

send me." I'liesc are seasons when a heavenly visiter 
has opened the door of our iron bound hearts, and 
taken full possession of our soids ; seasons, alas ! too 
** few and far between mid, in the sad interim, my 
poor soul knows what it is to account the service of the 
King of kings, my Lord and Husband, a drudgery; to 
ask self, <ir the world, “ What would te have me to 
do ?” is secretly inclined to “ f.ra€t all its labours” of 
One, who gladly poured out his soul unto death for 
me ; whose heart’s desire, ere the foundations of the 
world vrerc laid, was to take me, unw'orthy, thankless 
me, from a duiigliiil, and set me among the princes of 
his people. W ell may we groan under such an incal- 
culable load of iniquity as tliis, and be burthened ; well 
may we desire to be clothed upon with our house from 
heaven, Mrhen we shall do him service as tlie angels doi, 
yea, with more devoted zeal and love ; for they have 
no such strong, constraining cords of love as ransomed 
sinners have. How soon, my brother, may we be 
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there ; perhaps a soul who was but yesterday groaning^ 
under our burthen, complaining of a cold, lifeless, 
sluggish heart, is to-day in the presence of the Lamb, 
all joy, all life, serving him in his temple night and 
day, without a remembrance even of the sensation of 
weariness. Oh, that we hasted more unto the coming 
of the Lord Jesus ! how would it raise and animate 
our grovelling souls, how many a hapjty walk might 
we take about Zion, even while our tents are pitched 
in the wilderness. 

I feel for you, in your visits to the poor ; but lie- 
ware of writing too bitter things against yourself. 
A grateful heart will not look only to what is want- 
ing, hut to what is bestowed. Who hath given 
thee a desire to s[>eak for thy Lord? Who bath 
made thee mourn for thy e<ddness in s^ieaking of 
him? That God who only nuikes us hungry, to 
fill us, and desirous that he may supply all our need. 
Neither be discouraged — a cloud may hang over 
the seedsman, and obscure the sun from him, while 
it is shining brightly on many parts of the field 
where he lia<i before been labouring. You may 
now be going on your way even weeping, as you 
bear the precious seed ; but you shall doubtless come 
again with joy, and bring your sheaves with you. 
In labouring for our blessed Lnrci we must remember, 
thiit our harvest i.s not reaped l>elow. A Judas may 
say, Lord, (;ven the very devils are subject unto us ; 
while a St. Paul, as touching many of his hearers, 
may exclaim, tliat he has great hcaviiies.s, and con- 
tinual sorrow in his heart. 1 have great need to re^ 
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member Judas, and I verjl very often do with tears* 
I most own it is pleasant, and what we should seek 
aftejr earnestly, to have our hearts warmed with the 
love of Jesus, and consequently with interest for souls 
for whom his precious blood was shed ; but how very 
difficult it is, after an enlargement of heart, to place 
a simple dependence on Christ, how next to impossible 
to feel our entire nothingness, and that the success of 
our w'ork rests solely with God. Believe me, the 
painful struggles this ^las cost me, have made me 
sometimes almost desirous to have stammering lips and 
a burtheued heart, that I might have nothing but in- 
iirinities to glory in, and might more clearly discover 
the excellency of the jiower to be entirely of God. At 
other times, when 1 am cold and lifeless, Satan attacks 
me on this side the power of God I impiously con- 
fine to the instrument ; I mourn over my want of 
succt^ss, as if it hud depended on my might or power ; 
and am ready to exclaim, Lo, 1 have sinned, and 
1 have done wickedly ; but these sheep, what have 
they done ?” That awful text stares me in the face, 
Jesus COULD there do no mighty work, because of 
their unbelief.” Truly unbelief is the root of all 
bitterness, whidi springing up, troubleth us: this 
confines even the arm of Omnipotence, and limits the 
Holy One of Israel. But it will not be always so, my 
beloved brother. The good Physician knows wh^n 
to administer the long-tried cordial to the fainting 
spirit, and when to supply the staff to the weary 
pftgrim. “ Tliey go fram strength to strength ; every 
one of them in Zion appeareth before God.” Not 
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one backward servant tbm# not one lagging ste|i, not 
one faltering tongue^ not one lukewarm heart. 

I have written a long letter, and jet have much to 
saj that jou wQl wish to bear. .... Maj we be 
enabled to give up those we love to our heavenly 
Father's guidance— may we sec the hand, once pierced 
for us, administering the cup, however bitter, and feci 
assured that it is for their soul’s health. What ! shall 
I confide in my God no farther than my short-sighted- 
ness can discern him ? Pan|pn me, gracious Lord ! 
enable me to trust thee where 1 cannot trace thee— 4ind 
though thy ways are in the sea, and thy paths in the 
deep waters, and thy footsteps are not known, yet give 
me the assurance that ali thy paths are mercy und 
truth, and drop fatness for thy children’s souls. Will 
you write to me soon? Scold me as much as you 
please— I want quite beating down. 


LETTER VIII. 

To F. M. R. 

/L—a, March 1817. 

A UuU bit indeed, but you have both of you been 
so very kind about writing to me, 1 must not com- 
plain. I do not hear that you are looking over well, 
my beloved sister; but I hmw you arc enjbymg 
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that state of health which ^is most profitable for you. 
Our precious, tender Pliysician must weigh our cor- 
dials ere he administers theniy and he never keeps 
back one quarter of a grain that we could bear; 
blessed be his goodness that he does not give us all 
we desire. Those that I love, I rebuke and chasten. 
Oh, how very long it is since 1 have received any 
thing like chastisement! Satan would fain whisper, 
thou art a bastard, and no son; but the blessed 
Spirit still makes me loathe all hard thoughts of 
God. I shrink from tlie idea of again making Jesus 
sigh devphf with my unbelief and hardness of heart. 
I feel assured that in his 0^*11 good time he will 
try me as gold is tried in the fire. The Lord must 

keep his fii*o in Zion, and his furnace in Jerusalem;*^ 
hut ho will, he must walk with me; he must feel 
for one who is the apple of his eye; his own infal- 
lible Wonl has said, “ When thou walkest through 
the fire, I will be with thee*’^ Fear not, then, thou 
worm Jacob ; weak, gi'ovclling, and exposed as thou 
art, fear not. 

As I have heard no complaints from you of late, 
1 indulge the hope that yon are rejoicing in the 
Lord, and glorying in the God df your salvation ; or, 
what is quite us desirable a frame, waiting with con- 
fident hope on Him, who never said to the seed-, of 
Jacob, ^eek ye my face in vain ; joining these two 
difficult things, both hoping and patiently waiting 
on the Lord ; yea, though he tarry long, wmting for 
him. Though the door seems shut, let us continue 
knockS|||^; though JesiLS seem asleep, his ears are 
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open, wd in his own hest time ho will arise, and 
gire us whatsoever is needful for us. I feel for you, 
as labouring under many a weight in your spiritual 
course. Bodily infirmity, worldly cares pressing in, 
and the want of quiet and retirement, 1 am aware, 
encumber one, who has a race to run up hill. Well 
might we sit down in despair, and say, Who is suf- 
ficient for these things ? had we not the strength of 
Omnipotence on our side, had we not everlasting 
arms umlemeath us, and sandals pi*ouf against the 
roughest path. Sweet, too, is it to the still doubting 
and burdened heart, to remember that ours is not a 
hard Master, but one who remembers whereof we are 
made, one who knows how to pity and syiii 2 >athize in 
every weakness, every care; yea, who woos j>ermis- 
sion to carry all our infirmities, and bear all our 
sicknesses. Thus supported, we shall not stumble 
upon the dark mountains; and in the dee{>est valleys 
of Achor that tender hand shall open a doevr of hope, 
and irradiate the gloom with the spleiHi(»ur of his own 
mansions. Fear not, trembling believer, it is your 
Father’s good pleasure to give you the kingdom ; and 
shall not the Almighty perform nil his pleasure ? In 
the mean time, in the w'ay all things are yours, yours 
either in possession or denial ; each way must w'ork 
for your good, and many things which now humble 
tliee and prove thee are to do thee good at thy latter 
end. How perfectly happy that hour would be, even 
in the midst of the most trying dispensations, in which 
we could unreservedly trust the Lord, uufeignedly 
love him! Such an hour, yea, Such an etChity of 
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hours, is hastening on ! Scirely when we enter on the 
eternal rest in that tcuderest of bosoms, could one 
grief $nd an entrance there, we should grieve to think 
liow often we have wounded it b}' our vile unbelief. 
How would angels wonder, to hear us tell of our 
distrust of One who died for us, of our doubts of his 
word, who Is trutli! Oh, it shall swell the grand 
hallelujahs to the worthiness of the I^)b, ivhen they 
hear how, how unworthy were those for whom he 
was slain. What wonders shall we be to ourselves ! 
and to j)ritici|udities and powers shall be mode known 
the churcl^ the mauifold wisdom of God. 

.... To the Shepherd and Bishop of our souls I 
commend you .... 


LETTER IX. 

To THE Same. 

F r, April Sth, 1817. 

TnaNK you much for your dear little note just re- 
ceived. I do trust the Lord has been with you of a 
truth this pn^cious day, (Good Friday.) We have 
been wonderfully blessed, feasting in the banqueting- 
house this morning. How delightful are even the 
earthly courts of our God, though the leprosy of sin 
is deoj^ in the walls ; how sweet to hear of Jesus only 
hy the hearing of the car ! what will it be when our 
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eyes see hun, ivhen we beliold the King in his beauty, 
when we no longer carry a loathsome body of sin to 
an impure temple; but when, with a 8])iritual body, 
we awake up in his likeness, and serve him in that 
glorious temple, where no undean thing eaii enter, 
where we shall no more go out. No weak body, nu 
aching head there ; the inhabitant shall no more say, I 
am sick; there are the leaves for the healing of the 
nations, whose fruit eannut fail; there is the living 
stream, which makes glad the city of our (loci, M'hich 
at this moment is refresliing the emee weary pilgrim 
like you, and of which, in the twinkling of an eye, as 
it w'cre, yem shall drink for evermore. In the mean 
time, remember that to feed poor, and miserable, 
and wretched, and blind, and naked, is to bc> pus* 
sessed of unscarcbalde riches, and clothed in white 
raiment, and to have your eyes anointed with (»ye- 
salve. What a day is this ! Methinks tliose words, 
“ It is finished,” should sound as the mdinrring of 
heaven’s gates to us, — as the rending of tlie vail, to 
open a passage into the holy of holies, — as our grant 
to a seat on the throne of glory. IIow magnificently 
free is our Sovereign in his donations to men! but 
can we forget how dearly he paid for them? Cun 
we forget what depths he passed through, before he 
ascended up on high, led captivity captive, and re- 
ceived gifts for men, yea, even for the rebellious? 
Can we, did I say ? Alas ! wc do, daily and hourly. 
Were we but lookbg unto Jesus, how could our eyes 
be so continually gazing cm those mountains, which 
would, in that case, he cast into the de|)tbs of the sea ? 
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An eye fixed on linn woulA make the crooked places 
straight, the rou^h places plain. When you can really 
for pne in<ifuent believe sincerely that be actually suf- 
fered tlieso things, these astonishing things, for you 
indivldtuilly ; yea, that you 'were engraven on the 
paltns of his liands, before ever tlm highest part of the 
dust of the ear//i was laid ; when you can believe that 
he had an eye to yon, in particular, in his agony and 
blof>dy sweat, in his cross and ])assion; — ^how worse 
than absurd is it to sup]>ose, that any of his dispensa- 
tions are any thing but the fruits of love ; how worse 
than ungrateful to think, that he who spared not his 
own Son, but freely gave him up for us all, will not 
w'ith him freely give us AhV things. Yes, fear not : 

things are yours ; God cannot be a covenant-kec])- 
iiig God, if he makes not e%ery thing work together 
for your good. 


LETTER X. 

To THE Same. 

— c, u4j2nl 26f/if 1817. 

Yotir letter called u]^n me to look 

more and more into myself, and search diligently 
whether there was any real gold concealed under the 
sounding brass which had so much attracted you. 
It is so easy to speak high sounding tcorc/jr ; so easy 
to have Itiff/e/, that would make any one suppose 
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would convey warmth wilh it; so easy to do many 
mighty works in the name of Christy and after all 
not to be known by him ! Truly, when my . un- 
willing, roving heart will descend into the ehuiiibers 
of imagery to make any search, I behold every form 
of crcejiing things, and all the idols of the house of 
Israel pourtraycd upon the wall round about. I am 
amazed to find that so foul witliin, which to human 
eyes is so fair without. For a little moment I can 
scorn the approbation of short-sighted man, and most 
earnestly desire my God to search me, yea, ti> try 
the very ground of ray heart ; to bring his fan in his 
band, and thoroughly purge his door, though I feel 
assured this must be an operation most 2 >ainful to the 
flesh. The dear, the tender Physician, 1 know has 
given a gracious answer already to my pour prayers ; 
not such as nature expected or w'tshed for, but such 
as grace will rejoice in eternally. VVe ask him to 
heal some sc»re ; he examines it, anxiously desiring to 
apply the balm of Gilead ; but seeing it putrifying, 
he draws out his instrument — we shrink back ; we dure 
not trust Omnipotence, we dare dispute w'ith the 
All- wise. Sad, satl indeed, w^ould be our ease, were 
he to allow us to heal our heart so slightly as we 
shoidd wish. Yes, he has been obliged to apply a 
sharp instnunent to my poor heart of late ; 1 humbly 
trust I did not spurn the hand. He o£iened iny eyes 
to recognize it f<»r the same that was nailed to the 
accursed tree, for the same that prepared a mansion in 
heaven for me ; for the same that has had my worthless 
name engraven on it, ere the highest parts of the 
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dust of tlie earth were latd; and truly, scarcely could 
I feel the wounds, before he gently bound them up with 
cor^ of loye, pouring in oil and wine — ^that wine which 
maketh glad the heart of man — that oil w-hich gives 
him a cheerful countenance. 

.... Indeetl, I can find no objection to the place you 
mention. We know it is not essential to travellers 
whether the country they, pass through is barren or 
lovely, so as it is in their way to a dear home ; nay, 
when do they press on so fast, when have they so 
many thoughts for home as when the country around 

is hleak and dreary? *I only hope and pray that 

may not have too many charms for me. I no dread 
£lim. The Lord preserve me from a loitering soul ! 
How few press on os captive exiles hastening to be 
loosed ; as long sejMiratC'd children, to the tenderest of 
Fathers ; as virgins, baiting to meet the Bridegroom ! 
Whilst our Beb»ved is ever ‘^devising mcaus, that 
his banished be not expcdled from him whilst he is 
taking every means to engage us to press homeward, 
oh, how we linger by the way ! how anxiously we 
strive to make om* banishment pleasant to ourselves ! 


LETTER XI. 

To R. R. 

m, August laf, 1817. 

As this is one of those days in which my blessed 
Teacher seems decidedly to saj^ “ Write” you shall 

c 
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not be forgotten, especially as I find you ivished nie 
to write to-day. Oh, that I could follow up the 
stream to its source! I do feel your kindness to 
me very mnek. do feel the love of him who has 
put It into your heart to be kind to me very little. 
Alas, when Jesus is holding out every thing to allure 
my heart unto himself, how often do 1 receive the gift 
into my soul as au idol ; and, instead of increasing 
love to the Giver, I rob him of what he before had, 
to lavish it on the gift. Oh, my injured Lord, if 
kindness cannot draw my heart toward tliee, drive it, 
compel it to come into the ark* Only rebuke me not 
in thine anger ; correct me in measure, and leave roe 
not wholly unpunished. If we believed God, how 
covetous should we he of afUietions ! how earnestly 
should we desire that which conforras us to our pre- 
cious Head, and makes us partakers of Ids holiness. 
I do not look upon outward afflictions, however sanc- 
tified, as those w'hich most purify tlie soul. We 
may walk through these, as the tliree young men 
through the burning fiery furnace, |^d not even the 
smell of fire have passed upon us. I speak c»f the 
burning and fuel of fire within, when the fiery darts 
are fiylng tliick, when the refreshing dews of grace 
^ to be withheld, and we are ready to say, Our 
^^i&pe*is lost: God hath forgotten to lie gracious.” 
Tills, to a child of God is the hottest fire; this 
is it which purifies the soul from dross, and makes 
it come forth as gold. This is that fiinuroe, in which 
one tliat is not a child of God never was placed ; for 
Satan takes good cAe not to disquiet his children, he 
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has uu iirc for* their sduls on this side everiastlng 
buniing^s ; his fatal teaching ever is, ** Peace, peace.’’ 
We huvc^ dear, dear Teacher ; but there is one lesson 
he gives us which we all very much dislike, and are a 
long, lung time learning, i/tot in us dwelkth no yood 
Uiing : might ¥re but find some warmth of heart, some 
seal, some fervency of spirit, then we cotdd learn (as 
we think) to trust him simply : but could we then fix 
one foot on the rock, I l>elieve the other would stick 
pretty close to the sand. ^ May n e be content to let 
him teach us in his own best way. What will mag- 
nify the love of Jesus so much to your soul, as to find 
ycuir backwardness, your unwUliugness to love Him ; 
what w'ill give you so enlarged a view of his tender- 
ness and long-suffering, as to find it outstripping so 
much unkindness, unmoved by so much neglect, un- 
wearied by such continual provocations ? Yea, if you 
can make no return here, even this sliall swell your 
haliclujulis when you see Jesus face to face ; when 
you look back on the way by which you came, and see 
a iiiaiitle of love spread over the thousand thousand 
steps of the way in which your tlesh was weak, and 
your spirit, perhaps, too unwilling. You want to trust 
him simply, — ah ! he has a very painful way of teach- 
ing this lesson. He takes his pupils down into the 
horrid chambers of imagery, will show us all the 
idols of the house of Israel, pourtrayed on the w'all 
round about ; there is hideoft self-righteousness, then 
self-sufficiency ; here an earthly heart, there a strong 
dislike to be saved in the way of God’s appointment. 
They are innumerable as they are hideous. We would 

c 2 
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lain turn away and not see them ; biit we mu$t gaze 
on tl)eiD, we must acknowledge that these things are 
BOf really^ feelingly^ ere the dagon will be shaken, mid 
the Lord alone exalted ; oi*e we shall renounce all cou- 
fideucc in ourselves, and become as little children, 
cleaving unto Jesus, 

. • . . May the Lord go before you in the way ; may 
he direct every steji ! why do I say, “ May he He 
would not be a faithful God if lie did not. He has 
Gngag(‘d to guide you Jiere^ by his counsel ; and, what 
a blessed end to all your wanderings ! to receive you 
unto glory. 


LETTER XII. 

To F. M. R. 

October 13M, 1817. 

What a Jesus, what a Friend is ours! Every mo- 
ment brings some fresh tdken of love, tenderness, 
watchfulness, the lustre of which appears still more 
brilliant whilst it shines on a heart peculiarly black 
with ingratitude and unkind returns. If I loved the 
secret of bis tabenu||^ more, the pavilion of his 
love, how covetous should 1 be of times of trouble! 
How tenderly he allur^, how anxiously he courts 
our love, as though he were the gainer, the favoured 
one ! Poor nature did indeed shrink from the part- 
ing with those, who are so very dearly, so very 



justly loved; but vrbeu the too much cherish^; 
friends left me, the tpo much slighted One caime ^ 
nigh, and proved himself better than ten thousand 
earthly friends. ‘ The long dreaded sound of the car- 
riage driving from the door was scarcely heard, whilst 
I was endeavouring to touch the tip of the golden 
sceptre, and put in my petition for the choicest 
blessings on those who were leaving me. This day 
I did not SCO <lcarest C- y - ■ h, but heard that she 
was worse. On Saturday nioriiiug, after breakfast, 

I was enjoying myself uith C , &c. &c. ; while 

basking in this littk» sunshine, a precious cloud, big, 

I trust, with drops from that river which maketh 

glail the city of our (hid, was sent. M came 

in, and said a rmitcTinl change hud taken place in 

our beloved C ; we hastened down ; her disorder 

had turned to dropsy on the chest, which produced 
great difficulty of breathing ; she could not bear many 
with her, but expressed a wish that I should stay. 
And now' niy most jirecious Lord gave me support 
which I could not have dared to ask for. I sat by, 
watching a eountenaucc on which death was making 
rapid advances ; she had p^sed a night of extreme 
bodily suffering, but enjoyed great composure of soul. 
“I have cast anchor on a llock,” “He is a faithful 
Friend, a blessed Lord,” were the sweet testimonies 
borne by this departing jiilgrim. I stayed with her till 
dinner-time, and was enabled to be in some measure 
engaged for her this night, while absent, praying that 
her Bridegroom would come and not tarry. Sunday 
morning 1 was with her again ; she had passed a better 
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^ poor tabernacle appeared quictlj) but 
. quicldjt crumbling off her fluttering spirit., ^*Wben 
sbali- 1 be delivered ? Oh^ blmed moment! Lord, 
give me. Im&; give mo patience,* ^ ebe repeatedly 
uttered, ^\'ben Mrs. N— -h dressed her ix>or side, 
sbe said, hope you will not have this job to do 
again, I shall have better ciothes soon.” I left her to 
attend a feast which seemed appointed with peculiar 
mercy for this day. I tl^nh you prayed for me. I 
will thank you when the golden censer is emptiecK 
and we see and know every breath of prayer that 
lias been offered up for us. But oh ! how did my 
righteous Advocate plead for me ! Precious, precious 
Friend ! On retiuming to her, we found her gradually 
weakening. She spoke to me, with some solicitude, 
about her poor son ; I promise<l we would do what we 
could; but I found spirituals were those alone of 
monient to her, though they are distressed in teni* 
porals. She said, “ Pray that I iiwiy die in my sleep ; I 
should like to slide out without any one knowing it.” 
After §tlt. S— had been, she eagerly asked me, 
“ What ^does he say r” « That you will not now want 
mu c h more here, my d^j^arest C— .* “ Oh, praise 
the Lord ; bless the Lord. Gracious, tender Father, 
have mercy on me in this trying hour ; tliaidc the 
l^ord : Lord Jesus, receive my spirit.* Being obliged 
to go home to dinner, 1 left her, bfiping, as for us 1 
might hope, perhaps too much, tliat the spirit would 
not^ be there when 1 next viewed that pcjor jirison. 
>|Ms night was more trying to me than the day ; but 1 
<aesire to speak of mysdf, only to incite you to praise 



aixd love my blessed Keeptr, wbo neither slumbm nor. 
8leep8» thou^ pride, X know, creeps upon my pe% and , 
mixes in with every acknowledgment of his ’mercies. 

1 pray that your feelings may be mmre nnmingled. 
This morning I heard she was still in the wilderness. 

I am now sitting beside her, scarcely able to take my 
eyes off her, whilst every breath seems like the un- 
barring of iier prison doors, every groan, Hke the 
chariot wheels of her Beloved, to convey her hence. 
She still enjoys perfect tranquillity and* sure trust; 
thanks God fur the comparative ease she enjoys ; for, 
from the conqmsing medicine she takes, she now dozes 
a good deal, and I think her last prayer will be heard, 
that she may go off in her sleep. Thus have 1 en- 
deavoured to give you some little idea of the Lord's 
dealings tow^ards us. The thousandth juirt is not told 
you. Pray that I may jmsscss my soul in patience. 
Heaven is growing so rich in jewels. Oh, that I may 
love Jesus more, and I shall be content to stay and 
suffer for him; may we all live more devotedly to 
him! He never forgets us one little moment. If 
you love my C-— li, you will rejoice, you do I'ejoice. 
In all probability she will never know a night again— 
ha]>])y creature ! I really cannot look off her any longer. 
The Lord abundantly bless you ! 
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LETTER XIII. 

To THE Sams. 


Oct. \1th, 1817- 

.... With Whitfield I could earnestly join when he 
so of^n desires to owe no man any things, hut love ; 
but truly I owe you that which mines of filthy lucre 
cannot repay. I must, I will make ap{)licatiuii to the 
treasury of fhe King of kings, I will endeavrmr to ap- 
proach the heavenly wardrobe in your belialf ; I will 
entreat for my beloved sister the clotliing of humility, 
the cloak of zeal, the robe of righteousness, the gar- 
ment of salvation. These are gannents w liich wax 
not old, these shall protect you fn^m every chilling 
blast, screen you in every storm. Touched by these 
garments, Jordan shall divide before you; clothed in 
these robes, a holy God shall pronounce you faultless, 
without spot or wrinkle, shall rest in liis love, and 
shall rejoice over you with joy anti singing, w'hile ad- 
miring angels shall gaze on that which was w'ovcn by 
the sufferings, dyed in the blood, and bestowed by the 
uxdaiown love of their adored Lord. And will you 
pray that 1 may 1»e clothed with humility? The 
sun is very scorching here, and I love too well to 
bask in its pernicious beams. T could sometimes im- 
patiently ask, why, why is this grace xlenied me ? but, 
blessed be God, 1 am enabled to stay myself upon 
him who doeth all things well. He knows me far 
better than I know myself; perhaps, could this, my 
aimost onfy desire be gratified, I should be too much 



«it eas6 in Zion. You must be anxious to hear of 
our beloved C— ;* my last letter might well lead 
you to suppose that a few hours would translate 
her from ^bed of languor, to the bc»soni of her Lord. 

Indeed, it was the o|Hnion of Mr. S , and c^very one 

who saw her ; but the Lord's thoughts, truly, are not 
our thoughts. The works which he had afore pre- 
pared for her were not completed. On Tuesday, she 
revived a little, but did not say much. On Wednesday, 
she was wonderfully better, and received me with re- 
I>eated expressions of joy, as if she had much to say ; 
she began by saying that during the hours of pain 
and extreme weakness, she could not hold close com- 
munion with her Lord, but this morning I can say, 
‘ Return unto thy rest, oh niy soul I' — Oh! preciotts in 
■the sight of the Lord is tlje death of his saints.” 
She asked me to read the burial service, which she 
enjoyed extremely; when I read those words, “Blessed 
are the dead that die in the Lord,” she interrupted 
me with great animation, saying, not for any 

works of mine. * This is my heluted Son, in whom I 
uTii well plejised,’ tha€s the sinner's hope, ‘ Woved in 
Christy^ She gave me many admonitions to deliver 

to W , especially coiiceming his child ; some t<» 

Mrs. B , to beg she would pray for grace to cast 

off tlic bondage of Jigffpt^ re]wating several times, “ It 
icowV <lo — ^wc must be aU for Christ spoke of the 
difierent graces of Christians, the diiierent manner in 

* A highly esteemed Christian nurse, who hud lived many 
years in the family. 
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wkLcIi :8licrald deal with* them ; meat for tliem 
that are strong, &Cn but I never couid bear it. Oh, I 
was very impatient ; < If thou, Lord, wilt be extreme 
to mark what is done amiss, O Lord, who^ may abide 
it ?*” She distributed several keepsakes, bc^^ged me to 
gt> and see old Mrs. W— , who is dyinjir, put up a 

prayer for her ; spoke much of you niul R 

Thus she ccmtiuued exhorting and rejoicing ; I shouUl 
fill shec^ts wen* I to tell you all. At niglit, fatigued 
though quite easy, she slept from ten till toti the next 
day, when she awrrjke and said to mo, 1 blialJ not 
want tniieh more now — blessed, Uessod Lord,” ex- 
pressed her thankfulness that she hail no debts, nnd 
with uplifted eyes, and hand often raised, set*rned in 
wonder to be contemplating the gemdnoss of the Lord ; 
her li[»s moved, but 1 could not hear her words ; when 
I took leave of her tliis day, she appearcil dozing, and 
not taking notice of any thing ; but when I was gtdng 
out, she looked most tenderly after me ; I went mu! 
kissed her, and she said quite strongly, ‘‘Good bye, 
God bless you, love.” I began this letter thinking to 
finish it by her hedsidf^ — Ah! I must wait till I sit 

on a throne of glory, ere 1 sit by my Moved C 

again. Bless the Lord, oh luy soul, and ail that is 
within me, bless his holy name;” she has entered 
into the joy of her Lord. A sun has risen on h(tr 
soul this morning, which shall no more go ilown. 
J can almost forgF»t iny prison walls, whilst I follow 
her through the illuminated valley, see lier stand witJi 
her Bridegroom at the gates of heaven, whilst myriads 
of rejoicing kindred spirits, and welcoming angelic 



hosts, lift up the ererlastifig doors, to let another heir 
df glory in. And now the Father rests in his lov^ 
no,w the S^iour sees oi the travail of his soul, and is 
satisfieil : now the last tear is wiped away from the 
enraptured saint, liow she begins hyr eternal ;halle- 
lujaiis, now she docs indeed find the day of he^' death 
far, for better than the day of her birth, now she 
behuld-s the King in his beauty, enters into a quiet 
hubitution, a tabernacle that shall not be tuken down ; 
not one of the stakes thereof slmll ever be removed, 
neither shall any of the cords thereof be broken. 
Now the glorious Lord is unto her a place of broad 
rivers, even rivers of pleasures; no gallant ship presses 
there to nudest her, the sound of war b heard no 
more ! Oh when shall 1 thus come to ap|)ear before 
God ? yet a very very little while, and 1 shall realbe 
what I now see through a glass so darkly. My 
wretched wilderness heart too often makes my beloved ' 
like a strangcT in the land. In '^^ain do I charge it by 
the roes, and by the hinds of the field, hot to stir, or 
awake my love. The inn Is so full of filthy, earthly 
thoughts, that he who should have the best room, is 
forced to be as a wayfaring nmn, turning aside to 
tarry for a night. But soon it shall not l»e so ; I shall 
rest in my love to him, while his desire b towards me, 
and he will ever rest in his love towards me, whom he 
has made all fair. So shall we he ever with the Lord; 
well may we comfort one another with these words. 
On Wednesday we ore to commit the remjins of our 

beloved C to the dust, from whence they shall 

soon awake and sing 1 am enabled to build on that 

c 4 
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. blessed assurance! :** I can do^ all things through Christ 
u'hich strengtheneth This word of the Lord has 
been tried in the hre^ and ever comes forth as gold. . I 
will trust, and not be afraid ; his paths are mercy and 
truth : the supyprt, the tender love he has ever shown 
me, shibne me out of my fears. The Lord lift up the 
light of his counteiumce u|)on you^ my beloved sister, 
and ail who love the Lord Jesus Ciirist. 


LETTER XIV. 

To THE Same. 

Or/o6ef 22«rf, 1817. 

Oil, wliat oceans of love arc contained iu this little 
cloud ! At one o’clock we followed the sleeping dust 

of our beloved C h.\ It fV trying. I 

felt grateful that I might wee|) — that devout men made 
great lamentation over the« hodj* of the triumphant 
Stephen — ^that St. Paul 8f»rrowcd at the bare appre- 
hension of the death of his beloved Epaphroditus — 
above all, that he who has left us nn example, that we 
should w'alk in his steps, wept over his sleeping La- 
zarus ; but if I was grateful that 1 might mourM, oh 
wliat gratitude ought I to feel that I am privileged to 
rejoice with joy unspeakable and full of glory, to 
coimnit that long-loved, dearly loved dust to the 
earth, in jfull and certain hope that it shall, one long, 
awa ke . m d sing that it shall be raised in incor- 
ruptioa}^ fflorj/, in />otccfr, a spiritual body that it 
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hIuiU «htiie as the hrightn<»s of the filament, and as 
the stars for ever and ever. Thus have 1 been in- 
vited to f^end my btHh<day in the tabernacle of the 
Lord of Hosts ; thns has he' made it a day in VFhich 
more e8[>eeia]ly to cover me with his feathersi even his 
downy feathers, of love and faithfuluefe. 


LETTER XV. 

To THE SaSIK. 

OcUtbvr 31#^ 

You ask for further fmrliculars of our beloved C h. 

M— y assures me she has given you every particular, 
therefore let us leave what passed while she was com-* 
passed with inf^mities ; let us leave the sleeping dust, 
and eudeavour to follow her, whilst disencumbered of 
every thing tliat can in any way clog or defile, she 
enters the jodace of him who is higher than tlie 
highest, dearer than the dearest, more tender than 
tonderest ; or let us trace her, while, peroilventiire, on 
some embassy of love, she comes forth to minister unto 
us, or to join the efiariots of fire that are fighting for 
us ui the mountain. Let us leave the words uttered 
by an earthly tongue, to listen to her heavenly notes. 
Let us leave her dying testimony, and give ear to 
that which she will proclaim Jthrough eternity. Oh, 
hear her ^eak of that King, whom now she sees in 
all bis beauty. Methinks she 8|ys, Reserve all your 
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love, all youp admiratioTi, for this glorious for he 
alone is worthy. Hear her tell of the inberitanc^c iu* 
corruptible, undefiled, unfading ; of the rivers of plea- 
sure, the streets paved with gold; the banqueting, 
house, where she leans on her beloved, and cats abun- 
^ dantly, whilst tfhrely she adds, Press on, press on. 
Here^alone are treasures; here let your whole heart 
be. Again, while she rejioses in green pasinres, finds 
uninterrupted rest for her weary soul, aud perfect 
security from every enemy, how loudly does slie pro- 
claim, ** Fe£ir not. He is faithful who has promised, 
who also will do it. Fight bravely— endure inau- 
fully. Ten million loillion atHicilons are not worthy to 
be compared with one luatncnt of the rest and {>cace 
I now enjoy.** Then behold her taking a review of the 
way by wliich sbo climbed to Mount Ziou. 1 see ber 
' smile on every rough |iart ; the windings and turnings 
which once so much pei'plcxed her, and often made her 
tremblingly ask, If 1 am in the road Zionward, why is 
it thus ? She lifts an eye of fervent gratitude to her 
in&llible Guide, while she says to us who follow' after, 
^ Trust him where you caimot trace him.** Bo assured 
he will lead you by a right way to the city of liabita- 
tion. Not one uimecessary stone or bramble crosses 
your path ; yea, if you stumble, lie bas but lef^ you. for 
a moment, to try you, that he might kuow all that is in 
your heart. Be assured, He doeth ail things well.** 
But let us not pass over that tear which dimmed her 
eye, and says more than all that she has yet proclaimed. 
It would fain tell of a life too little devoted to her 
Lord; a hard heart ^f unbelief, which ** fretted** her 



gracioas Redeemer ; a tongue too dumb in speaking of 
one whom her soul loved ; a step too loitering towards 
thof^ mansions so long prepared for her. Truly this 
is a tear, which none but the offended might, or could^ 
wijte away ; it is that which will dim every pilgrim’s 
eye ; it is a tear which, could a tear rest on the eye of 
one gaxing on the Lamb, urould fill mine through 

eternity^ Dearest F , that sainted sf>irit does not 

whi.s[>er of an idle seclusion from the world. She tells 
us iKit to skulk into a comer in the field of battle. 
Nay, but she bids us to endure hardness, as good 
soldiers of Christ Jesus, to be faithful -unto death; 
never to be ashamed to confess him who was on earth 
her liojte and refuge, and is now her heaven and 
blessedness ! 


LETTER XVI. 

To R,R. 

F e, Oct. 25th, 1817. 

Why is it that we meet with disappoint* 

ments in our friends ? Has God deceived us ? Does 
he promise, and not perform ? Does he tell us that 
the purest things comraitted to earthen vessels can 
remain without some alloy ? that there are cisterns 
so deep, so full, that we may drink thereat abun- 
dantly ? Oh no. Ho has taught us far otherwise ; 
but, alas 1 it is one of those books in Christ’s school, 
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which we do not much like to study. I have often 
opened it at the title “ Cease ye from man,” 

but I did not fed much incimed to look farther. Our 
ignorance of this is the cause of much vexation to us ; 
what we w'ill not receive on the testimony of the only 
wise God, we must learn by painful experience, here a 
little, and there a little. Still, still, wc come with high- 
wrought expectations t»i our broken cisterns — l|pok with 
wonder at the blemishes— -are astonished at the shal- 
lowness of the water — can get a little, and that with 
difficulty and pain, and, in the secret chambers of our 
heart, w*e almost find fault with our faithful liistnietor. 
In the mean time, there is an f»vcrHowiijg fountain of 
pure waters, at which we are invit<Hl to drink abun- 
dantly — there is an unfathomable well, from whlcli wo 
might ever draw water with joy we tak<» but a small 
pitcher to this fountain, where God has inscribed, 
“ Drink abundantly, w ithout money and without price.” 
Unbelief stops in — hides the glorious inscription, 
placing over it, “ WIterewUk sludl I come before the 
Lord ? The invitation is not addressed to me.” Thus 
are we straitened in our own bowels ; thus do we limit the 
Holy One of Israel. But it shall not always be so ; 
our eyes will nut always be so dim, our hands so withered, 
our hearts so slow to l>clieve. When w'c see the King 
in his beauty, our desire will be towards him, and him 
alone. Our invigorated hand shall lay hold on the fvl- 
ness of our Beloved, which is already ours, though we 
cannot grasp it. Our hearts will be opened wide, and 
drink in rivers of pleasures for evermore. Then, every 
stream will be swallowed up in the fountain from 
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whence it issued. Christ Will be AU in All; then) 
wc shall love all tn Christ, and Christ in all. ** 

..... Ho.w little do we dwell on what our beloved 
Lord endured, when he was wounded in the house of 
his friends. It was this that weighed so heavUy upon 
him. Hod it been an open enetny he could liave borne 
it. We can form some very faint idea of what he 
endured, when his own familiar friend lifted up his 
heel against him, at a time when the watchmen,” who 
should befriend us, smite us and wound us.” Jesus 
knows what it is. to have every action, every word sus- 
|jected. He knows it, for tliis very purpose, that he 
may succour those who are undergoing the same trial. 

I grieve for ; his eye is not on the great 

Shejdicvd of the sheep, while he can treat, with any 
thing like iiarshncij^s, one of the precious flock. To the 
weak became I as weak, that I might gain the weak.” 
Hut while I speak of this dear man, my conscience Ls 
pricking me very sharply. It tells me of many, to 
whom 1 have acted with much illiberality— Kif many, to 
whom my proud heart has (minted with great self-com- 
placency, whilst it has secretly whispered, I thank God 
I am uot as these — of many, whose beauties I could 
almost wholly overlook, whilst I fancied myself justified 
in gazing on some prominent imperfection ; or rather, 
of making tliat prominent, over which lo^'c would have 
thrown a cloak, ** walking backwards,” lest it should 
perceive it. I want spiritual spectacles within. I 
keep them rubbed up very bright, to gaze on other 
hearts. 

I shall think much of you at 


• You must feel 
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pecuUarlT bound to tbe Fattier o£ all mercies at a place 
where hfnas so tenderly watched over you ; where you 
are reminded of what Illll calls, pregervitiff grac^ on 
which I think we should very much dwell, as it'will be 
a murce of much love and comfort. Well may we 
argue, ** He who has thus watched over me for good, 
whilst 1 was an alien and an enemy, will not be less 
mindful of me, now that he has made mo one of his 
householiL He who has loved me, when 1 hated him, 
will not cease to love me, now that he lias made me 
desirous to love liim in return.” Oh, my brother, me- 
ditate on that love, which enrolled your name on his 
breastplate, and placed it next his heart, ere the founda- 
tions of the world were laid.— 4>u those everlasting »irms 
of tenderness, by which you have been holden up ever 
since you were born — on tiiat grace, ^which has formed 
a new heart witliiu you, fashioned the wondrous mem- 
bers day by day, when as yet there was none of them— 
that unw'earied constancy, which Inis borne with all 
your unfaitlifuluess — ^that love, which not all the waters 
of your neglect could quench — ^ihat pttience, wditch 
not all your provocations could exhaust. Think of 
it, till you entirely renounce all right of possession 
to yourself, and gratefully, cordially, by word and life 
declare, that you are not your own— and pray that 
one w*ho has had ten mOlton million talents forgiven 
her — who has pfpuiArfy provoked, and met with pe- 
culiar love, may pecuHarly feel the power of those 
arguments she urges on others. 

.... I am permitted to tell of greatly restored 
health and strength. I trust 1 shall be enabled in 
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liatience to possess my soul* wh^her it be to do, or 
what is more difficult, to bear my Lord’s wdl. If 
1 livQ ONLT, for him, 1 trust 1 can patiently wait 
all the days of my appointed time in the land of my . 
piJgriiiui|^c. It lias pleased God to humble me much, 
by sliowiiigf me that some of the seed I rejoiced over 
w'os sown only on stony ground, yet I need your faith- 
ful admonitions. I know my heart often says, << my 
f)ower, wy seal, my skill, hath gotten me these vic- 
U)ries " Will you very earnestly pray that 1 may be 
clothed with humility ; don’t hate me when I tell you 
iluit I cannot put up this prayer for myself, at least 
it is mixed with much hesitation, and half wishing 
it back again, from the vile apprehension that I must 
suffer very very much ere this can take place; may 
the Lord ever bless and keep you, and give you all joy 
and peace in believing. 


LETTER XVIL 
To TJJE Same. 


iVbv. lOeA, 1817. 

Subset it is enough for us to have foes within 

and without to contend with, without having' snares 
for our feet laid by our fellow pilgrims. It is a 
cruel tiling to JiaUer, The soul is often more ex- 
hausted, weakened, injured, in disentangling itself from 
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these nets, than bjr the hottest contest with princi- 
palities and powers. Those who have once known 
the torture the believer undergoes, while this poison 
is pervading his soul, the bitter, lowering Tucdtciucs 
he must take, as antidotes, the friglitful oblivion of 
lessons of humility which he has l>een studying for 
years, will, I think, (unless much under the iidlueficc 
of the enemy of souls,) not lultuiiil.stcr th<» in>\i«»us 
potion a second time. I speak strongly, [»orhaps you 
will think, hiit my soul is very sore on this subject, 
liaviug too iiften sniurtc<l from it. 

Your prayers that my way might he made quite 
plain before me have indeed been answered. Sine*; 
my labours liere have been straitened, I have thought 
that my too kind Etiiployer would look me out some 
other work. I could hope that a great door and ef- 
fectual is now opened unto me ; if so, I am sure I may 
add, there are many ailversaries ; not outward adver- 
saries ; these are but as tlie harmless tempest to him 
who is safely and securely sheltered ; hut I dread the 
traitors within, pride, vain-glory, and hypocrisy. If 
you love me, if you prizes the glory of your master, 
pray that I may be delivered from these. But why, 
why these fears ? ^ It is good that a man fear always,'* 
yes; but it is good to cast all your care upon tbo 
Ijord. It is right jbo work out your salvation with 
fear and trembling ; but it is riglit to remember, that 
God worketh in us to will and to do of his good 
pleasure. I do believe that Satan, transformed into an 
angel of light, often makes use of these apparently 
holy fears to harass the believer, shake his trust in 
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One 1%'ho hits undt^rtaken Ins cause, and acooinplish 
his grand end of rolibing God of his glory, and the 
belicvpr of hi^ coiufort. Coidd we unmask these doubts, 
the creed of the worshippers of Baal could not be 
more infamous. When we fear the siftings of Satan, 
wc must sup[>ose that we hare a God who slecpeth, 
or is gone on a journey, an Advocate who is veary 
of pleading our cause. Whilst we look with dread 
on the rot'ks and quicksands, we tacitly charge our 
pi hit with Ignorance, weakness, carelessness, or un- 
faithfulness. Tein])tatioiis, be they from without or 
from within, stoi*m, culm, sunshine, or cloud, are nut 
excluded from the Aix things which imist work to- 
gether for our good. I like that wr>rd worh taycther, 
linkvdf us it were, depmdani on each other, they arc 
fastened to the jirecious side of Jesus, and to that 
bosom they will infallibly lead us. 

Is it not reinarkuble that our thoughts should so 
clash with so very many miles between ? I had been 
dw'olling wdth pinmliar pleasure on that Greek word 
which so much struck you; in my dreams, it was 
present with me. Well indeed may we ask boldly, 
when wc have the certainty of being heard ; “ we 
knmv that wt have the petitions,” but often veiled 
in so different a form, we are ready to disown them. 
How seldom I pray with the convictioh that God 
is actually bowing down his ear to hear me, with the 
ceriaiwty that I shall receive what I ask for — and 
wherefore ? because I so seldom ask according to his 
will, drawling nigh in holy coxiiidence in him whom be 
beareth always, and with a single eye and desire to the 
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glory of God. O when I look to the self^plcaeing, 
self-seeking, self-will of most of my prayers, 1 believe 
1 might W’ith truth, say ally I do glory in, I do .desire 
to love, that precious scapegoat, which bears away such 
heavy loads of the iniquity of my holiest things into the 
wilderaess, and causes them to ascend to the Fattier, as 
pillars of smoke, perfumed with myrrh and frankinreuse. 

1 thank you truly for your interesting account of ; 

well may angels rejoice over each returning prodigal ; 
they will have another mystery of love to admire 
throughout eternity; much will then, no doubt, Ih^ 
made known to us of their ministry upon us, u hi{‘h will 
mutually endear us in a kingdom whose liglit is love, 
whilst they shall again point us, and we mure gladly 
turn to the Lamb in the midst of the throne, the 
purchaser of every blessing, and behold him, who in all 
our afflictions was afflicted, rejoicing in all our joy. O 
what employment ! what a situation ! what a heaven ! 
How little do we realize of it ! .... &c. 


LETTER XVHL 
To F. M. H. 

F c, Nov. IZth 1817. 

.... At present a very thick veil is drawn over 
futurity. May we bo enabled to trust our gracious 
Lord as well when he is working behind the scenes, 
as when we see all that is going on. He cannot turn 
away from us to do us good. He knows how to refuse 
the evil and choose the good for his people ; blessed, 
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blessed be his love, that he *does not leave tis to choose 
for ourselves. I lately expressed a fear of being too 
much at easp in Zion ; my fear was heard and noticed 
in the courts above. I have been far from easy the 
last few days ; not from any doubts of the faithfulness 
of God ; — ^the girdle of his reins, 1 am well assured, 
can never be broken ; not from any blasphemous sug- 
gestions that the work of the Lord is not perfect, that 
lie has begun to build and is not able to finish ; no, nor 
from that fear of bringing reproach upon his holy 
iMuric. by backsliding, which is a fiery dart which 
oitenost rankles in my heart. But 1 have felt such a 
miserable coldness and distance towards iny Beloved ; 
I have not been able to realize that lively interest he 
tiikes in all ray concerns ; I have approached him more 
as a stranger, than os that Fricmd with whom I have 
so long taken sweet counsel, who has known my soul 
in ailversity, made all my bed in my sickness, and 
carried me so tenderly in his bosom. Dearest F— — y, 
have you ever experienced this ? Mine eyes run down 
with tears, when I think of my ingratitude, my vile- 
ne.ss. There is iio shadow of turnuig in him ; ’tis 1 
who have turned away; the earth, tlie earth, I fear, 
lias got between me and my Sun, and caused this 
(Hsmal eclipse. I must gp*eatly attribute the cause to 
my having been so much taken up with worldly con- 
cerns, and being prevented taking my walk about 
Zion. 1 would pray and hope that the effects may be, 
a deeper abhorrence of myself, and a stronger attaoh- 
ment to One, who has patience and tenderness to bear 
with aU myTileness, yea, in spite of all, to love me 



with an unchanging love* I trust it may tcaeh me 
more forcibly the emptiness of every thing, when 
void of him w*}io filleth all in all. I liave felt s(ich a 
chasm, as if parted from every thing I value. When 
I awake in the night, all seems dreary aitd solitary; 
my Beloved has wilJidrawn himself ; my laViour is toil 
when 1 perceive him not at my side ; my r(‘st is weari- 
ness whilst I rejMse not in him ; neither w'orlds aj)pear 
^desirable, wrhile 1 cannot recognise One wh<i alone 
makes them lovely; life is wearisome; death has lost 
its charms. When, when will the day break ? when 
will the shadow s dee away ? Turn, turn, my Beloved ; 
be thou like a roe or a hart., upon these wretched 
mountains of division. Yet Imsh, iny soul, possess 
thyself in patience ; why, indeed, should a living man 
complain ? Ah ! I will endeavour to bear it. I have 
enjoyed a long sunshine ; should all the evening of my 
days be clouded, I desire t(» bless that un8]>eakable 
grace which has not consigned me over to the black- 
ness of darloiess for eternity ; which holds out the 
assurance that I shall SVEU be wdtli the Lord, see 
Vuti face to face, and never groan again o\er a crold, 
ungrateful heart. I have nearly filled my letter w'Hli 
old self ; hut my \ clearest sister, I know, loves to 
participate in my sorrows, as well as my joys; and 
1 am so wickedly inclined to disbelieve that no temp- 
tation has befallen me but such as is common to iny 
brethren, under every disease of my vilest of hearts, 
that 1 could like to ask you, wdio love the Lord indeed, 
lirhether it was ever thus with you? At the same 
time, I do not think there is any rent, or spot, or 
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blemish in my robe of righteousness ; blessed be Gbd, 
this is laid up in a wardrobe where man or devil can 
never injure It, Do not think I sup]>ose it wants the 
embroidl^ry of frames and feelings ; be tliis ever far 
’from me; neither do I imagine the Lord will suffer 
nu> to be tempted above that 1 am able. But I wonld 
urge you to iutreut for me, that this trial may be 
sauctified to me, and that m the valley, as well as in 
the mount, I may be enabled to shout aloud, My Jesus 
doeth all things well. 


LETTER XIX. 
To R. R. 


r e, Nor, llth, 1817. 

Tuk alarming iUncss of dear old Mr. N Gils ray 

heart with anguish; indeed, ere you receive this, as 
far as we (?an judge, he will have taken his place 
at that awful bar from which there is no appeal. 
I know not when my mind has been so exercised. 
It shows me how little prepared I am to love the 
will of God under circumstances of this nature. 
Where is the spirit that silenced Aaron and Eli, 
that animated the tribe of Levi? I trace the foot- 
steps of almost the whole Gock over this roughest 
path, but 1 Gild not one who so shrunk from it as 1 do. 
It does cheer mo, as the clock strikes, to reniembor, 
that I am one hour nearer to that blessed time when 

B 
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iijy mind and unll will be one with Christ for ever, 
when I shall hear the awful seiitenee proiioiiiiced, and 
exclaim, ** So let all thine enemies perish, O Lord !” 
. . • . But I shall write you another doleful letter, if I 
po on thus, and indeed this would he very uiijrratefui 
of me. No, let me rather call upon you t<» ]iraise, t<* 
thank, to love the teiulerest of Friends. He truly liath 
not dealt with me after my sins, but aceonliitg to the 
riches of his mercy • I had not long mourn ; though 
1 have so forsaken and grieved him, his bo\veIs«i venrned 
over me ; he could not forsake, he would not grieve 
me. I was enabled, while* 1 walk(‘d in darkness and 
had no light, to trust in the name of the L(>rd. mid 
stav u£K)n my God ; I was enabled to sav, “ 'J'hough 
he slay me, yet will I trust in him.” He oiieou raged 
me to feel after him, if haply I might find him : he 
was not indeed far from me. I took up IhiU’s Works, 
and read “ Christ Mystical,” which was much blessed 
to me. I again had sweet views of my very near, very 
dear, very indissoluble union with Christ. I could call 
him, Is/ii; 1 could draw near with boldness, and plead 
my title to all the £)osscssions of my glorified Hea<L 
Surely ibis is the meaning of 1 John iv. 1 7 ; it seems 
as if the beloved bride of Christ might speak boldly, 
and lay claim to those possessions purchased for her at 
so great a price. How glorious, bow wondrous is thc^ 
idea ! we carmot cultivate it too much ; we cannot too 
earnestly pray that all the chosen of God may be led 
into these views, as that which glorifies our God and 
beautifies our Zion. What a glimpse, what a very 
little glimpse have I had of them! For this I shall 
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ever bless Mr* S— -s as thl» instrument, and earnestly 
desire that I may see yet more and more, and live more 
as if 1 had seen it 

... .*1 trust you ore finding plenty of employment, 
and the service of your Lord perfect freedom ; the 
more you do the more you will wish to do, and the 
more you will love your work. You do think of me, 1 
loKiw, my dearest brother and sister ; I need your liest 
thoughts at your best times. Of»en your mouths . w’ide 
for me. 


LETTER XX. 
To F. M. R. 


Nor. 21, 1817. 

.... Perhavs you, my beloved sister, who have of Jalc 
seen so many cracks in every cistern, will not be sur- 
prised to hear that we were much disappointed in — , 
and that the general conversation was very dead. Ah ! 
what is man? How very wonderful that the most 
Holy One can take delight with the sons of men ; that 
the request of his lips should be, that they should be 
made bone of his bone and fiesh of his flesh ; that ho 
should not be satisfied until we arc with him where 
he is,— we who are so backward in speaking of him, 
so little desirous to be conformed to his dear image, so 
little anxious to be with him ! 

.... 1 have not yet thanked you for your dear letter. 

D 2 
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Do you know, I somotunel think I ought not to write 
to you. 1 fear 1 am injudieioiis, and make my liberty 
to become an occasion of stumbling unto you. ^ My 
letters always seem to depress you. I am certain the 
first huilt lies in me. Did my soul only make her 
boost in the JLordy that liord who is as i'ntirthf yours 

as he is mine, iny F , I know, would be encouraged 

to draw largely on a treasury, of whudi slie has heard 
such wondrous things, on a Treasurer, wlh» can only 
be grieved by the too limited demand. My soul makes 
its boast in itseff ; my sister hears therer»f, an»l forgets 
the esact resemblance of the hearts of all the children 
of men, forms too high an estimate of one, while she 
underrates another in all points similar: then is my 
bejpved sister made sad. I allow there may he wide 
diilerenees in the natural constitution. He who holds 
all hearts in his liands is well aware of tliis, and it is n 
point which we should much stu<!y. That which a|»- 
pears more ardent love, zeal, fervour, animatitm, in me, 
duly sifted and analyzed, has so very much of nature 
in it, that w'hat would be left rtf ffretce w<»iiUl not ex- 
f?efed the share bestowed on some, who, to the eyes of 
mail, ap|K.'ar to have obtained a very inferior fa^rtiou. 
1 allow, also, that there are diversities of gifts. If the 
whole body were an eye, where were the hearing ? &f. 
1 Cor. xii. 17> &c. But does one member belong less 
to the body than another ? Is there one that the head 
would be content to part with, one that it can cease as 
tenderly to cherish and protect? No, my helovi^ 
sister ; whatever you may think of yourself, Jesus 
prizes you ; Jesus paid dear for you ; Jesus would 



count his fl^lorious body imperfect without you ; Jesus 
will ii(»t suffer men or devils to touch you, till he has 
hroii)^lit you to tliut place where we shall not have to 
ham to l>e therewitli content, for wc shidl indflhd be 
fully satisfied, our cup of blessedness shall overflow. 
Stand not considering your own body, so dead ; 
stagger not iit the promises; listen not to the cavils 
of flesh and blood, the subtle suggestions of Satan ; 
be stroiig in faith, thus giving glory to God, and 
eoinfurt to your own soul. I do indeed count it all 
joy, tiiat my S4>u1 has (»f late l»een in some measure 
tried. I do gha*y in this fribiilntloii ; I trust the Lord 
hiis Ijy it wrought iu me a more (dieerfiil patience ; a 
stremg'er i^xperienee of bis faitlifulncKs and love, aud 
of my <»wn j>eeuliur vileiu^ss ; uu ardent hope, even a 
hop<‘ n liiidi sludl never make me ashamed ; a more 

fixed assurance that his covenant he will not break, nor 

« 

alter the tiling that is gone out of his !i}is. And surely 
absence does but make his presence more desirable, 
more prcc;ious. Oh, then, what will heaven be, com- 
(wred to wiiieh our neui*est approaches have been 
frightful distauccs, our brightest day, night, our praises 
but mourning 1 To you, my dearest sister, how pe- 
culiarly precious ! You have gone on steadily sowing 
iu tears ; your harvest is all to come. I have already 
put fortli my hand, and taken some of the finest of the 
wheat flour and honey from the land of Canaan. Y^ou 
have but now and then seen your Beloved looking 
through the lattice of ordinances ; w^at a burst of joy 
awaits yon, when you shall see him face to face, and 
evermore be with him! I am in danger of basking 
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in present sunshine: you, driven on by storms, with 
clouds and tempests about you, vnll press on through 
the waste howling wilderness, towards the peaceful 
land, %hich to you appc>ars so very far off. Oh, that 
my late tritd may bring forth the fruits you so sweetly 
desire ! Oh, that 1 may be content to suffer all things 
for the elect's sake, if it makes me mure tender over 
the weak of the dock, if it leads me to speak with 
more confidence of the. faithfulness of One, who hides 
his face but for a little moment! Blessed, thrice blessed 
be the furnace ! 

How beautifully the Lord is working to make your 
soul as a weaned child, to allure your affections from 
the waste howling wilderness, uiid fbc your attention on 
the mansion prepared above ! When this gracious end 
is answered — vdien he may give you a resting-place 
here, without danger of your making it a rest — when 
he has extracted all poison from the cup of blessing- 
how will he delight to administer it running over to 
his beloved children! how loud will your notes then 
be, “ He hath done all things well I"* May God ever 
bless and keep you ! I know you will pray that I may 
be dis{K»8ed of as may most conduce to the glory of our 
dearest Lord. 
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LETTER XXL 
To R. R. 

F p, Nov. 24/A, 1817. 

. • . . Defbivatton does but beif^hten my relish for 
those blessedi tliose precious truths, that ‘*fat of the 
kidney of M'heat/* of which I have been enabled to 
take with such time delight wliilst wHith you, my be- 
loved ])rother and sister. I have more ardently desired 
that glorious hour, when the topstone shall be brought 
forth with the unniingled shout of ** grace, grace unto 
it.” 1 have hasted more unto that glorious assemblage 
of perfected spirits, w'ho dare to survey mansions pre- 
pared for them before the highest part of the dust of 
the world was laid, and to speak of a Lamb slain for 
them before the foundation of the world. My heart 
bums withiu mo to speak freely to astonished angels 
of One, who set his love upon me, when as yet there 
was none of mo — ^who loved me, when 1 hated him — 
who wrote roy name on hands which I was alxrnt to 
print with nails. When, when shall I come to appear 
before God ! when shall I arrive at Mount Zion ! when 
shall 1 he with an innumerable company of angels — 
above all, when shall 1 be with Jesus^ that alone heaven 
of heaven — walk with him, hear him, look upoit him I 
What shall I hear from those precious lips w'hich were 
once pale in death for me ? ** Thou art all fair, my 
love.” How shall 1 see liim employed, who was once 
toiling up Calvary, burthened, peculiarly burtheued, 
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with my sins ! I shall behold him resting in his lore of 
me, rejoicing over me with joy and singing. But sure 
I am I cuiinot be so impatient to be mt\r hiji\ Whom 
my soul loveth, as Ho is desirous to have we with him. 
Could he so earnestly pray for it, when I was yet loath- 
some, hateful and hating, and shall he not much more 
desire it, now that he hath made me comely through 
liis comeliness, thoroughly waslied me, anointed me 
w'ith oil, clothed me with broidered work, ami in his 
own beauty made me exceeding beautiful? Was his 
delight with me, when I saw no beauty in luin^that 1 
should desire him, and will he not rejoice over me now 
that he Imih matle me so desirous of loving him in re- 
turn, while every other beauty ap|)eai's us «lef<»nnity in 
comparison of }iim ? Ah, precious Lord ! tlioii caiist 
not be satisfied till thou hast set me, ii worm taken from 
the dunghill, among the princes of thy people; and can 
1 rest satisfied, w'hile absent from thee, who art fairer 
than the children of meii? Give me in ptience to 
possess my soul — to w’ait ail the ap{>oir.ited days of my 
pilgrimage hens Make me content to bo absetit from 
tliee, while there is yet oncf work, which, in thy imnic- 
(iiate ]>resence, I could not perform ; make me willing 
to go through the hottest furnace, so as I may shine 
brighter, to the glory of thy grace, in the latter day. 

You will, I know, tremble for your poor sister, 
while lUio ranges these celestial mountains. Do trem- 
ble for me, and pray that I may rejoice with tremhiiug. 
My only unhappiness is the fear, that I am too happy. 
Yet Surely we may prise, we may drink abundantly of 
that cup of blessedness which Jesus put into our hands, 



when he drank of the cup of bitterness, even to the 
dregs. Did he not desire tliat our joy should be 
FULL ? • Dues lie not cumniand us to love him with 
all our heart ? What a contrat^ted thing is om heart ; 
when we would love him, who is infinitely lovely, a 
thousand thousand would be too narrow. Don’t you 
think we are apt to draw hard views of Christ ; to 
fancy that he cannot love i/jv, &c. &c., and then wonder 
why we do not mon; love him ? Unbelief is a bad 
]>ainter. Would we but i^ceive and gaze on the {>or- 
trnit the blessed Spirit has drawn of oar Lord, we 
could not help hut love him. Jn heaven we shall see 
liim as he is, face to f.ace ; what love will this en- 
kindle, what joy uiis[K*akab]e ! 

I have just received yuiir short, hut sweet letter, for^ 
which I much thank you, especially as it sjieaks of 
another on its way. I desire to he thankful, if indeed 
my letters arc blessed to you, I desire to give God the 
whole glory; hut it is too hard for me; therefore, 
never again speak to me on the subject, but speak to 
my Teacher, my Counsellor, for me. Pray that I may 
remember myself to be a steward ; that I may re- 
member it is rctjuircd of a steward that he be found 
faithful. Pray that whilst I studiously endeavour to 
employ crery talent committed to my trust, I may as 
studiously, as carefully, ascribe all the praise to him 
who is the Autlior and Finisher of every good word 
and work. 1 do humbly hope that not much of my 
letters is my own. 1 pray that I may only be an 
amanuensis, os it were, of the mind and will of God ; 
not that I would imagine them to be the tpords of in* 
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spirathns oh no; but I do dare to plead tlmt precious 
promise, I 'will give you the tongue of the learned 
and» from the unexpected, unsought-for words^ which 
sometimes flow from my pen, 1 could hope that I have 
not pleaded in vain. I mention this, iny beloved bro- 
ther, I hope only from a desire that, it' you at all pro£t 
by niy letters, you may thank Him who idone deserves 
youi* thanks-— the oidy inspirer of one holy thought or 
desire — ^the former of man's mouth. 

. . « . What could I luivc *sai(l to you about visiting 
the poor ? Forgive me, if 1 spoke harshly. I know 
I am sadly apt to forget the differcut constitutions, 
tempers, characters, of people. lie who searches the 
hearty 1 doubt not, finds greater sacrifices of natural 
.timidity, more glorious conquests 4>f natural reluctance; 
ill the least thing some are enabled to do, thiut ii' 
the greatest undertakings I can perform. I say this 
because I believe the forgt*tfulness of the diver sUie 
of gifts often gives a handle to Satan, and makes th 
heart of tliose sad, whom the Lr»rd would not liave siu 
Moses, the belove<l of the Lord, was slow of speed 
and must needs have a brother to act his part. S 
Paul, in bodily presence, w as base among ids disciple 
he was with them in weakness, and fear, aud niuc 
trembling. Wherefore? that the excellency of ti 
power might be of G<k 1; that here he might ha 
room to perfect his strength. 1 mention these, not 
instances of those who gave up the woilc, because ]> 
pediments lay in their way, but to remind you, that t 
most favoured soldiers of Jesus have lia<l steep hi 
before them, and that tliat word has stood and sh 



stand fast for ever, that every great mountain shall, 
before the children of God, become a plain. Believe 
me,' the my is more difficult where there is the 
tongue of the learned, natural rourage^ and strength . 
—then, to look simply to Jesus — ^then, to look 
of ndf, and with a single eye unto him from whom 
cometh every gift ; this makes the path, though more 
dwiyii MU, more slippery, more dangerous. Indeed, 
indeed, it is difficult to put off this weighty, cumber- 
some armour of Saul, wherein we love to trust, and to 
go rtut against our Goliaths only in the name of 
the Lonl of Hosts, the God of Israel. Go on, rny 
beloved brother, and though your Ixigiuning was small, 
your latter end shall greatly increase. Indeed, I do 
not forget you in my iiraycrs, such as they ai*e ; 
but I cannot put them Into the liauds of .Jesus as 1 
could wish, aud where else shall they gather sw^cet- 
ness, or obtain powder with God? Do yog hud this 
difficulty ? 


LETTER XXir. 

To F. M. R. 

F p, iVbt% 26^//, 1817. 

In all probability I shall not remove my tent from this 
spot for some little time. Tliaiiks be to God, I know 
not that I have half a care or wish on the subject. My 
,only uneasiness has been lest I should have a wish 
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etdier 'way ; lest I should offer up any thing of a sclf- 
'willed prayer. Those are very awfiil words, “ He gave 
them their request, but sent leanness into ‘their soul " 
The Lord preserve us from a wislring frame of mind ! 
w are. indeed, in danger, when we venture to die- 
our Physician ; when, with our fevered brain, 
our dim eye, our palsied hand, ii*e sit down to write a 
prescription for ourselves. 

1 know not when I have Keen ho shocked, so grieve<I, 
as hy one part of your letUT. While yet we see 
through a glass go darkly, wo cannot but mourn when 
our Zion is infested with enemies from vifhin / w hen 
the pour iltick is alarmed, not only by enemies without, 
but discovers a wolf in sheep's clothing lu the; midst of 
the fold. Be it our comfort, that he who has thus 
ordered it, c<u*es far more tenderly for his Zion than 
we can dt*. Tiiat all jiower iu heaven and in earth is 
given unto One, who laid its foundation in his own 
blood, and keeps it as the apple of his eye. Yes, the 
deceiver and the deceiied are his and if they are our 
Husband’s, they are ours*-ours for our profiiU-4br our 
eUirnal gcajd. Surely we may well uow' hold our sword 
in one hand, and our trowel in the other, since tlioy, 
who appeared to assist in builflin^ the temple, are its 
secret foes. Surely this most loudly calls upon us to 
search and try our ways ; to pray tliat the very ground 
of our hearts may be searched ; that the candle of the 
Lord may light up every dork comer. This calls upon 
us to ^ keep the munition, watch the way» make our 
loins strong, fortify [lower mightily.*’ Thus are the. 
slumberers in Zion roused, the slothful made diligent, 



the careless made watchful, the active prayerful; and 
thus God, in all things, shall be glorified, and the be- 
liever in every thing made to give tlumks. But whilst I 
Nhus feid assured that he hath done all things well, I do 

much feel for • O, my sister, let us, who 

through sovereign grace alone can say we differ the 
very least, lift up- our hearts and voices to our great 
Preserver, and implore him, if he be willing, to save 
tlie soul of our poor brother in the day of the Lord 
Jesus. Hero may the most gifted look and learn hu- 
mility ; here may the most holy look and Icam thauk- 


LETTER XXIII. 

To THE Same. 

F r. Dee. 2nd, 1817. 

• ... It is not now probable tliat I shall remain here 
at Christmas. My old heart could tell a long story on 
the subject, and self sometimes imagines he has a right 
to be heard, and join his voice in every cogitation; 
but, blessed he G(»d, it is my joy that 1 am not my 
own ; that the Builder of Zion cannot err in the ap- 
pointment of the employment to every workman, or. in 
the post assigned to each. This consideration must ever 
promote resignation; but we may step higher, and 
contemplate that which should fill us with joy unspeak- 
able, and full of glory — the whole earth is mine. There 
is not a spot, a situation, which 1 could not occupy, if 



my Bridegroom saw it conducive to mj welfare ; naj, 
it mtiaf be mine, hy eovenaat engagenieiits. They 
must first guide the eye of Onini|K)ten(^e, ere they 
can turn me, who urn the apple of his eye, whither he 
would not. Yea, worms must pluck Jehovah from 
his throne, and destroy him who liveth for ever, ere 
they can Jay hold of a soul “ preserved in Christ 
JeemJ* Let us not disparage our birthright, << fieirs of 
Gody jouit heirs with Christ/* I^t us nut disparage 
our union. Our Maker Is our husband, betrothed 
unto us ill loving kindness, in mercies, in faithfulness. 
And oh that we may walk as the children of lig||t! 
feel that we are “ captive exiles ” — hasten to be 
loosed.*’ As travtdlersy be unwilling to rest short of 
home ; as ** chaste virgins,** keeping an undivided heart 
for our Lord ; as racers, girding up the loins of our 
minds ; as heirs of glory> looking for the blessed hope 
and glorious H|ipearing of our Lord Jesus Christ; as 
fellow travellers, endeavouriog to guide each other in 
the way ; as fellow soldiers, strengtliening <nie another's 
hands. Soon, very soon, shtdl we be with him whom 
we desire to love, and find it far more difficult to nroid 
loving him, than we now at times find it to keep the 
flame alive in our hearts. No north winds, no chilling 
vapours there. Soon shall the weary travellers reach 
their home, that mansion whence they shall no more 
come out; soon shall those, who with difficulty have 
kept the loins of their mind girt up^ or mourned over 
the filtk which they ever gather, if they touch the 
miry path, walk at liberty in long white robes ; there 
their minds and affections will acquire but uew lustre. 
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whilst tliey sweep the pavement of pure ^old, and rest 
on every object around. There we sliall meet ; there 
we jnay, without fear, love one another : no particle of 
earth, no earilily affection ; we shall love all in Christ, 
and Christ in all. 

I fiud my paper filled, my time expired. 1 hope the 
little 1 have said has animated aud cheered my heart. 
I pray that a double portion may rest on you. 


LETTER XXIV. 

To THE Same. 

F r, Dtc. 1817. 

.... Added to my regular employments, I have had 
an engagement, which I could l«»pe not to have often 
repeated, for the sake of my fellow pilgrims, though I 
trust it has, in a slight mejisure, stixred roe up to mure 
prayer, that tlie very ground of my heart may he 
searched, lest any enemy of my dearest Lord lurk 
tliere, w'aitmg only for the occasion when it may wound 
and grieve him 

In our little day we have seen those who have 
made shipwreck of faith and a good conscience; 
we have seen some awfully becalmed, others dashed 
on rocks, buried in <piicksands, overwhdbmed in 
mighty waters — sufftcieiit to make us go softly all our 
days— 4 nifticicnt to make every rippling w-ave a mo- 
nitor ; every breese, subject to the strictest scrutiny. 
1 say not that these barks ever had the infallibie 
Pilot on board — 1 say not that they were ever 



guided by uneitog compft«s,of tbe Word ; but 1 say 
they had wbat so much retembled both, that it docs 
call for great searchings of heart, lest o\ir Pilot be 
not a chOdof our <»wa forming ; our compass, (composed 
of the wisdom of the world, and framed by that foul 
fiend who is often triinsforined int<» an angel of light. 

Yet let me not diswuragc iiiy precious 1' , or 

make that heart sad, whieli, I feel happily conliih^wt, 
the Lord would not have sad. If you had not had the 
. best of Pilots with you, you would not have escapeii the 
many dangers, steered clear of the many rocks, you 
have hitherto done. It is easy for many to set out in/t • 
hut to ht*ep <m steadily long; to gather streiigth, 
instead of sufl*ering loss, by every tempest, when «leep 
ealleth unto dee|>, and waves and storms go over the 
tossed vessel, serving only Ui tlrive it more s{H<ediiy into 
port ; when an eye, that would fain be entirely single, 
studies diligently every mark of the couifiass ; wheik it 
is a constant straggle to l)eat down self-will fnmi the 
helm, and have the post occupied by the heavenly Pilot ; 
this happy vessel is indeed under the care ami direction 
*»f One, alJ-wise, ali-jiowerlhl, nil-merciful — One, who 
must forfeit every attribute of the Godiieud, (with 
reverence be it spoken, ) if he fail to bring tbe vessel to 
the haven of rest where it would be. Though at times 
the impatient, faithless pi^seiigers may imagine him 
carelessly sleeping, yet assurcdJy«he will not allow 
himself even a slumber. He will take no rest until the 
beloved of his soul has escaped every danger, until she 
can fearlessly rest in him, and he, in swoet compla- 
cency, in her, for ever. 



Ihave felt aiid do leel tmieh for yon, while, yod pain . 
through this Httie fUniMe* , Perhaps my predominant 
feeling i|( gratitudei .while tny heart's desire and prayer 
to God is thus answered^ and he thus in cordnaxit love 
is employed in purely purging away your dross, bur- 
nishing your gold, decking you with: omamonts, and 
accomplishing tliat which shall be the admiration of 
highest angels, the delight of his own soul, and the 
blessodiufss of yours, for ever and ever. May we re- 
meuihor with submission and gratitude who it is that 
disirllmieth to every one severally as he will. What 
have we except sin and vileness, that we have not 
received? We have not brought ourselresio the green • 
pastures we now* feast u|h>u. Let us remember the 
heui*t of the straugiu*, for wc were strangers in the land 
of Kgypt. Ami while we view a |K)or brother or sister 
with difficulty clambering up the first {»art of Zion's 
hill; and whilst they view, perhaps wdlh secret pain and 
envy, the a^ivuiicc and advancing steps of their fellow 
pilgrims, blaming that which they cannot attain; while 
w'e behold them still too ignorant of their own weakness, 
little anxious to lay hold of a helping hand; unconscious 
of their danger, ever slipping hack into Egypt ; whilst 
we behold these poor wearied souls yet afar off from the 
pastures prepared for the refreshing and strengthening 
of the flock; yea. shrinking back from them as poison- 
ouj and hurtful ; what but the truest sympathy and 
pity ottpht to pervade our souls ; what but prayer and 
praise ought to escape our lips? But why do /, 
who have scarcely been tried in this way, pretend to 
teach one^. who is practically instructing me ? There 
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is a voice in your life, louder than any oratory of the 
toDg^ie--« voice tliat will be heard, when wordii are 
lost in air. 

May God richly bless you, prays your very fond 
and grateful Sister. 


LETTER XXV. 

To R. R. 

F r, Dct\ 15M, 1817. 

As I wish to set yon a good example, your kind and 
satisfactory letter shall not remain long unanswered. 
Your view's of Genesis vi. ,*i. 1 much like, an«l no# 
clearly see the expression in the same light as Acts 
vii. 51, 1 sometimes think of poor Asiol, who was 

so sore let and hindered in running the race set be- 
fore him, by a legal ministry. Pray for me, that I 
may not ** lose those things which I have gained." 
There are some precion.s jew'cls which have bceti 
committed to me, that I am in more danger of being 
robbed of by my fellow pilgrims, than by an open 
enemy. Thunks Ije to him who watclies over me by 
night and by day, and keeps me every moment. I 
do not find that one blessed view has yet been clouded, 
nay, 1 could hope, tliat it had even been extended ^d 
beautified ; but^ indeed, my beloved brother, there are 
80 few of the children of God to whom it is given 
to know what is the ho{>e of their calling, and what 
the mcBES of the glory of his inheritance in the saints, 
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and what the exceeding greatness of hU power towards 
those that believe ; there are so few who dare to live up 
to their •privileges, to think of themselves as the sister, 
the spouse, the beloved, of the King of kings ; who ven- 
ture to take possession of the all things freely given 
unto us of God ; yea, there arc so many who bring an 
evil report of these good things, and will not venture 
to fetch gravies from Canaan, for fear of the sons of 
Aiiak — so many fearful souls, who suspect |>oison in 
this feast of fat things, and will go lean aud feeble ail^ 
their days, because thi‘y cannot trust the maker of the 
feast ; and when he bi<ls them oat and drink abun- 
dantly, fancy they nnderstaud their constitutions better 
than he does, aud shall act more wisely in taking of 
those rich things sparingly. And yet more ; there are 
so many who, fearful tliemselves, would discourage the 
stronger among their brethren, aud, ignorant of the 
untried projierties of these nutritive provisions, would 
exclaim to their bolder brethren, there is death in the 
}M>t that the more ^richod pilgrim needs as much 
vigilance in watching against the (perhaps) well meant 
cautions of his own familiar, but distrustful friend, as 
ill guarding against the more open attacks of Satan. 1 
say more openy for tliough transformed into an angel of 
light, assuredly the former of these is his work and 
device, as that which tends to rob God of his glory, 
apd the child of God of his comfort. But while I thus 
speak of (perhaps) the greater part of the travellers 
Zionwards, whilst I look on many half-fettered souls 
who are afraid of that liberty wherewith Jesus makes 
his captives free, who still, half under the world’s 
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bondage, find the yoke of Christ galling, and grt*atly 
eartli-bound, feel bis burden heavy, may I never for 
one moment forget who hath made me in any degree 
to (Uffer ; may I never cease deeply to feel that by the 
grace of God, and that alone, I am what I am; I 
should of myself have heaped up nothing but wood, 
bay, and stubbie, on the blessed foundation ; if I have 
laid theridbrc gold, silver, and precious stones, they 
are brought from the treasury in heaven, which cuiihl 
only be o|>ened to me by him who hatii the keys of 
iDavid, who o})enetli, and no man shutteth ; and shut- 
teth, and no man opetieth. While this reflect hm ex< 
cites my gratitude, it should give rise to shame and 
deep self-abasement. If the Lord has caased all his 
goodness to |)ass before me, bow is it that at times 
I love him no more ; nay, not at} nmch as those who 
have but seen him pass in a strong wind, in an earth- 
quake or in fii^e. Can I boast of faring sumptuously 
every day, when I see those who gath(;r up crttiuhs 
only from the master’s table, lalHj||iring more diligently, 
fighting more manfully ? Shall I pride myself on being 
taken so often to the top of Pisgah, and having .such 
glorious views of the promised laml, when 1 bclndd 
gome, wlio have scarce caught a glinqise of it, hast f fil- 
ing on more eagerly, running the race mort? swiftly ? 
Unto God, truly belongcth praise, but unto me, shame 
and confusion of face. 
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LETTEft XXVI. 

To THE Same. 

1817. 

Don’t you tbink I ought to begin by scold- 
ing YOU a little bit, for stealing my most \'alu- 
ablc of earthly jewels ? No ! believe me, I could hope 
you are a moans of imparting a blessing tOv my soul, 
for in this seiwiraliou from my clearest sister, you are 
weaning me from a world still too dear, and driving 
me (too backward in being drawn) to the only ever 
near, ever faithful rriend. We have need indeed 
to watch unto prayer » I believe the neglect of this 
often leads to Hud fault and miinniir at those things 
Tor which we have been most eaniestly petitioning. I 
know n(»t any prayer with which 1 have oftener assailed 
a merey seat, tluui that there may be none ujton earth I 
may desire in comjMirisoii of Jesus. In this separation 
from those witli I have walked so pleasantly 

Zionwards, I trust I read on answer to my prayer ; 
and there arc* happy seasons, when 1 could rejoice to be 
separated from any thing, however dear, which pre- 
vents my leaning simply and entirely on Jesus. Truly, 
when that blessed suii shines brightly on our souls, we 
do not, we cannot need poor, poor twinkling stars. 

I trust you ore busy in your dear Lor^s Ymeyard. 
It is a favoured spot, the former and the latter rain 
rest upon it, and while we are employed in it, the 
great husbandman takes care that our souls should be 



70 


as a uratered garden. O that wo did but feel the 
value of A soul, and more earnestly seek that they 
should be partakers of heavenly joys ! 


LETTER XXVir. 

To r. M. R. 

F f, Ar. 20///, 

It seems a very long time since I had a coze with 
you on paper, though truly, my heart seldom ceases 
talking to you, for you, and with you .... A too 
impatient spirit will scarcely brcK>k delay, or sub- 
missif'ely bear the j»eriod of exile from that home, 
where we shall all meet, and all hemis will feel the 
same, all eves behold the same, all tongues declare 
the same ; where among the myriad iiotc^s from the 
myriad harps of our brethren and sisters, not one 
discordant sound shall be be|gd» not one faltering 
accent. But to be a iiH^ans of bringing one more voice 
to that glorious comjmny, of swelling that sweetest 
song of praise to the precious I.«amb, should indeed 
more tluin reconcile us to this desert land, where dis- 
cord is carried in every breeze, yea, sometimes even 
within the walls of Zion ; and where sin and unbelief so 
often oblige the poor pilgrim to bang his harp on tlio 
willow, or whilst he holds it, so tie his fingers, so damp 
the strings, that it produces liftle better than a mur- 
muring sound ere it reaches the courts above. But 
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where is now my harp, while I thus complain? Am 
I to join that perfect chorus ? Ain I to praise my Be- 
loved for ever, unwearied by a body of sin, to serve him 
day nnd'night, uninterrupted by entunies from within, or 
from without, to sing tlie song of Moses, and of the 
Lamb, with increasing joy and gratitude ? Come then, 
my soul, sit not down to weep, but sing one of the songs 
of Zion, though it be in a sti*ange land. Lr»ok onward 
yet a few steps, and surely tbou wilt find enough 
to animate and wnriii thee; true, fhou cans! at best 
but lisp it ; but soon shalt thou put away childish 
things, and outdo cherubim and seraphim, while thou 
shoutest eternal jiraisc unto him who loved thee, and 
washed thee from thy sins in his own blood. 

Thank you very much for yom* letter: the ques- 
tions I propose to you ore some which have been 
put to me by those around, for whom I desire to 
obtain answers from better authority than my own ; 
I like very much what you say on the parable, but 
I am asked, ** If on luy first apprehension of Christ, 
I am meet and ripe for heaven, why is my state 
described as growing com? w'hy am I not said to 
be rj}Hs and fit for tlie sickle, until the full com 
in the ear?” Well do we know, that it is an easy 
thing with him who spoke the world into being at 
a word, and created all things by the breath of his 
mouth, to create, in the twinkling of an eye, a 
new heart within us, to prepare the little grain of 
mustard seed to fiourish in bis courts for ever. But 
Satan makes use of pride and unbelief to work upon 
this parable and similar passages, and to cause the 
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dejected believer to exclaim, am not prepared, I 
am not ripe for glory,” &c. But sure 1 am, the 
seed of grace, however feeble, however little adv<inced, 
if it be an incorruptible seed, once transplanted 
into the garden of God, will not desire to return, 
in order to ripen here. One little ray from the 
glorious sun there, will do more than t)ie inter- 
rupted, clouded light and beat it could receive in 
thousands of years’ sojourn here. This blessed power 
shall euable the children of the promises wlio have 
scarce o|)encd their eyes on this world, to view the 
Lord in all his glory ; and the voices which here wen* 
scarcely keareh to shout as loud the song of triumph, us 
those who have spemt years on earth in prayer and 
praise. “ The child shall die an hundred years old,” 
as meet for glory as the oldest saint, as undeserving as 
the oldest sinner. 

.... May you distinctly hear a voice behind you, 
saying, « This is the way, walk yc in it.” I know 
well the danger of those arguments with which 
you are beset ; because all that pleads for the world, 
has the flesh and the devil on its side. The Word 
of God is 80 very express, that I can scarcely ima- 
gine a sincere, praying, scripture-reading Christian 
erring on tliis point, except it be a very young one, 
who has little knowledge of the heart of man, and 
the religion of Jesus. Could any further testimony be 
wanting, I think we have only to look to the experi- 
ence of those, who pursue that line of conduct How 
seldom are tliey gladdened by the light of God’s 
countenance ! how little heavenly mindedness ! what 
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a checheih nipped, contracted gron*thl what gloomy 
doubts and fears! how little sweet communion with 
the grieved spirit ! how unprofitable their conversation 
among the children of God ! how little thirst for the 
courts of the Lord 1 how scarcely are they saved ! 
The motive may, on a slight survey, ap|iear right, but, 
when well examined, prayed over, sifted, will show 
how much dross, chaff, mbbish, it contains. It can 
only be when a Christian ceases to act and speak as a 
monihcr of Christ, that the cariud mind, which is 
enmity, cun tolerate him. “ If ye were of the wo/'ld, 
t)ic world would love his own.” 


LETTER XXVIII. 
To THE Same. 


1817. 

Tell me, and tell me truly, whether you think I 
aught to write so often to you. My old heart is 
ready enough to listen to your frequent assurances, 
that my letters are profitable to you; but, because 
this old deceiver has so loud a voice on this side, 
1 am inclined to suspect the whole party, and to give 
my vote against him. I do very much desire to re- 
member that I am not my own — ^thot I must restore 
every talent with usury. When you have be«ti too 
gioiying in the gifts and graoM committed 

E 
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to mj trust) xnj soul has trembllnglj listoncil to an 
appalling voice within, ** To whom men liave com- 
mitted much) of him thej wiU ask the more.** ^ Should 
my God reckon with me, I could not *^juiswer him 
one of a thousand.” Yet, methiuks, I would not eat 
or drink) sleep or wake, speak, think, move, or live, 
but for him who poiured out his soul unto death for 
me ; methinks this is all my desire, though, alas ! it 
is not thus with me ; though the law in my meuibers 
wages too successful a war against the law of my 
mind. But oh ! whence the conflict ? Satan is iit»t 
divided against himself 5 why then am I thus, if there 
be not a Juco6, as well as an Esau within? even a 
Jacob that hath power with God, and us a prince, 
shall prevail. Could nature, or wouUi nature, in 
opposition to her own ’ease and advancement, have 
given birth to these desires? Oh, lio, my beloved 
sistei', however thwarted, however cruslied, however 
weakened) and, at times, almost stifled, by the op- 
pressive atmosphere and the ungeuial soil, they do 
bear the marks of divine workmanship ; tlicy do dis- 
play the handiwork of Omnipotence ; and, as they 
soar upwards to heaven aud heaven’s King:, they 
declare the source whence they proceeded, the trea^ 
sury whence they w'erc drawn. And whilst iu un- 
questionable characters is inscribed on them, *<God 
has given grace,” inseparably linked with them is that 
unspe^ble gift, glory; while a train of Uessings, 
linked by the bonds of an everlasting covenant, pro- 
claims, no good will the Lord withhold from you. 
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Blessed, blessed pledges of our inberitance ! By these 
we already take possession — ^by these we can prove our 
title ' to ^ glory ; for what is grace, for what is all holy 
desire, but glory, fighting in the vale ? and tlioiigh, 
in c6fnparisoTi, it may be but us a piece of turf, or 
clod of ground, taken from an earthly possession as a 
pledge of right to the W'holc, yet, as such, surely it 
may well glad<lca the heart of man, cause him to 
triumph in Christ, and rejoice in ho|je of the glory 
of God. Yes, your desire to love is a jdedge of the 
unbounded, increasing love, which sliall fill your whole 
soul through all t'ternity— your desire to serve, is a 
pledge tliat you shall soon excel in strength to do his 
coramuudinouts ; tliat though here you have lain under 
a thousand incumbrances, and your soul fluttered in vain 
to get free from heaps of rubbish, yet, soon shall you 
be as tbe wings of a dove, which is c(»vered with silver 
wings, and her feathers like gold ; while desire, wdth 
yet swifter pinion, shall fiy unimpeded to perform all 
his pleasure. Your wish to know no will but bis, is 
a sweet earnest that ere long you shall be one with 
Christ, and Christ one with you: so blended, tliat 
no possible shade of difference in wdll, wish, or desire, 
can then find a place. Your desire to praise and thank 
him more, is a dawn of that endless day of praise, 
which has long shone brightly on your purchased 
possession, your cloudless Canaan, whose meridian , is 
bounded only by eternity. Alas ! alas ! how little do 
we love, or act, or think, or speak, as heirs of such an 
inheritance ! How often do we give Jesus cause to be 
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grieved with us, while he mart’els at our unbelief ; 
marvels how we can thus dislumour him, and rob 
ourselves of comfort, and cause him again and again 
to exclaim, “ How is it tliat ye do not believe ?” — 
« VlTiere is your faith?" . 


LETTER XXIX. 
To THE Same. 


1K17. 

Truly, Jesus is a friend that lovetli at all 

times $ a brother born for adversity. Wlicn I paiied 
from you, iny long loved, my dearest earthly prop and 
comfort; from you, who have lM>eTi and are dear 
me as my own soul, I felt, indeed, for a few minutes, 
as an unsupfKirted reed, shaken by the wind; but 
blessed be God! 1 w'as enabled to ilee to the secret 
of the pavilion of love, set apart for tlie day of trouble ; 
everlasting arms were placed around me, and the sweet 
whisper of the Friend who sticketh closer than the 
n)ost affectionate of sisters, “ I will not leave thee 
comfortless, I will come unto ihee,^ was as tlic south 
wind breathing upon my garden, and causing tiie 
spices of praise and thanksgiving to flow forth. The 
spirit of heaviness was com[iaratively dispersed, and 
the garment of praise seemed to clothe all. When 
they ttilked of my returning you very soon, I 
know not whether ray spirit did not feel a sort of 
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jealousy for my beloved Lord^ f .fcar that 1 should 
not be so wholly his. But the flesh lusletli against 
the jspirit, fuid I hardly dare to examine how much 
my heart is buihling on the sweet hope. I begin to 
suspect every feeling of resignation and thankfulness, 
and tremblingly to question whether I should find 
them in my heart, without the prospect of being so 
soon re-united to you. Indeed, were we never to 
meet again on this side Jordan, we ought not to 
couijilaiii or murmur. When I look upon tlie way 
in which we have so long journeyed together, crowded 
with the most peculiar love and mercy ; w'heu I con- 
sider that distinguishing grace, which made us both 
to difl'er from the slaves of Satan around us, and to 
agree so sweetly with each other; when I contemplate 
that tenderness which enabled us to strengthen each 
(»ther’s hands, and confirm the feeble knees, so that the 
c;ri)oked ways became straight, and the rough places 
plain to our feet, the desert rejoiced and blossomed 
as the rose, and the mutually supportt^d yoke became 
easy and pleasant to our shoulders : when 1 remember 
these, and thousand thousand other mercies, mercies 
which we shall never be aware of, till we know even 
as we are known, I dare not open my moutli again 
in repinings ; and, methinks, if I hoard a decree, 
** These sisters meet iit>t again, until they sit dowii 
with me on my throne of glory, ^ 1 couhl kiss the rod, 
and say, “ Even so, Father, if so it seem good in thy 
sight. Thou who hast led us so gently, so teudc»rly, 
canst have nothing but purposes of love towards us : 
not as we will, but as thou wilt.” 
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«oaneCliiiig i||Mtpers to moi “Ye know not 
what manner of spirit ye are of * Lord, pardon my 
vain boastings I let me feel no other strength, but 
what I derive immediately from thee ; and then I 
have thj word for it, that no day can bring forth 
more than 1 can bear. I anticipate that you will 
say, “ Oh, if I were sure of meeting her in heaven, 
I should not grieve at this separation.” Blessed be 
God, it is not necessary for you to be sure of it, in 
order for tbe thing to he surt\ It is not said of the 
glorious company in heaven, from whose eyes the last 
tear has been wiped, that they came through much joy 
and 'peace in believing; through bright hojars and a 
cheerful sunshine ; but through much trihnhttion. My 

dearest F has received a heart to mourn ; u heart 

which Jesus pronounces bles.sed, and sliail we say that 
Jesus does not know' what is a blessing ? Be this far 
irom us ! Judging from myself, I know that Jesus 
never afflicts willingly; and when the Sun of righ- 
teousness is hidden from mine eyes, some sin or care- 
lessness has fonned the cloud which separates between 
me and my God. “ Ye are God’s husbandry 'tis he 
who causes the sun to shine on his garden, or waters 
it continually with the former . and latter rain, or 
causes the cloud to rest over it; in the latter case, 
we are a long time learning the lesson to be “ there- 
with content;” but surely, St, Paul inclodes it in 
tbe whatsoever state” Let us, however, diligently 
ixy and examine our own hearts ; it is a disagreeable 
book I have been attempting lb study much of late, 
but l acarcely read down one blotted page, ere 1 shut 
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it up, and retire from it in 'dismay. \Vliat a won- 
drous book will this be to read in the great day! 
O how closdy must we cling to Jesus, how entirely 
must we* crouch and hide ourselves beneath his wing, 
when the hideous mystery of darkness is made mani- 
fest ! What acclamations, what shouts of praise will 
burst forth to the Lamb, when such souls are pro- 
nounced without spot or blemish 

Dear felt much having lost the mclanvkohf joys 

of taking leave. But there ainj no tears in heaven; 
and eveu tears of joy,*at the glorious meeting of the 
precious Head, and all the members, inasmuch as 
they arc tciirs. shall be wij>ed away. Homembor me 
to - — , and believe mo — oh, what can you believe me? 
never wliat I am, either in coldness of heart towards 
my heavenly Frieiul, or in love towards you, iiiy pre- 
cious sister. 


LETTER XXX. 

To THE SaM£. 

1 cotTLD grieve, in having so unintentionally caus^ 
you grief, did I not know fK>m exjierience that it ia 
a wholesome sorrow', and grief that will not hereafter 
be grieved over. I must acknowledge with you, that 
few thsi^ tend more to humble the soul which is 
under divine i^aching, then the unmerited approbation 
of partial firiends. A still, sinaJl voice within echoes. 
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Hypocrite, deceiver !” &c. to every note of praise ; 
reminds you more forcibly of wbat yitu ought to be, 
and of what you arc not, and tells of the very dif- 
ferent account which might be given by the Searcher 
of hearts. Yes, might, but is not, never will 1 h»; 
nay, the most partial, most admiring friend, cannot 
say so much in your commendation, as docs that God 
who is of purer eyes tlian to behold iui«]nity. We 
can but admire this and that grace in you; lie 
you now as we shall sec you, ore Iiuig, ai^l fair/ 
without one spot. When w'c arc ready to condemn, 
he justifies; where we could find some little defect, 
»be pronounces you to be without bieuiLsli. Wluit- 
ever the altogeihor lovely one is in the Father's ey€«, 
that you are; he hath made you accepted in the 
beloved ; he hath clothed you with the garments of 
salvation ; he hath covered you with the robe o!‘ righ- 
teousness. In this not only your shame is covered, 
but you have ornaments, you are adrnmtMl ; — ^yea, to 
say all (oh, what a wondrous all !) in a few words, you 
are made “the righteousness of God in him.*' Yet, 
though already complete in Christ, we can but little 
enjoy that completen<»is. We have a home, but w'e are 
not at home ; we have a perfection of hofiness, but we 
ha|e not yet entered into the enjoymeift of it; we 
have a fulness of joy, but here we hold but little 
sips of it ; wre are the sous and dmightors of God, but 
we are captive exiles ; In a word, our burden is, that 
we are present in a body of sin and death, and absent 
from the I^rd. We are dunned to an acoiirsed nature, 
which hates what we would lovei aod grieves whom w* 
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would serve. Here, then, we must^ we shall groan, 
being burdened, but oh I let us not groan, let us not 
sorrow as those witlioot hope. A prisoner may mourn 
over hi-s jirison walls, but he will rejoice in a free and 
full discharge from the sentence of deatli. Chains 
w'ill be galling to the man who would be up and 
doing, but he could anticipate with delight the fixed 
day and hour, when his chains are to be knocked off, 
and he is to fulfil the desires of his heart, without any 
incumhrance. Exile from a beloved fiarent is very 
{lainfiil ; hut joy and gladness are written on each 
moment, as it tells of the nearor approach of the hour, 
when the child shall rest in its Father s bosom, never, 
never to leave him. Truly then, though sorrowful, we 
may be rtlwaif rejoi<4ng ; though bowed down, and 
op]»ressed with infirmities, we may lift up our heads 
with joy, for our redemption draweth very iiigli. 
And oh ! let us bless our God, that he has given 
us to feci our corruptions. “ A dead man canm»t feel 
the worms tliat are f<-‘edmg upon him.” Why, why is 
it not thus with us ? Oh ! precious struggles, precious 
groans, which bespeak us heirs of immortality, born 
for an eternal day. The shadows do flee away apace ; 
the bright aiaid moraiii^ star has arisen; soon shall 
our eyes belmld an unclouded sun; a sun that shall 
never set; and our dreary nights of sin, sorrow, 
desertion, con^t, shall he known no morf for ever. 
Then let the children of Zion rejoice ia their King 1 
la it for sack children to go mourning? Yes, even 
far such there is a needs %e for heaviness, at times ; 

feel, they shall remember that though the 

K 3 
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night is far spent, it is not jet fdfy spent ; they 
shall be made to stretch out l^eir ne<^ with eager 
longing for the Great Deliverer. He sh^l have many 
an anxious, How long, Lord I come quickly ; make 
Jhaste, my beloved/’ as he comes over the mountains 
of divisions. But look! how is he coming? like h 
yoang roc or a hart ! When we forget thus to pan* 
after him, when we would lie down mid slumber ii 
this wretched night; welcome trials, welcome ever 
sore temptations, that bring us again to thirst for cm 
God, even for the living God ; to faint, to open ou 
mouths, and {lant for our places before God. Welconi: 
stormy wind and tempest, that fulfils only nis wor<- 
said drives and keeps us very near him. Yes, th 
.«ipirit welcomes, but the flesh sHrinks, yea, cries out 
oh ! cowardly, cow*ardly flesh 1 of what would it nr. 
rob us ? 

I have ruu away from and am " indulging 

you with one of my evening reveries. Forgive im 
fierhaps I have written incoherently. If there is sogS 
of the inditing of mj blessed Teacher, may it be muc 
blessed to your precious soul 1 md may he take awr 
all that is not profitable. 
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LETTER XXXI. 

To R. R. 

1817 . 

How you make me long for a good coze with you, my 
dear brother, wht?n I three Interesting 

sheets and think how briefty, or not at all, 1 must 
answer them. But thanks be to God, efrery rising 
desire is 'quickly crushed by the dear rcmenibraxice, 
that if it were for the benefit of either of our soula, a 
eoveiiaut God is even bound to siceomplish it, and that 
its not being tlius, is in subjection tf> tliat oath of 
Jehovah, who has engaged to make all things work 
together for our good. How rich, liow unspeakab}}' 
blessevl is the believer ! Aif tilings are yours, whether 
things present, or tilings to eome. Of the former, how 
often do whis[)ers prevail within, ** this, or tha^^ ts 
against me whereas^ would' we but tarry the Lord’s 
leisure, we should find it sent to bring our souls nearer 
to the spiritual Joseph, to make us feed more simply on 
him, and acknowledge the deairth that reigns wherever 
we tom elsewhere. How truly too arc things to come 
ours, ours through the superintendence of our all- 
pow^ul Head, ours through the guardian tender care 
of that watchful Shepherd, who neitlier slumberetb nor 
sleepcth ; ours, perhaps, so completely, that when they 
arrive, we may be seated on thrones of .glory, more 
than conquerors over the world and all things therein, 
through him who hath loved ue with an ererZdwNit^ 
love. 

E 4 . 
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^ Yowr acooiuit of the m^ooI griered me much. O 
feed the lambs, my beloved brother, with the sincere 
milk of the word ; and when the chief Shepherd shall 
appear^ you shall receive a crown of glory that fadeth 
not away. It is indeed a precious charge, but 1 find it 
is one in wliich I am especially apt to forget niy 
weakness. 1 feel no aiami ^oiig chU<lren, and there- 
fore, finding great energ}- and tenderness in niy heart, 
and giving freer vent to it, I to(», loo often find iiiysctf 
resting on this ; miserable are iny after feelings when 
this has been the case ; I seem to have shut tip the 
heavens, and prevented the dews from tailing on the 
dear children. 1 seem to have held back the only lu'ni 
which could indeed have blessiMi them, and to have 
robbed them of that glorious strength which is only 
made perfect in weakness. I pray that this may never 
be the case with you; I trust this is one among the 
• many distresses in which 1 am almost a solitary mourner. 

.... Surely dear Mr* \V , could nut suppose 

there were aeparaUf mansions in hoaven. I would not 
havb even walls of ‘‘ precious stam^sr lt» sejiarate 
those who are so closely Ibiit together in Christ Jesus. 
I love indeed to tlilnk that a niansiun was prtpared for 
me, yes, even for me, before the fouiidutions of the 
world were laid, that a place was appfnntiHl for me in 
the highest heavens ere f breathed on earth. I love 
to remember if an earthly home should become 
^wearisome, that Jesus has made one n'o.«fy for me, 
from which I should not be kept one moment, but that 
I might enjoy it more folly. I love to thinls that 
tiherubim and serapbim cannot make a crucified Je8u.s 



forget bis grovelliiig memWrs, but that it is the 
omploTinent of the Highest to prepare mansions iEbr 
them. In any other sensc» 1 know not that 1 have ever 
considered these words. 

How sad is your account of poor Mr. B— ; can 
he have ever rejoiced in the light of the Lord*s 
ccmntenaiice, and not know how dismal a thing it is 
when sill separates between us and our God, and hides 
his face from us? Tlie I^rd, I know, does not 
punish in the way of satisfaction / fur I believe the 
Lainh without sjxit or blemish has paid every farthii^ 
of his redeemed’s debts. I know too that the Lord 
onlv chastens in love, and never afflicts willingly — but 
shall an affectionate ehild provoke a father’s anger? 
shall it rejoice in his frowns ? Sliould it not rather be • 
its grief that love itself is forced rcdiictantJ^' to raise 
the avenging arm ; that he, who groaned on Calvary, 
has been again made to serve wnth his sins, and been 
-wearied vrith his iniquities ! Sure I am, from Scripture 
and experience, that the most aggravated and heinous 
sins, are those found in the heirs of glory; and that 
the peculiar visitations of the Lord for iniquities, will 
be to those whom only he has known of all the families 
of . the earth. I should thiidc little of that love which 
could -wLlliiigly grieve tlie object it professed to love, or 
of .that allegiance which could take part witli relays 
against its King. 
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LETTER XXXIL 
To TH® Samts. 

m:. 

Thanks are bat a meagre return for what you have 
sent me^ my belored brodier. 1 must apply to some 
bettor store tbon my own ; atul, blesseil be Ctnl, 1 may 
go to tbe unsearchable riches of Christ, and draw as 
largely a>s 1 will on that inexhaustible fund. Oh 
that iny hand of faith were stronger, iny heart inort* 
enlarged, to obtain blessings for you! l^aiiifully do 
1 feel that 1 am not straitened in the Lord, but in 
mysel£ I see him mourn over me, ns he holds forth 
precious promises, which it cost him very much to pur- 
chase for me, and my arm, paralyzed wdth unbelief, 
cannot stretch itself forth, and lay hold i>f tlierii. I 
sec him look vrith compassion on me, when I have been 
wnth him many days, and hail nothing to eat, and am 
fainting by the way. I hear him say, ** open thy 
mouth ivide, and I will fill it but instead of listening 
to a call so suited to my case, I give ear to a vile 
whisperer, this is not addressed to you, this table 
in the wilderness is not spread for you.” Oh . how 
I abhor and loathe myself, fur dealing thus unktn^y 
with my blessed Lord, whilst he against whom only 
1 hare sinned, in whose sight alone 1 have done 
this evil, breathes nothing but tenderness and ^ love 
towards me. Though I often, alas, believe not, yet he 
^abidetb faithful ; though ray love waxes cold, his never 
^ Canges; though I stray continually, he is never weary 
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of seeking me out, and brmgni^ me back to his fold ; 
though I halt, as if I were journeying towards a * 
prison and an enemy, rather than towards the tenderest 
of friends, he ussembleth again her that halteth ; and 
when a soul, that absolutely cleaveth to the dust, drags 
on unwillingly towards a throne of glory, a crown of 
joy, do I hear one reproachful word iW»m my guide ? 
do 1 see one impatient look ? Nay, but he takes me by 
the; hand, and gcutly leads me, or pitying my fidtering 
step, and remembering whereof I am made, he even 
takes nu* up in his arms, and carries me in his bosom. 
If such is my Shepherd, surely I can lack nothing. O 
yes, blessed Lord, one thing lack I yet, a heart to love 
thee, a heart that feels thy love and tcuclerncss. a heart 
to show forth thy wondrous dealings towanls the very 
chief of sinners. Nor shall 1 want it long. God is 
love — heaven is lighted by beams of love, for the 
Lamb is the light thereof ; and can there be a cold 
heart under such beams? Tlie courts of heaven will 
re-echo with the song of Moses, and can there be 
one soul am^g the muuinerable throng able to think 
with indifference or ingratitude on what God hath 
wrought? No, every harp will become a golden 
harp, every breath a hallelujah. ..... How could 
you sus]>ect tl^t iove was a powerful principle in a 
heart to which it k almost a stranger? One little 
spark I humbly trust is infused, or whence does the 
poor flax smoke with such fervent desires for it ? .0 
thou who hast given the desire, withhold not that for 
which thou iiast put it into thy servant’s heart to pray — 
kindle the smoking embers with a live coal from thy 



ftltar, send down fire fWittit heaven, cause it to drink up 
Hhe waters which an evil world is pouriiip^ abundantly 
^upon and around the altar, in trenches which 1 am too 
diligent in making. O constime thy unworthy sacrifice ; 
may it he an ofFcring entirely thine, and a sacrifice of 
a sweet smelling savour in the beloved! Tims do I 
pour out my heart, and is this love f nay, it is hut the 
faint desire, but the cry of a babe. I long to act love, 
to find it as a leaven in every thought, word, and ac- 
tion, to know no law but the law of love. Deeply do 
I experience the want of this love in my convei’sc with 
worldlings. I know* tmd am persinided that tint sons 
of Belial are all of them as thorns thrust away, which 
cannot be taken with hands, and that the man who shall 
. touch them must he fenced with iron. As such I would 
over wish to feel a holy awe when with them, and I 
most look on that man as blessed, who hath not sat in 
the counsel of the ungodly, nor stood in tlie way of 
sinners ; but still, when the uU-wise Gi>rl sees good to 
bring me within the reach <if this sword of his, how 
sad is my impatience, my want of tenderness and pity ; 
Low often my opposition arises from no Alter motive 
than a spirit of opposition, naturally engendering pride 
and self conceit, and a secret whis|>er of self applause, 
whilst I say, " God, I thank thee that I am nut as other 
men are.” How watchfully should we guard against 
80 odious a spirit, how earnestly pray for that mind 
which was in Christ, when he beheld the city and wept 
over it. 
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LETTER XXXIIL 
To TB£ Same. 

j? Janmry My 1818. 

1 HAVE long relinqulsliod the hope of extricating myself 
from my debts to you^ my beloved brother, for how can 
I repay all your kindness? I do endeavour, in the 
name of niy precious Saviour, to make large demands 
for y*)u u|Kiu a heavenly treasury ; I do desire that you 
may enjoy rich earnests of your purcliasod possession ; 
that you may be filled with all the fulness of God ; that 
you may embrace the exceeding great and precious 
]>rouiises, with the assurance that they are all yea and 
amen in Christ Jesus, and that he must first be de- 
stroyed, ere any one can be, by any possible means, 
circumstance, or situation, touched or blemished. 

I rejoice with joy unspetikable whilst 1 

behold my glorious Anchor now fastened w'ithin the 
veil, where my little bark will so soon be moored. 
1 w'ould that my life should become one unwearied 
theme of rapturous praise. May wc be more enabled 
to realize our privileges, and rest upon Jesus, as our 
sole anchor. How would this still the raging of the 
sea and the noise of the waves ! What a sweet sense of 
seciu'ity sliould we enjoy, in the most dark and bois- 
terous night; not over anxious for fair weather, nor 
f>ver fearful of storms or calms 1 It would be, it should 
be, enough for us to say, I have an anchor, both sure 
and stedfast; the eternal God is my anchor, fixed in 
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an anchangeable world; where he is, there 1 must 
also ho. 

.... What encouragement have you had to trust 
jour covenant-keeping God! I have endeavoured to 
thank him for this graciouB answer to our pravers. I 
would now pray, that the habitation thus kindl v kept in 
store for you, may have inscribed im tlie door-|M»sti4, in 
every part of it, *• Holiness to the Lr»rd tluit it inay 
become a palace v here the King of kings will dtdight to 
dwell ; that you may never receive him as a stranger 
there, or as a wayfaring ninti, wh(» only turns aside to 
tiirry for a night ; but ever welcimie him «s the giver, 
assign him the u[ipennost seat, make him T^ord over 
ail your house, ruler over all your suhstauee, that he 
may be your King at your table, and ciiusw» your spike 
nard to send forth a sweet smell ; your physician tr: 
heal all your diseases ; your nurse to ijuike all yntir bed 
in your sickness ;* your vratchnian. who never sluni- 
bcTeth, to keejj you night ami day ; in a word, a wall ot 
fire around you, and the glory in the midst of you 
And f»h ! may you he to him living sacrifices, accep- 
table to God hj Jesus Christ. 

How delightful a gleam the prospect of a restoration 
of our much-lov<^ friend spreads over my mind, those 
only can imagine who have experienced any thing 
of the thick gloom with which the intelligence of his 
mysterious illness clouded it. I could hope my God 
has been pleased to make me learn a litde from this 
solemn lesson. I knew not how far too much I had 
prized the broken cistern, and had forgotten how 
jealous a God we have to deal with. Blessed, thrice 
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blessed^ every dispensation whidi assists the soul in 
arriving at that happy state, nrhen it can say, “ My 
soul, wait thou only upon God, for my expectation is 
from him*:” — a state which can admit of no disap- 
pointment; a state for the attainment of which we 
must pass over many a rugged path, and endure many, 
a cloudy day. That adversary who does indeed dili- 
gently and unremittingly take advantage of every 
little inlet to the soul, has liarassed me not a little of 
late on this subject. He has almost made me afraid 
to walk almut Zion, to meditate on the mysteries of 
godliness, to drink abundantly of the cup of blessed- 
ness; and with his skilful, plausible arguments, bade 
me he content to enjoy a little, rather than go too far, 
and lose all. How truly such fears are the offspring of 
iltc father of lies and blasphemies ! Blessed be God 
for enabling me to })erceive this ; yea, I have indeed 
much to bless him for ^ for whilst the roarings of the 
enemy were most apjialling, I could yet catch a glimpse 
of the cAatHf I could see that bounds were set that he 
. should not pass, I was assured that there was a needs-be 
for the trial. Speaking after the manner of men, I 
believe that I have very much to go through, ere I 
shall learn of my beloved Lord to be meek and lowly 
in heart. My spirit earnestly desires a conformity to 
his dear image; my flesh shrinks from the furnace. 
Yet would 1 not limit the Holy One of Israel. 1 
know it is an easy thing with him, who speaks and it is 
done, to command every grace into my soul. He who 
created every plant of the field before it was in the 
earth, and every herb of the field if^ore it yrew, could 
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grace in my soul ; yea, were it for my good, it must be 
so. But be better understands ray interest and luy 
safety, by keeping me watting at the posts of bis gates ; 
he has pronounced that station a blesst^d one, and 1 wot 
that that which be blesses is blessed uukH>d. 

.... Do you pray for me ? The Lord is biading 
me with honours, assigning me an iin{M>rtaii< |H»st 
in his army ; ami sometimes all the reply he gets from 
an idle, unlM‘lieving soul is, “ Who is suflu-ient for 
these things ?” And yet m»ver once has /ih suftieiem*y 
been denied me, never have I ba4l tK‘e;u^ion for tin*?.** 
apprehensions. The Lord bless you and mak- 
a blessing. 


LETTER XJfXIV. 

To F. M. II. 

F* e, Jamwnj l^^lH. 

.... Yovr little book I am exceedingly pleased with ; 
you know I love Calvary’s sermons far better tlian 
Sinai’s ; and, with very few tjxceptions, I do belie\^ 
the alone theme of ** Christ, and him crucified,” to Ikj 
a clearer manifestation of the wisdom, holiness, and 
love of (Jod, than any other that can be produced. 
Calvary! wondrous Calvary! what may we not learn 
from thee ! My Saviour’s dying groans sdiind far louder 
than the thunders of Sinai ; that eye dimmed with tears, 
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18 far more fearful than all the fiery flashes and light- 
nings of the law ; that agonized look of the mighty 
God, more awfully shows me my deserts, than every 
niemoruil I can find of the wrath of God revealed from 
heaven against all ungodliness and unrighteousness of 
men. And when 1 have read this solemn lesson, 
blessed Calvary whispers, nay, proclaims aloud, coin- 
foils, blessings, of which no other tongue can speak. 
Here the desjiairiiig debtor sees the last farthing of 
liis tivinendous delit paid down ; liere, he who Iof»ks on 
everlasting hurniugs as his well deserved abode, sees 
heaven purchased for him, and bound over to him 
by unalienable rights. Here, the desolate find a hus- 
band, a brother, a saviour ; here, (he mourner finds a 
hand to wijHJ away all tears ; here, the wounded find 
a balm and a gocnl Physician; here, the w'eary may 
lay down their burden, and take rest to their souls; 
here are mines, whose unsearchable riches eternity 
w'ill not exhaust, 

.... Dear Mr. S occupies many of my thoughts, 

aud I could hope has almost taught me more in this 
dispensation than in all that I have seen, known, or 
heard of him before. Cease ye from man,” is indeed 
very deeply described on this illness ; and the heart 
which ran too eagerly to the cistern, learns to say, and 
in a larger degree? to feel, “ my soul, wait thou only 
upon God, for my expectation is from Ana” The 
physicians are still of the same opinion, that his re- 
covery is quite impossible; but this is a word not 
known in the courts of heaven ; it vanishes like smoke 
in the path of Omnipotence. May all his flock be 
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strong in faith, and not tie the hands of a wonder- 
^aAiag God by rile unbelief; those are fearful words, 
** He could do no mighty work there because of their 
unbelief" 

.... My plans are not yet settled : yet all is 
and I am thankful to say 1 am little coucenu>d eitiier 
wav. 1 have jcrreat reason to love this vineyurd i»> 
deed ; but 1 trust I eouJd work with equal sati.^faetitm 
for my beloved Master, iit one where I did not meet 
with so much present Imrv'est. 


LETTER XXXV. 

To THE Same. 

January MM. 181S. 

I WAS beginning to wonder what I could 

have to talk about, till a greater astonishment, that 
there could be any demur on the subject, has usurped 
the place of the former wonder. " I’hey that feared 
the Lord spake ofteh one to another." Tliey that 
love the Lord are at a loss what to say concerning 
him once in seven days 5 ** Is this thy kindness to thy 
Friend ?" Have 1 not, hi this space of time, found 
one fresh charm in him, whose ever-growing loveliness 
eternity will not exhaust ? What, not one" token of 
tenderness, not one mark of faithfulness and truth! 
Hath he not once cast the mantle of forgiveness over 
my drowsy soul, and pleaded the cause of her who has 
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grieved him ? 'Hath he not once proved himself my 
shield* and warded off many deadly blows from me ? 
Flatb he^not.once taught my hands to war* and my 
fingers to fight* so that even a bow of steel hath been 
broken by me ? Hath he not entertained me once at 
his baTK]ueting house, and unfurled tlie banner of love 
over me ? When earthly friends all proved miserable 
comforters, hath he not whispered peace, and given me 
rest on the very bo^om I have jnerced ? Tell me, if 
ye can, ye woiulijring ministering spirits, what could 
have been done for me, wliich my Jesus hath not done ! 
Toll me, wlietlicr ye most wonder at his love, or at my 
ingratitude! Because he thus contisuaixy loadeth 
me with heiiciits, shall 1 become insensible of the load ? 
Surely a eitp of cold water would force hallelujalis 
from the jiarched tongues of accursed souls, and make 
the bottomless abyss ring with new sounds ; and I, who 
richly deserve to he under those chains of darkness for 
ever, feel so little gratitude, n<»t for a cup of cold 
water, but for a cup of blessing which runneth over 
with thb Umderest love of One who was slain for me. 
But how gloriously attuned to the sweetest chorus of 
heaven shall this cold, stammering tongue very, Tery 
soon be ! And oh, 'when I shall realize these 
things; when 1 shall review that hole of the pit 
where we all by nature were ; when I shall look back 
upon the days in which I could hug my chains as fondly 
as any one of these poor souls, and was as greedy of 
destruction, surely heaven itself cannot produce a song 
that would speak all that 1 should feel ; I, who was 
more closely allied by nature and by practice to .these 
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Ammtmnt' mjf htmrt fmnu » litUr t-mi Jure, and 
/ i^0uU iik^ to C0mmw90 wiik u felhw^pilgrtm on 
tlim^ ^lorioii* «utij^tj»a 

.... It iip|»efir!) %» if It were necoMMrr that I ^llflu?<^ 
Httil Iniy kt^jU in a.s to mv |»!ark»a Oh, tnav inv 

own «i ill W )>o«it4*n aUnit utitll it bo in soiuo Dioitsnro 

4fubdae<I ! What does not the St^iircbcr of hf*arts 

dis^'ovor in me r>f all that U mo^t vile! Yet, ble&soti 
!»e God, iimidist thesi* e4»Titrar^ winds, these boisterniis 
waves, I aui enabUsi hcartilv and sinoertdv to invitt* 
my precious Pilot to take the rudder into his own 
hands. I can fetd thaukfiil that it is not in me to 
spread one sail, to steer one point, nf»rtli or south, 
east or west. I am thankful tliat h(»wevcr nature may 
shrink, grace still loudly pn»elainis. and joyfully feels, 
that 1 am not, 1 would not be, my own ; that I desire 
to magnify my beloved I-iord, whether it be by life <jr 
by death. I know* you will think of me, and pray for 
me. If my God has pre|iared any work for me in that 
rich harresl field, pray that I may be clothed with 
humility. I hope you will fear every thuig and mitliing 
for me ; tJie first will lead you to pray ; the second 
will give you boldness in prayer; and according Ut 
your faith he it unto you, and to me. .... 
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LETTER XXXVL 
To TBS SAlfE. 

H .. . .d; January 1818. 

It is long since I talked to you, and my poor 
naughty heart has been more full of you than ever; 
but blessed be God, I am so assured that it would 
not be well for me to have always such fellow tra- 
vellers, that, while nature keenly feels the separation, 
my spirit rejoices and is thankful. With travellers 
whose views, pursuits, feelings, tempers, &c. so pe- 
culiarly are blended an<l in unison, the waste howling 
wilderness is made to smile, a lowering sky is for- 
gotten, the pilgfrims linger by the way, and refreshed 
with present eiijo^ment, press not on so eagerly to the 
pastures of rest and refreshing. 

.... I had a delightful journey, and may truly say 
of these, as of the many other miles I have passed 
over, “ Mercy embraced me on every side.** My visit 

at was disarmed of its terrors !. My precious 

Lord was with me, and I felt a protectoi^ a husband, 
a teacher, and 1 think I may truly say, 1 frit but one 
fear, that of not being a faithful spouse unto him. 
He who creates the fruits of the lips enabled me to 
say a few words. 

.... WWt poor things are the very chiefrst of 
the LambV followers! how astonishingly is the pre- 
cious spark of grace dimmed by the corruption of 
the atmos^ere in which it exists, and often even 
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hid under nature’s rubbish I What an every mo- 
ment miracle it is that keeps it alive ! W^hat a depth 
of love which can stoop so l<fn', and rest in sweet 
complacency in such an abode! And, oh, how glo- 
rious a change, how blessod an eniancij>ation, when 
those who have laboured under the image of the 
earthy, shall bear the imago of the heavenly ! I 
could lio]:>e the defilement, the mixture of bitters 1 find in 
the purest streams, leads me more eagerly to the blessed 
FouTitain. 1 could hope iny dearest L(»rd is heecnning 
more lovely in mine eyes, more precious. When expec- 
tation returns disappointe<l, ho|H's blasted, desires frus- 
trated in the pursuit of earthly idols, they r(^st on One, 
whom to know more is to love more ; of whom to ex|Mtet 
largely, is to he fully satisfied. What a mercy that he 
will allow so roving a heart, to rest upon him I a heart 
which has willingly submitted to have so many other 
lords, rulers over it, and w'oiild be content with their 
sway, could it but find peace under them. 

.... The schisms within the Tvalls of Zion seem to 
cry aloud, ** Cease yc from man ilisappointcd of the 
peace I once expccteil to find wltliin her walls, I 
pant for that blessed place where I shall know even 
as 1 am known, where every shadow shall flee away, 
and tiiero shall be no more night. My Jesus is the 
only one with whom I venture to bold full and free 
communion, the only Counsellor to whom I dare to 
apply. 1 could hope he is becoming more and more 
precious unto me. I no find a peace, a rest, in him 
which passes all understanding, all the powers of lan- 
guage to express. 
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. . . . « The experience meeting^ was very dull and 
dead on Tuesday, and almost sickened me of the sort 
of thing. They seemed to ha%'e been brooding over, 
and alniosf creating, some little trouble, to the exclu- 
sion of e\ery thought of the mercy and loving-kind- 
iiesB hourly received. Were I to institute an experience 
meeting, it should for raisiitg Ebenozers. Soldiers 
should tell of the glorious exploits of their Captain ; 
the tempted, of the strength of their shield ; the sick, 
of the tenderness' of their nurse ; the afflicted, of the 
sweetness of their comforter ; the fainting, of the 
strength <if everlasting arms ; — ALi#, of the mercy of 
being out of everlasting burnings. Surely this would 
bring more glory to God, more strength and encou- 
ragement tc» tnan ! surely this would he more of a fore- 
taste of heaven. 


LETTER XXXVII. 

To THE Same. 

H dy March 15M, 1818. 

.... I FEAR I begin to nse you very ill, my dea^st 

F ; but in this place there is so much to begone, 

I cannot find time for -mucli writing. .... Death has 
been very present to my mind of late ; I have seen the 
dying and the dead ; many whom I have visited have 
been removed to their long homes ; the mourners go 
about the streets. Some alas! who rejected the mes- 
sage of God from his poor servant, to hear him speak 

F 2 
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in a far, far more aTvful manner; and oli, that my 
poor words may not increase their condemnation! 
Others, 1 trust, have fallen asleep in Jesus, and will 
awake up full}* satisfied in his likeness. ^ Some happy 
ones I am now attending, whose temjiest-tossed, shat- 
tered barks have nearly reached the haven where they 
w^ould be, where the weary are at rest : others, alas ! 

dying, to dik.” May 1 live as one who stands (»n 
the threshold of eternity, who is daily beholding her 
fellow pilgrims stepping in ; who is seeing the doors 
of time close upon so many around her. And oh. 
may 1 live as one who, in the twinkling of iiu eye, 
may be in the immediate presence of ibo holy Lord 
God, in company with tlie first-born and the spirits 
of just men made perfect.; may I live as one who 
is already a fellow citiaeii w'sth the saints and of 
the household of God. 1 do bo[}c that of late this 
world has been displayed to me more clearly than 
ever in its true colotirs. "I would not live alw^ay;” 
tn itself I see not, I feel not, one attraction. As a 
little stage, where I can ]ierform a part for luy dearest 
Lord, even a part which angels never had committed 
to them, I value it. As a field, where a battle is fought 
for the best, of Captains, I would not be impatient to 
leave^it. Lord, thou knowest my weakness; 1 say I 
would not, but my secret impatience is not hid from 
thee. Ob, enable me to tarry thy leisure, to wait all 
the days of my appointed time on earth, until my un- 
speakably blessed change come. Yes, Lord, if I cati 
glorify thee more on earth than in heaven, welcome 
life, welcome this absence from thee whom my soul 
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loveth. Blessed be thy name, that thou haist devised 
*meaafi that tliy banished be not expeUed from thee for 
ever: yet a little while, and I shall be with thee, 
shall be full of rest, yea, and find it sweeter for the 
toil and weariness of the days of the years of my 
pil^iinagc. Pray for me, that the Lord may be ma^^- 
iiified by me, w'hctlier it be by life or by death. 


LETTER XXXViri. 

To TH£ Same. 

H dy March 2lsty 1818. 

1 TOLT> you, when last I wrote, that death was very 
present with me. Since that time, I have been called 
upi»n *to hold yet nearer communion with the har- 
binger of that bright, that perfect, that eternal day, 
fur which niy soul pants. 1 liavo been called upon 
more clostdy to examine that key, which, held in 
a Redeciiier''s pierced hand, gently unlocks the prison 
doors, and sets tlie captive free. I must, however, 
to set your Imart at rest, begin by telling you that 

I am now almost quite well On Sunday I was 

cuabled to go up to the courts of the house of my Gk>d. 
Oh how did my feet then long to stand adthin thy 
gates, my better Jerusalem ! how did my soul thirst for 
that eternal sabbatli, where no weakness of body, no 
pollution of soul, shall damp my hallelujahs ! I fear I 
was rather impatient, and yet, blessed be the God of all 
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I was enabled to feel it a Iwavcn to suffer his 
will here* I could ove a lengthened pilgrimage, when^ 
appointed by that precious Lord, who .truly doeth all 
things well* That bed cannot be wearisome which is 
made by Emmanuel ; no state can be uneasy when his 
tenderness and power are revealed for our support ; 
and truly Ids left hand hath been under my head, his 
right hand hath embraced me. If he lias honoured me, 
preparing one more work for me, assuredly this 
tabernacle cannot be taken down ere it be performed. 
If 1 have been engaged about other vineyards, to the 
neglect of my own, this gently restraining hand will 
not be taken off, until he have discovered unto me the 
lurking, loathsome weed, until tlie spicks flow forth 
more abundantly, the drooping ilowers be wintered and 
tied up ; (oh that some precious lilies might spring up!) 
and my Beloved can come down, and walk in his 
garden with yet greater delight. It is my joy*to be 
assured that God in all things shall be glorified ; 
it is my privilege to trust him, where, to human reason, 
his footsteps ore not known, and 1 will lisp my testimony 
here, as I shall shout it hereafter, that not one lliiiig hath 
failed of all the good things which the Lord niy God 
spake concerning me ; goodness and mercy have fol- 
lowed me all the days of 'my life. As to the struggle 
with natural feelings, in the contemplation of death, I 
must confess, my beloved sister, that you cost me most ; 

I grieved lest you should grieve, lest you should feel 
the want of your poor little nurse. Oh what a mercy 
did I feel it that I had not many strong ties to break ; 
that I had but one home, into which death would usher 



Die ! Circuiustanced as 1 am» to live would indeed be 
only Christ, to die must be inconceivable gain. .... 

.... 1 was.able to get to church in a sedan yesterday; 
we had good, but not very animated sermons ; in the 
morning, Behold the mao !” in the evening, Christ 

our pussover is Micrifieed for us.*' Dear H- y was 

so peculiarly low, from a sense of the awful state of 
the unconverted, he could scarcely refrain from tears 
during the sermon. Ah, love, we shall not often beep 
tlio feast thus ! n<i bitter herbs at tliat heavenly table ; 
no need to gird up our loins on that golden pavement ; 
no more occasion for shoes in tliose green pastures; 
no mure want of a staff! 


LETTER XXXIX. 

To TUB Same. 

H -dy March 3hf, 1818, 

1 FEAR my bclovetl F finds a decay of punc- 

tuality as to my weekly letters ; but blessed be God ! 
1 trust there is none as to my morning, noon-day, and 
evening remembrances of her, my belo>fed brother 

and their precious child Here I have met with 

the sweetest encouragement, and almost fmd it difficult 
not to (piestion my all-wise God as to his mode of 
proceeding with his vilest tool. My heart is ready to 
say,. Lord, why aU this present harvest ? why no trial 
of my patient, faith, and real love to thy service? why 



are not my mo1iTes» my aeal, my forwardness, more 
tried and sifted? but oh ! 1 hate the horrid snggesti^^n ; 
shall not the Lord do what he will witli his own? 
shall the axe reply to him who heweth therewith? 
If he chose to make bare his holy arm, to make known 
the excellency of his power, shall I say him nay ? shall 
I dictate with nrhat speed he shall work ? shall I com* 
mand the seasons and put off his appomted weeks of 
harvest ? shall the wind blow when and where 1 list ? 

Ah, F - ■ y, vain man would be wise, but, oh blessed 

Lord ! make me to become a fool, that 1 may be wise ; 
make me to lie passive in thy hand, and know no will 
but thine. Use me as thou wilt, when thou wilt, 
where thou wilt ; success may make my path slippery, 
but hold thou me up, and I shall be safe ; though on a 
pinnacle of the spiritual temple, place thine everlasting 
arms beneath me, and 1 shall not dash my foot against 
a stone ; and as for the trial of my graces, thou who 
didst take me out of the hole of the pit, and mouldest 
me according to thy good pleasure; thou who art 
daily and hourly painting such graces and ornaments 
on my soul as shall make me a vessel fitted for thy 
use, thou knowest when to put these graces in the 
furnace, and to make the gold shine forth. Thanks 
be to God!' 1 am enabled on this to dwell, my Jesus 
doeth all things well. O how much of heaven does 
he give me here! 1 do sit under his shadow with 
greai delight, and were there no other heaven than 
what 1 now enjoy, it would more, much more than 
repay me for the struggle through the narrow gate, 
for the seed tune of Utter te«^ for etery battle 
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I am now oilled upon to fight Thank ^ou 

for your letter. Ah, don*t call upon me to bless 
your Dod, the angel who has fed you, guided you, 
redeemed you : niy heart is pained within me that 1 
cannot thank him as I would, no, not even fcur my^lf. 
I long for the wings of a dove, that I may go and ap- 
pear before him, and let him read in my soul more than 
eternal hallelujahs can express. I long to tell all the 
angels what he has done for me, and to draw sweeter, 
stronger not€*s of praise from them. But what do I say? 
Lord, thou knowest uJl things, thou kuowest I desire to 
love thee, I desire to praise thee. Ye ministering spirits, 
ye know aomHhinff of what he has done; ye ministered to 
a starving, tem[)ted King of glory; ye ushered him unto 
a stable, ve saw him sweat great drops of blorul; made 
a little lower tJian yourselves, ye beheld the Lord of life, 
enclosed within the bars of death ; ye behold him now, 
reigning in our likeness ; ye see him as a lamb slain 
for worms. Oh then, though the thousandth part is 
not yet told you, praise him fur the glorious things 
which ye have looked into ! O ye that excel in strength, 
praise the Lord for us. Wc shall soon join you, we 
shaU soon have a nobler song to sing than you. .... 

.... If the good husbandman sees it necessary that 
I should tend his plants once more, he cau immediately 
supply me with strength ; if lie does not, well do I 
know his dear hand will better accomplish the work* 
I can entirely leave this part of the matter with him 

.... therefore arrange as you like, my beloved F y, 

and the Lord be your guide, and counsellor, and wis- 
dom. Pray for me, that 1 may be passive in his hand, 
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and know no will but his; praj» that in whatsoever 
state, place, or circumstances, the life that I live may 
be by the faitli of the Son of God; that the Lord 
alone nu^ be esahed by me, his ransomed wonn, that 
Christ nmy be all in all to me, and that friends, rela- 
tions, c6mforts, blessings, may be nothing to me with- 
out him. .... I find fi*<»m wliat you say, that that seif- 
exalting letter of mine was too much in unison witli 
those vain-gloryings and proud boastings with which I 
have, alas, often made that heart sad, which the Lord 
would not have sad. It was not that spc^akiiig of 
what the Lord had done, of which the hmnble hear, 
and arc $^lad ; it was speaking of what frames, feelings, 
&c. &C., had done, which robs God of his glory, and 
discourages and depresses the fellow pilgrim. 

I am very much better, and 1 begin to bo|>e that 
my God is preparing more work for me. It is sweet 
to live, if it is to serve him. 1 do feel happily recon- 
ciled, and 1 hope I may say nothing distresses me 
but the fear of grieving iny beloved. A continued hot 
furnace, nay, if 1 know my own desires at all, any thing 
and every thing I would prefer to this. O that the 
life he has so very often brought bock from the gates 
of the grave may be wholly and solely consecrated to 
him ! I know I need not say to you, pray and praise 
for me. 
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LETTER XL. 


To R. R. AND F. M. R. 


October 224 1818. 

Hithskto hath the Lord helped mo; you iftill, I 
know, thank him for it. It is often my joy to know 
that there are some souls to love and praise him, when 
I am ic>rced to mourn over the coldnesa and ingrati- 
tude of iny own. Oh, what a heaven to sit on the 
threshiild of his courts above, hearing myriads praising 
the Lamb that was slain, seeing thousand thousands 
flying on wings of love to serve him. Yet a few 
more rough roads, a few more of the }K>or inns the 

wilderness can offer, and there I shall be This 

has been a blessed birthday to me ; a sweet remem- 
brancer that I am hut a stranger and pilgrim upon 
earth. 1 could feel ashamed to say how much 1 felt 
at parting with you, my dearest brother and sister; 
but how’ wonderful is that love which builds up a pre- 
cious furiiaiTe of our very infirmities, and makes them 
the means of purifyii^ the sons of Levi. Had notr my 
w^eakiiess been so great, 1 should have escaped a little 
trial which 1 do hope has brought the Son of God 
to walk more closely with me, or 1 should say, has 
enabled me to realize his presence more, and which I 
trust has weakened, if not burnt off, some of the bonds 
wherewith niy soul was fettered. When I look round 
iny little room here, scarcely believing that neitlier of 
you nor any fellow-pilgrim is near me^^ what is it 

f.4.‘ 
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mske» mj heart ache, and mj team flow ? Truly the 
parent of every sorrow is gin. Had I looked around 
aa anxiously for my beloved Lord, and desired his 
company as much when enjoying that of my earthly 
friends, I should not now feel alone ; and in parting 
with you, what is it w*eighs so heavily on my mind ? 
It is Wn— -time unimproved, opportunities lost, privi* 
leges slighted; indeed, 1 cannot find that my God 
has placed real sorrow on any thing but that which 
has the stamp of sin. Oh, how £ felt it this day last 
year, when following the dust of my beloved C— - 
to the ground. But there is a day coming, when the 
tears even over pardoned sin shall be wiped away for 


ever But I shall write a sermon instead c»f a 

letter My poor unworthy lips have been enabled 


to proclaim my Master’s precious salvation to some 
poor souls to-day. 


LETTER XLI. 

To F. M. IL 

October 26^^, 1818. 

Oh, my beloved F— , when shall we come to appear 
be&re God, and sing as we would the song of Moses 
and the Lamb I when will ten thousand times ten thou- 
sand join us in the blessed chorus without one jarring 
sound.; Yrbm will our poor hearts so more tire, our 
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stammering tongues be loosed^ tihe hands that too often 
hang down raise their lasty tlieir eternal Ebeneser, and 
the whole sobl and body and spirit be consecrated a 
holy, lively* and aeeeptable sacrifice! Can wre but 
thirst and pant for this happy time* loaded as we are 
with benefits* bankrupts as wc are as to our returns for 
them 

Bat I must tell you of my proceedings. The change 
indeed was great from ^oor happy house • • . •* but my 
Lord was not absent. Oh, that I could tell what he is 
to me. Truly, lie keeps me under his feathers* draws 
me nearest to himself when every thing would combine 
to drive me from him, and makes my hours of trial my 

happiest hours Sunday morning, set off early to 

the school ; it apjicared as though a wolf had got in 
and .scattered niy fiock ; my flock, but not the Lord^s 
flock. But ilh* a little while my flesh and my heart 
failed me, when I thought of the halting ones to be 
gathered in, the sick to be bound up, the stragglers 
to be stuirchcd out who have wandered over the mouu* 
tains in the cloudy and dark day. 1 could have said, 
who is sufiivicTit for these things ? but my comforter 
did not leave. I scarcely knew where 1 was as Mr. 

B u walked round and round the class* and then 

seated himself close behind me. But my God knew 
where 1 was* and what I had to do ; he gave me in the 
same hour what 1 should speak* for truly it was not 1 
who spoke. Oh, trust him ; he is a ttied stone* wis- 
dom, a mouth, strength to his people.* I was not equal 
to going to church again ; but, indeed, I think I en- 
joyed more at home over Jeremiah xxxiiL* than 1 have 
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done durio^ tho vefy manj happy Sunday* under what 
appeared so much richer means of grace. W hat a 
table can our Beloved spread for us in the presence of 
all our enemies, food which angels hare nut tasted ! 


LETTER XLII. 

To THE Same. 

October 31jf/, lSl>i. 

Being driven in by one of those rainy afternoons of 
which, my precious fellow-pUgrini, we used to tiiiuk so 
little, I cannot forbear beginning a letter to you. 1 
most anxiously looked for tidings from you. 
shall vile, distrustful thoughts tind a lodpug in a'ljSirt 
so crowded with Ebenesers and memorials of udlmried 
loving^kindneRscs and tonderest mercies ! I am not sur- 
prised at your being so much pleased wdth Mr. C’— . 
There was a detachment from the world in his look 
and manner, and an apparent forgct^iliicss of every' 
thing but his God, that did very mucli strike me. It 
is rarely that you see the temples of the Hedy Ghost 
i^inliig as they ought to do, aud reflecting the glory 
and beauty of their blessed inhabitant. I do love to 
see a countenance sbino like one just come down from 
the mount. I should like the world to be able to take 
knowledge of all tho children of God, that they bad 
been with Jesus. How much would the manner, air, 
and appearance of a poor beggar be altered, that bad 
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frequent and familiar intercourse with those in higher 
life. How soon may that l>eiiever be discovered who 
has frequent* and close commuiuon with the Father of 
spirits, who often treads the courts of the King of 
kings, and holds converse with his fellow-citizens in 
Zion. How would his garments smell of the perfume 
of that court, where the name of Jesus is as ointment 
poured forth. How dim would every earthly object 
appear in those eyes which had been gazing on the 
King in his beauty. How would vain and trifling 
subjcH?ts languish on that tongue which had been ac- 
ctistoined to such high and holy converse. Ah ! while 
I write, every word condemns myself. Truly, it is far, 
far easier to sny what a believer should be, than to be 
that believer. Oh, that I may in all things be formed 
for the praise of the glory of that grace which hath 
made me ocorpted in the Beloved ! 

You will be wishing t<i know how' we are going 
on here. I^ouk which way I will, I have nothing to 
recount but mereies. In bodily health 1 am better 
than 1 ever ezjiected to be again, on tliis side Jordan. 
In soul, likewise, 1 trust 1 am a little invigorated. I 
could mourn to think what a poor dying creature I 
was, both in soul and body, whilst with you ; but that 
I do feel Jesus has done all things so well. It will be 
a season *to be much reineiiibered by me: it does yield 
peaceable fruits now, though, indeed, at the time it was 
not joyous; What an every-inoment miracle it is which 
keeps the little spark of grace olive amidst the oceans 
of corruption around ; that preserves the ncw*bom babe 
amidst the thousand various arrows of death which fly 



by day and by night» and tbreaten its destruetiuii. 
How very much endeared (we should imagine) must 
Jesus be to an old pilgrim, after having stood, by him 
in so many difficulties, supported him in so many trials, 
soothed him in so many sorrows, brought liim so often 
but of the mire and clay, led him tliroi^ph so many 
mysterious paths, and, above all, borne w'ith him in so 
many aggravated offences ; how very, very precious 
ought Jesus to be to r^tch a pilgrim I I would not veil 
a present want of love with the flattering hope of what 
my heart would feel in such a case ; I doubt not 1 have 
met with more than many of the oldest pilgrims liave 
met with, to knit my heart to the Lord, and it is my 
shame and grief that it is still so little his. Vet, though 
1 mourn over the loss of that ardour, that fervency, 
which marked the time of my first love, 1 hope I may 
say, every step 1 take increases my cof^tdcnce in my 
beloved Guide, and that quiet waiting upon him which 
I so much desire. Should he not see good to lead nie 
through many more paths in this waste howling w'il- 
demess, and greatly to increase my love towards him 
here, he W'ill lead me about Zion, and beside streams 
of living waters, and then I know my heart shall be 
full of love, and my mouth of praise. 
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LETTER XLni. 

To TB£ Sams. 

November UtA^ 1818. 

I F£AE you will be looking out for your* Sunday 

help: when will you, my beloved guter» consent to 
throw these crutches away ? Why should you distrust 
your Almighty helper ? I do believe a peculiar blessbg 
rested on your instructions, for you possess what is 
more valuable than eloquence, animation, or lively 
imaginatiou, even that sense of weakness in which 
the power of Christ is glorified. AVhy will you not 
bo content to glory in that wherein the chiefest 
Apostle gloried, even your infirmities? Have you 
not had many sweet and encouraging proofs that 
when you are weak, then are you strong? I am aware 
that these truths ore pleasanter in theory than in 
practice. We are proud, independent creatures, and 
would fain have a storehouse of our own, and not 
live as beggars and bankrupts all our days; but he 
who knows what is in man, kuows how necessary 
it is for huh that he should be kept daily waiting 
at the post of his gates, and be made deeply sensible 
that in him are hid aai. the treasures of wisdom and 
knowledge, and that from hie fulness, and his only, 
can we all receive grace for grace, favour heaped upon 
favour. Having ventured to give you these few hints, 

* She imd been hi the habit of sending a few retnacks on the 
iesiene repeated in the schools. 
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you ra\i8t tell me your opinioii» ami let me know if 1 
am atill to coutmue my little weekly asaistuuee. What 
true pleasure it gives me in any nray to lend a helping 
hand, and thus to have the honour and privilege of 
being a fellow-labourer iu feeding the lambs of my* 
beloved Shepherd, 1 trust 1 need not tell you. My 
only question is, " Am I in God’s stead ?” 1 cannot 
help fearing I have often stood in this place to you, 
and my poor, vain, weak heart lias been pleaseil, atid 
proud of being God’s rival. 


LETTER XLIV. 
To TH£ SaM£. 


Norember^ 1818. 

I AM, indeed, delighted to bear that your con- 
gregation increases. I believe there is no food more 
profitable for the aged poor tlian children’s food. Their 
minds, firom not having been at all nourished or exer- 
cised, have not grown with their bodies, and their in- 
tellects are far better calculated to digest what vre give 
to children, than the stronger meat which we are too 
apt to administer. I pray that all who hear yon may 
become little children in deed and in trotb. It is a 
glorious door of usefulness, my beloved sister, and one 
for which 1 doubt not you will eternally rejoice and 
give thanks ; and those who have heard 'you speak in 
weakness, and in fear and in much trembling, shall 
soon become your joy and crown of rejoicing. Though 



the treaaore is commlttefl unto ^ou in an earthen Tessel, 
whose weakness now causes you to mourn, yet ere long, 
you shall n^oice over it, and acknowledge that there 
w*BS no mistake, no want of wdsdoni in the choice and 
stmcture of the vessel; that it was the one exactly 
suited to the great Potter’s work, and well calculated to 
be the vehicle of the oil and gladness into the vessels 
which ho had afore prepared unto glory. 


LETTER XLV. 

To THE SaACE. 

1818. 

How much of heaven does it bring into the 

soul when, with the rejoicing saints there, we cau say, 
“ The Lord God Omnipotent reigneth.” To know 
that every event, even those which appear most con- 
trary, form necessary and important w'heels in the 
grand and mysterious afiairs of his government ; that 
he, whose counsels of old are faithfulness and truth, is 
King over senators, counsellors, and powers, and toms 
their consultations which way soever he pleaseth ; 
that the hearts of all are in his hand ; he can say to 
one, go, and he gocth, and to another come, and he 
cometh. Does the fun rage against the walls of Zion ? 
The Lord hath bidden him : it may be to arouse the 
slumberen, and call the soldiers to their watch-tower. 
Do schisms and divisions ra^e within her ^tes? It 
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U that it may be maile manifest who are the traitors 
that have crept in. Do her inhabitants faint in the 
streets? The Lord hath left them, that they may 
Imow their weakness, and that the jmw^er of Christ 
may be ike more glorified. If then, we have so wise, 
so tender a King, why are not continued hallelujahs 
heard in Zion ; why go her citisens mourning all the 
day long; wherefore look they so dismayed, so cast 
down ? Is it not that the blessed truth is but little 
believed, “ The Lord God Omnipotent reigneth ? ” The 
voice of dismal unbelief sounds tlurough her streets, 
“ The enemy reiguetfa, false brethren reigi^ my cor- 
ruptions reign.” I do in my own experience find 
this the secret spring of all my disquietude. SuffvTf 
my soul does, and must, from wounds and weakness ; 
but dejected and cast down it woald not be, were 
that truth more deeply impressed, that these very things 
are but servants of my King, .commissioned by him, 
that they will perform all his pleasure, and that that 
pleasure is to make me a partaker of his joy and glory. 
Well then may the children of Zion be called upon 
to rejoice in their King. 


LETTER XLVI. 


To R. R. 

F € , Novmb»% 1818. 

As we have the prospect of a frank, I shall be able to 
write to you. I have longed to assure you of my 



gratitude for all your liindness and patience towards 
me for so very long a time, a time in which 1 was a 
burden to i^yself, and therefore felt that I must be so 
to others ; to all except that precious Friend, who 
loveth at aXsL times, who has a place for us in his 
bosom at seasons when the bosom of hell appears 
too good for us; he loves to hear and sympa- 
thize in sorrows whioH would weary and disgust 
the tenderest of earthly friends ; he dresses with ten- 
derness and care wounds which would be loathsome 
to any other physician, and pours oil and wine into 
many which are unseen and unpitied by any other 
eye. 

Though labouring under a depression of spirits, of 
which you, I dare say, can form no idea ; though often 
only content to drag through the present day, from the 
hope that the next w^ouid be spent in heaven; or in 
moments when ray mind was yet more worn, only 
wishing tliat the clods of the valley might receive 
body and soul too for ever; yet even then was I 
enabled to feel, and oh that it may be my dying 
testimony to tlie best of guardians, the tenderest of 
friends, ^ Jesus doeth all things well.” In this season 
and by this little trial, 1 trust more of his name was 
proclaimed to me, more of his goodness caused to pass 
before me ; the strength and excellency of that power 
were displayed, by w'hich alone I am kept unto sal- 
vation ; the beauty of that patience and long-suifering 
was exhibited which no provocation can wear out, no 
wdxthlessness exhaust ; the strength of that love was 
manifested, which many waters of neglect and indif- 



ii8 

ference cannot quench ; the glorious majesty of that 
arm was more revealed to me, which could keep 
so bruised 'a reed from being utterly trampled under 
foot by the enemy, which could lift up my head in the 
most overwhelming hour, and enable me to say, ** Re- 
joice not against me, O mine enemy ; though I fall I 
shall arise, though I sit in darkness, the Lord shall 
be a light unto me.” I knoiS not that this my blessed 
confidenoe was overclouded for two minutes, for the 
Lord was my sun, as well as my sbicbl. Say then, 
bc1ove<l brother, liow inueh ought Jesus to he cMidearetl 
to me. No, you cannot say ; highest angels, tell if you 
can ; no, this is love you have never kiK»wn. iiever 
^tasted of ; here are depths of unscfirchahle riches which 
you cannot fathom. O that my heart did but mor<; 
feel it ! O that my life did but make more suitable 
returns ! 

I do indeed rejoice, 1 desire to be thank- 
ful on your behalf, that the lA)rd hatli enabled you 
to offer yourself, and aU you have, willingly, after 
this sort. May you feel yet more and more that all 
things, even this very willingness, cometh of God, 
and that of his own alone have yon given bun. To 
be fellow-workers with God in building up that Zion 
in which he will take his rest for ever, is no small 
honour ; and truly, those who lure engaged in so great 
and glorious a work, may well say to every other caU 
upon their time, thoughts and affections, ^1 cannot 
come down — why should the work cease, while 1 leave 
it, and come down to you ?" and though they send to 
us again and again after this- sort, were we duly ini- 
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])rcsse(l with the fi:Iory ai»d blessednoss of the work in 
which we arc engaged, we should answer them again 
and again, “ after the same manner/* May our daily 
and hoiu'fy concern be, what can I do more for the 
glory of Go<l, and the good of Zion ? Were this 
f]uestion ofteiKjr put to our great Employer^ 1 believe 
he would find us many fresh employnmuts, and we 
shouhl fill up more usefully many {mrtiuns of our time. 
1 am too apt to be my own chooser :md ap|)ointer of 
work, and having got into stated jobs, remain tolerably 
satisfied, w'ithout inquiring what more could he done, 
or what coidd ho done U*tfer* To arouse myself from 
this formal i^, this drowsiness in the wnrk, 1 have found 
it profitable to realize, at the close of the day, the setting 
in of that night when no man can work- 1 can then 
discover many neglected opportunities, which before I 
liad not seen — ^maiiy calls upon my most vigilant exer- 
tions, which 1 had not before heard — ^much ithrenliness 
in the work 1 had accomplished, which had not before 
struck me. Such meditations are painful, but they are 
profitable ; and oh, what a mercy to have these things 
discovered to us before the evening has indeed shut in 
— ^before the workman is called Jto the bar, to give an 
account of his labour! My manner of life has lately 
been very favourable for these inquiries — my departure 
from every place has been like the close of my day*s 
w'ork for that spot, — ^for those souls, for that part 4ft 
Zion ; and how much have I found to grieve and pain 
me at the close of these days! how much work left 
undone! bow much, yea, all, performed negligently! 
wliat. fruitless wishes to alter and amend ! . • • • There 
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is something to me exceedingly awful in Esok* iii. 1R| 
]9» &c. 1 was reading ^ a day or two since, and could 
scarcely have believed HOW guilty I was, and what so 
awfnl responsibility lay npon me, until l*had gone 
round, again and again in my mind my large oirole of 
relations, friends, and neighbours. Pray for me, my 
dear brother, that 1 may be more faithful, and enabled 
to ** dtliver my mmV* from the awful guilt which my 
cowardice brings upon it. 1 am frightened when I look 
at the ex])ression, deliver my Oh, if the least 

j(»t or tittle of the work were left to me ! But “ my 
Itedeemer is sirofifft the Lord of Hcutfs is his name ; 
he shall thoroughly^ plead niy cause atid my iniquity 
shall be sought for, and shall not Ik* frmud ; and riiy 
sins, and there shall be none. What words for a worm, - 
a heap of eins. Like me^ to take up ! Yet these orr, 
these mvsi be, my song all the day, if I would go on in 
the work of my God. These nerve the arm, encourage 
the fainting soul ; and every soldier who is enabled to 
war a good warfare, must confess that the joy of tlte 
Lord is his strength. 

Thank you much for the brief account of the many 
things which have taken place since I left you. I fear 
something like half a desire has for a moment crept in, 
to have been a sharer in some of your privileges and 
honours ; but, blessed be God, I am not much troubled 
^ith any thing in the shape of a wish. If ever confi- 
dence in a guide could he won by the most marked, un- 
varied wisdom, tenderness, and love, what confidence 
does not my guide deserve ; yet he who leads, must 
scatter this peaceful treasure in my path, or all the 
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stock wbich I have supposed 1 lAve gathered, in 
long walk with him, will in a moment vanish. 

• •••lam greatly distressed at your report of N 

It is a comfort to me to think that all you have given 
him wA as to the Lord, as to one of the household of 
faith ; thus, though apparently iU-bestowed on the indi- 
vidual, it is laid out on usury, and shall be restored 
a hundred -fold. How I should spurn such a sentence 
as that, were it not my Lord’s. Do you not think, from 
thi! fear of pharisaical poison, we debar ourselves of 
honey that is wrapped up in words like these ? 


LETTER XLVII. 
To F. M. R. 


Fthmary 19 ///, 1819 - 

Thank you for giving me matter of praise and prayer, 
by making me acquainted with the Lord’s dealings 
with you Indeed, I know not how to feel un- 

easy about you, whilst 1 hear One, in whom arc hid 
all the treasures of good and blessedness, saying, I 
will not turn away from her, from doing her good.” 
What can I ask for, what can I require more ? . . . . 
As to the danger of infsction, should I hear the voi^ 
o^ my Shepherd calling me that way, the danger 
would be no duiger to me, assured, that whatever 
were the issue, he must lead me by a right way. . . . . 
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When I see so mai^, even of the children of OchI 
shrinking from every thing ivhich appears like the 
key pf our prison, n.hat rich grace is that which has 
made us rid of all our fears, and given utf to trust 
and not be afraid. The first account you gav^ me of 

poor s alarm, made me feel something of a 

bitter spirit toward her« The chapter which came 
in turn was 2 Kings vi., and it w'as much brought 
home to me ; tlie conduct of Elisha towards his poor, 
fearful servant — no reproofs, no boastings, no 
tience — but prayer for him that he might see what 
he saw, and rejoice in it. 


LETTER XLVni. 
To THB Sams. 


March I6M, Ij&llh 

Dii not be alarmed by my date, by fancying I am 
agaui driven here fmr change of air: n<^ 1 ipould 
call upon you to join with me in praising our God 
fur all that he has done and k doing, for me. , When 
1 lay down last night, without a pain or ailnmiit in 
body, and free from any anaieiy car distress of mind, 
and recollected with what a l^rassed soul and inifferlug 
body 1 tossed to and fro on the same bed last year.^I 
did want every thii^ that hath breaidi. to adore my 
precious Guide, Guardian, Comforter . I d^ desire to 
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raise an altar to God, even God my exceeding: joy, 
and U> saerifiee unto him niy whole soul, body, and 
spirit: but .truly, when I would do good, evil is 
present with me. High and solemn is the work on 
which he hath sent mo hither; yet how much is there 
utterly loathsome in iny performance of it ! self-seek- 
ing, viiin-glory, anxiety to win souls to self, as w'ell as 
to iny Master; instead of a bumble “who hath made 
me to diifer ?** a self-applauding “ God, I tliank thee.”^ 
Ah, well ! it will but be tbe more to the praise of the 
glory of that'gracr, which can effectually work iu tlic 
midst of sncdi oceans of corniption ; and which shall 
make, yea, which Itas tmide, more than conqueror. • , • . 

hare l>e<»n taking a long country walk this evening. 
These bursting buds, rejoicing birds. Sec., do bring iny 
beloved F— y very much before me. Do you not 
find something very solemnizbg iu spring? I can 
meet with no one who can sympathize in these 
feelings ; all declare it to be exhilarating, animating, 
dissipating. I believe it is that I realize more the 
presence of God ; hie glory U displayed in the resur- 
rection of nature, while every little bud and dower 
says, “ The finger of God is here.'^ All bears testi- 
mony to his faithfulness and long-suffering. Again 
the fece of the world is to be renewed for the sake of 
his blood-booght people; again the earth is to yield 
her increase to Jezreeb and the sun m the firmament 
is commissioned to give more light to favour the 
dressm of his vineyalrd. All seems to say, what 
manner of ]person8 ought ye to be ? and reproachfully 
to *add) bttt Jittch ye are not Periiaps, too, there is 

o2 
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ibr nj' omi mitmMinn; « 
wttw MMnwUoii «Mi Cbmt ia ifarh now, micl that 
WfMfJ itwirrat^un in bit perfiHSt likmefif hm^Aftori 
w|m thli wisak and <«rnt|itli>le Mvd dhaJI bt* raiM*ii In 
|k6«vr aiul itict»rru|ftiou« 


LETTEB XLIX- 

* 

To THE Same. 

r €, September 29M, 18 1 ft. 

I 1)0 feel ashamed and overwhelmed as I ait down 
to tell you of the Lord’s mercies towards me ; and 
scarcely can I iHdieve that such showers of them 
have been bestowed on a heart which remains fM> 
barren and unfruitful. Dear, precious Lord! how 
does he labour, as it were, to draw me with cords of 
strongest love, while 1 keep following after many 
lovers ! When I was dictating to him that I deserved 
nothing but to be h^wned upon, rejected, turned out 
of the vineyarrl, he has caoseid some of his most cheer- 
ing rays to break forth upon me, revived me, and given 
me to follow hard after him, inquiring if he will 
once again employ me, whilst he makes me more wil- 
ling to sit still, if it be his pleasure. I hope I feel 
something of a return of life in my soul, something 
. more than the mere pulse of natural feeling and exci- 
tation, though, doubtless, it is much mixed. You will 
guess by whom this season of refreshing from the pre- 



sence dT the Lord eaaie» bj one Krho liveaiii the secret 
of his pivilton^ who leans upon die bosom of his be- 
loved Lord« our dear friend, Mr. S— *. When we 
meet, in whichever world it be, I may tell you of the 

crowds of mercies manifested at this time The 

blessing has, I hope, been much sweetened to me, while 
the hand which was pierced t6*be filled with gifts for 
the rebellious, was thus evidently displayed . . • • We 

found dear Mr. S 1 with his mouth fiUed with 

praise, even the high praises of our God. He gave us 
the whole account of the Lord’s dealings w*ith him, 
bursting forth at every interval, “He’s very good: I 
used to think him very kind wdien he afforded me help 
in the ministry, but 1 have known a tliousand times 
more of his kindness since he laid me by : we don’t 
know wrhat a good God wc have till we have tried 
him. How very sweet those trials, which bring us 
better acquainted with our dear Lord ! how delightfiil 
to feel we are nothing, can do nothing ; to be brought 
to rest simply upon the finished work. I must say, to 
his praise, that he has given me a great deal of heaven 
upon earth ; and when I was unable to read, write, or 
converse, and could but lie upon the sibfa, he gave me a 
sweet peace, an unruffled state o&soul ; in quietness.and 
confidence is our strength. I conceive the happiness 
of the Christian to consist much in^teting the Lord 
in his providences, desiring that tlie Lord may make us 
perfect in every good work* to do his will, and td work . 
in us that which, is well pleasing in sights then we 

must love and admire every thing we meet with.^ I 
asked him about his sermons ; — ^the text, « To me to 
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live » Christy” &c. he seemed to be once more in his 
pulpit as be told us a little about it “ To live is Christ ! 
as if the apostle saw every thin^ swallowtKl up in that ; 
joy or g^rief, or whatever he met with, it was all Christ, 
and Christ in all : and oh with W'hat" pleasure did 
1 look u|>on my people ! The Lord has given me 
such great encouragement. I thought, he has done 
much for mj children, and will he not take care of 
thestf, many of whom are his own childreu? Oh 
yes! ifs a sweet life! He’s so good! I arar sure I 
have reason to speak well of him*” He sjioke very 
earnestly on the privileges of the miuistry — ^the glo- 
rious calliug of being mouth to the Lord — standing 
ever near him to know his wiD, beginning that liea\'on 
upon earth, descrilied in the emphatic words his aer- 
vantb «errf him: many vessels useful and honour- 
able in a nobleman’s h<»use, some more immediately for 
his own use ; so ministers are fitted for the Masta^s 
use: we have need to take shame that we are so 
little what we ought to be, but, indeed, it is a 
glorious office ! others take prayer, praise, the Woi^ of 
God, &e, at stated seasons ; we line in these things, Sec. 
I took the «»ther side of the question, spoke of magis- 
trates, Sec. &c«; he said there was a use for every 
member of the body, and brought forward the sweet 
promises for dirlHion, &c. he**, he waited four years 
mting upon the promise, ** He shafi bring fortli fruit 
tit AtV season.” 



LETTElt L. 

To THE Samt;. 

W r, Oe(.2Ut, 1819. 

.... Dearest F ^y, this is the last Any of my twenty- 

third year ! My heart seems to bleed in every jiart, when 
1 think what I have been, what I should have Seen ; 
a plant so wonderfully brought out of Ejgypt, so merei- 
fnlly hedged in, so tenderly watered! Alas I how often 
has niy Beloved lieeii disnp|Kiiuted of his pleasant fruit! 
Truljf all b not pleasant fruit to him whieh appears 
fruit ; wild grapes bear much resemblance to the true, 
but are jioisonous ; and wdiilst £i>hraiin brings forth 
fruit ybr himself, he is considered ns an empty vine. But 
I dare not tell you what I am, wdiat I have been, 
you should construe my confessions into Immility. Only 
pray for me, that I may be deeply humbletl before my 
God, and lie in dust and ashes at tlie foot of Calvary. 
Sinai does not move me ; if ever f am brought to 
mourn in sincerity, if ever to inquire earnestly what 
my Lord would have me to do,- it must be when 1 can 
behold him as my God, dying for me. What trea- 
sures ought years, days, and hours to be to us, when 
consider for what pui^se they are bestowed— that 
we may give a helping hand in building up that city,^ 
in wliich the Lord will delight to dwell iS9r. dt'er ; in 
growing in conformity to the image of the altogether 
lovely One ; in becoming vessds meet for tibe ipreat 
Master’s use; in treading in the blessed footsteps of 
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One whom angels cannbt follow. Oh, that H niaj 
be indeed a new year to me ! To wiU (thanks be ^ 
to the ever blessed Spirit) is present with me* But 
why do I speak of a year ? 1 would desire to enter 
on each day, each hour, as though I had but that day, 
that hour, ^remaining of my span. Yon who know 
not all the causes for mourning, and who see some of 
the^very many for praise and thanksgiving, will, 1 
trust, endeavour to give oiy God some of that tribute 
of praise which he so very justly deserves, for what he 
has been to me for three aud twenty years. 


LETTER LL 
To THE Same. 

W r, OcL2Sthy 1819. ‘ 

1 DID not dare to Hatter myself you would remember 
the 22nd! I do thank you for your prayers and 
praises. I do believe my God smelled a sweet savour, 
and emptied out the censer in blessings upon me. 
To live in him, to him, for him, seemed the upper- 
most desire of my soul, though there were and are 
many vile^ rebellious desiife to keep under. Howi 
unspeakable a mercy, that the day which gave me 
birth itr one on which I, my beloved friends, yea, my 
God can rejoice; when of such millions it will be 
said through eternity, ** Good were it for that man if 
hA had itaeer been (omr* I have not been on such a 
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smooth sea an tlus day for some years ; but who can 
tell what rocks and quicksands may be near ? Who ? 
my Pilot can, and he has pledged his all to conroy me 
safely into the haven where I would be. 


LETTER LII. 

To THE Same. 

W r, iVbif. 29th, 1819. 

1 CANNOT help fearing my too kind sister may be 
suffering something like uneasiness about mo, when 
there is indeed cause for nothing but praise. I have 

got the hooping-cough, but very fn\ oiu*Hbly And 

now what shall I say of my liouvenly Physician,- my 
Nurse, my Friend ? Oil, how' tenderly docs he sym- 
Jipthize in pains w'hich others know^ not of ; how gra- 
ciously docs he alleviate sufferings whose * extent is 
little suspected by others! how unceasingly does he 
keep watch at night, when others are weary of you 
and can watch no longer ! How truly in this dispen- 
sation, as in every thing, does he do all things well ! 
We had been saying but a day or two before the 
cough came on, that my path did not appear quite 
plain, whether I ought to kbour within doors or 
without. He has now been pleased to make it very 
plain ; and how can I thank him as 1 ought, l^hat he 
hais in both places prepared work for mel Whath 
privilege is it, that whilst I am 4^ting within die 
narrow compass of tlie^alls of my little snug room,. 

0 3 



wearj an4 a wearitieM) uiukble to lift up mj voice for 
my dear Master, he 'will yet vouchsafe to employ me in 
a work* vrhich he giTcs mo to hope shall speak for him 
when I am singing his praises above, and which shall 
call others into his service, when my day for labour 
shall have shot in. Blessed he his name, I can at all 
tiinea feel this mercy and rejoice in this hope, though 
there are seasons erheii I c<iuld almost say, T have spent 
my strength in vain and for nought ; but I know this 
is ungrateful, and a device of Satan. .... 

.... 1 trust I do feel more pleasantly weaned from 
every earthly tie, more tbirstiug for nearer and fuller 
communion with iny infallible Counsellor, than ever 1 
fVdid before. I ani almost afraid, that if it should please 
^^^bod to allow rne.i to take a few more stejw in this 
waste howling wilderness with you, I should again 
find that ' th^e are streams of which I can drink 
. without any taste of bitter hevbs. But my Jesus urjll 
do all tlfiiigs well ; if it would he injurious to me, he; 
will not sufier it. He cannot turn away from me from 
doing me good. Perhaps he will not suffer os to see 
each other again, until every iufecdous taint of sin be 
wiped away for ever. 

I do rejoice and give thanks for the pleasant pros- 
pects now before you. Oh, may you love and sene 
more aind more your gracious Guide ; may every gift, 
every blessing, serve only to constrain your hearts 
more ajsd m^ unto him and his service. 

* Anadpiog to Scriptuie Stories, which she was then preparing^ 
: -Iptf ItabtioaSon. 
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LETTER LIU. 

To THE SaHE. 

IF— r, December ^thy 1819. 
HAFPlLr^ 1 liad not beard of your little darlings 
ere 1 received your letter, which, through 
the tender mercy of our God, brought balm for the 
wound. 1 hope and think tluit it i^Hdt my partia- 
lity which gives me to believe that yof^' dear children 
are tlie Lord’s peculiar treasure, and that w'hether 
he take them very, very eaidy in the morning, or 
leave them in the vineyard until the “ even be come,” 
they shall be Ins servants, anti do his clear work. 
Ah ! in what a moment might the precious little love 
have been enabled to do the will of her Father in 
heaven bettor than the most, holy, the most devoted 
saint can do it here! Whilst we bind the Lord to 
his promises in that way in which he haS' pledged 
himself that he will be bound, w'hilst, w'ith a holy 
violence, wo constrain him to lay his bonds upon 
the dear little ones, bless ^era, and make them his own 
for ever : when we have done this, may we be enabled 
to leave the rest to him, to let him choose in which 
world they shall serve him, to let him ^^ide whether 
we shall keep the loan a day or a year, and be wiL 
ling that our loved ones shouUl rest in hia boson at that 
moment .frihen it shall be meet for his glory. ” Writing 
thus on-^l^iuidi a subject, how sweet is it to be able 
to add, ^:Tho things which are mqpossfole'with men, , 
ore possible with*God.” 

' . o 4 



132 


.... My cough is now decided hooping-cough • . • • 
remember,^ there is nothic^ of inflaminatioii, nor one 
alarming igrinptom. Only daily and hourly retnem- 
brances of a fact which we too dhm forget» that 
there is but the breath in one^s nostrils between us 
and eternal realittes. 1 hope yiews of eternity have 
been brought nearer to mo ; I hope I have been 
more clinging unto Jesus. Truly, truly he is all 
iny salvation, and idl my hope. We may plume our- 
selves upon our aeal, our gifts, our graces before 
men, hut these .drop off and fade away, when we 
toalism entering into the immediate presence of our 
<h)d. No;^coyeriiig but the true wedding garment, 

** the Lord r^hteousness,^ can give the soul quiet 
or ; jpy in this anticipation. I do hope the Lord 
will give me to wuh, not so much to get rid of the 
chastisement, as of that for which 1 have forced 
him unwillingly to chasten. I want to hear every word 
that the rod has to say ; I hope I have heard a little ; 
it tells m of a slumberii^ soul to be aw^ned, 
of a loitering soul to be pressed on, of a straying 
soul to be brought back, of idols to he thrown down, 
of an earthly heart to be purified, and of a too des- 
potic, too powerful self to be dethroned. Oh, when 
I hear what^^t has <to say, I wonder not that it is 
raised against me, hut I wonder that its strokes are 
not millions of times heavier, and I seem to say, ' 
Lord, surely thou must never again remove thy rod, 
if . thou wouldest make thy child partsker of thy holi- 
ness. But indeed I can scarcely call it a rod ; no, it is 
a scourge made of the cords of love, tnd while he uses 
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H, I do but cling more clos^y to him, and see more 
of the reconciled, the loving Father in him. It is 
so fweet to rest in him and on him, when every 
other prop gives way. 


LETTER Liy. 

To R* R. AKD F. M. R. 

W r, December 14^4, 1819. 

JuBOTNO from myself, I ' cannot help thinking my too 
kind brother and sister will be wanting to hear how 1 
am ; and feeling, as 1 do, really better to-day, it is wiUi 
pleasure I hasten to communicate wliat 1 know will 
give them pLeasure. The jvorst certainly vras not over . 
when I wrote before ; but w’hilit 1 found un^peahM^ 
much which needed purging from my soul, and that 
'Spirit which maketh intercession according to the will 
of God, crying out within me for a riddance from my 
burden, I own I did not expect that my precious Refiner 
could, in very faith/ulnees, give me s6 speedy a release 
from my little sufferings; nay, I could almost have dic- 
tated to him to heat the furnace one seven times bottar 
than before. Though nature shrunk, yet the blessed 
Spirit within me did make me open my mouth, and 
pant for a conformity to my dear, dear Lord, in what- 
ever way it might be brought about. Oh, <Rd we 
know our true blessedness, our true privileges, we 
should not seek ease, wo should not seek freedom from 
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sorrow ; we sliouU be covetous of any thing lUlMi every 
thing which drew a veil over present things ^ and 
rent asunder that which conceals eternal glories and 
realities from our view. We should be ambitious of 
walking in the footstejis of our beloved husband, who 
was emphatically called, man of sorrows;*' we 
should dread flowery meads, and pleasant resting- 
places, and hail the stormy wind and tempest which 
makes us hasten on our way Zionwards, and press to- 
wards our only true rest. .... 1 do assure you I 
think myself much better, and am beginning to say, 
« I shall not die, but. live to declare the works of 
the Lord.** What an immense privilege dc^es this ap- 
pear, when the time seetus to be expired in which out* 
may do it ! ... • 


LETTER LV. 

To F. M. U. 

r, December 21sj!^ 1811). 

As I have iiiteUigeuce to communicate which will, I 
know, be pleasing to my precious sister, 1 will not de- 
lay one post. 1 may tell you, with thankfulness, that I 
am all but welL .... 1 bad the great delight of teach- 
ing a large daas last Sunday, and am lookmg forward 
to a feast at the table of my precious Healer on Sunday. 
I do hope his tenderest mercies arc vouchsafed in order 
to soften the hardest of hearts. I can say 1 do detest 
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and abhor myself moroiiuin ever s and when I catch a 
little glimpse of what my God has been and is to me, 
I am nearly overwhelmed with' the sight of the returns 
I have made Ihtad am making* Ah, we shall iWeerf be 
changed, when we can liavo all the love of our God 
revealed to us, a clear view of our jon|!iiey through 
the wilderness, and yet sorrow ing and sighing be far 
away ! when we shall, in open vision, follow the Ijamb 
we have slain, and have no t^^af upon our eyes; nay, 
when we can look with joy and thanksgiving upon the 
immeiisitv of our accounts in the Lord’s book, as that 
which magnifies the riches of his pardoning graoe and 
love. Prom the hattlenients of heaven we may look 
with complacency upon the heaps of the slain, and see 
glory and honour accruing to our glorious Captain, in 
proportion as the enemy has been numerous and power- 
ful. Thus shall God in ail things be glorified through 
Jesus Christ.” I read in a work of Brooks ‘‘that 
which w^e pay most dearly for, we generally set the 
highest value upon, and prise proportionably ; may we 
not then conclude that the greater sinners are the moat 
precious of Christ’s jewels ?” It is a very sweet thought 
for poor me. Sorely none can have cost him so much, 
for none can he have suffered such agomes of soul! 
Oh that out of the fulness of his love to me, he may 
shed abroad more and more love to him, in my heart, 
by the Holy Ghost ! 
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LETTER LVr. 

To THS BaJIIE. 

w r, Dee. 2Sihr 1819- 

Mt beloTe<i*8ister, I want to be thinking rightly 
of me next week, that you may know something of my 
wants, and be able toi^ear them to him who is able and 
willing to fdheve. .... 1 had no rest in my spirit till I 
had accepted the invitatioh ; I felt as if 1 were turning 
aside from the cross^when there might be something to 
be done for Him who bore so heavy a one for me. Oh 
may my Cbd forbid’ that 1 should ever do this ! May 
he hedge up every gup, and pierce me with thorns, 
when I would force my way through I But you will, I 
know, remember the vilest fellow labourer in the vine- 
yard, under ratlier a hot sun, with a weakly soul and 
body. I liad thought to jiartoke, with a large comjMiny 
of brothers and sisters, this day, of food which angels 
never tasted, at the King’s table. But how often have 
I found, to my unspeakable mercy, that my God’s 
thoughts are not my thoughts, and I cannot ^^uestion 
its being so in this instance. I have had a return of 
my severe attacks, but my precious Physician has 
again vouchsafed a peculiar blessing.to the means. .... 
I know not when, I have felt less alone than to-day. 
It fe a mercy to be firreedy as k were, into the r^lities 
of another world, to be stripped of idle creature, and 
compelled to live upon the Creator. Shut out feom the 
voice of man, I catch the sound of the .angdlic choir ; 
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deprived of every brother and riiter, I am enabled in a 
very small degree to realize the value of that Friend 
ivho stickcth closer th£m a brodier. Yet have I not 
that sensible comfort and communion with him which 

■s 

I have known in months that are post. It is more of a 
feeling after ^hinii if haply I may find him such as I 
then found him. Blessed be he who seals assurance on 
the hearts of his people— I do know him to be mine ; I 
can call him Immanuel^ even when I feel not the 
comfort of it ; yea, 1 would bless him that I do not 
always feel it ; he knows when to administer, and when 
to withhold cordials; and I hope I desire to have that 
withl^ld, however pkamnt and exhilarating, w'hich I 
might make my strength and support in the place of 
Jesus. The present state of my soul is a quiet con- 
fidence rather than a lively joy. Oh, my beloved 
sister, how wonderful, that one moment of quietness* 
one ray of confidence, should have forced its way into 
such a soul! The Ixxxvth Psalm, how wonderfully 
sweet! " Thou hasi forgiven, thou dust covered, thou 
dost taken away,** &c. &c. That work must be efinishedy 
complete work, on which a trembling soul will venture, 
to rest. It would not satisfy me if any part of it re- 
mained to be done. 1 might fancy a thousand hin- 
drances, and be like the dove on the unsettled wateks. 
But the ark is finished, redemption’s work is com- 
pleted! here I find rest to the sole of my foot. 
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LETTER LVII. 


To R, R. AND F. M, 

W- February 9i^ 1826* 

Thank you for your unremitted and most peculiar 
forwardness ever to gpve me pleasure a.nd to g^ratify 
me. May He, wbo statids ever ready to bless luid give 
peac*e unto his people, restore a hundred fold into your 
bosoms! Dr. H.— *8 letter is calculated to be a very 
profitable one; since, to my eyes at least, the Lord 
seems to have stamped upon in capital letters, 

** Cease ye from man.” 1 may be wrong, but I dc» see 
in it an arrogancy and a weakness of argument, sweetly 
calculated to remind us, that the treasure by which, I 
trust, our God lias at times enriched us, is placed in an 
earthem vessel, and that a weak, polluted one ; that the 
, excdiency of the power, the wisdom, and the grace 
Gometh from above ; and that the man is still a man in 
bimself, less than nothing, and vanity. If the Israel of 
.God are to be separated from unbelievers in those 
yood iAmys in which unbeli^rs will outwardly unite 
with them ; if the tares are to be polled up note, how 
many precious roots of wheat will he plucked up with 
them. Our churches, our meetings, our public build- 
ings for charitable purposes, all, all must be forsaken, 
fied from, by us ; then must we needs go out of the 
world, and we must leave the unbeliever to boast, the 
world is twra. But as far as I can seiBi this is not the 
mind, imd will of our Gk>d, " 1 pray not that thou 
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ohouldest take them out of the world, hut that thou 
fihoultiest keep them from the evil.” Wheu 1 see him 
choosi^ Cyrwt to fulfil all bis pleasure, yea, Iminy 
a Cyrus who did not know him, as an instrument in 
rebuilding a city, where he would delight to dwell ; 
when I see him employing even a Judas to cast out 
devils, and spread abroad the savour of his name ; 1 
dare, not pretend to be more nice than my all-perfect 
Lord ; I dare not cavil at nor reject any instrument of 
which he may see good to make use, however vile it 
may he. 1 dare not say that is too defiled for my hands 
to touch, which I plainly perceive him to he holding in 
his, nay, rather would I triumph in tlie wonder-working 
hand of my God, who thus turns tlie heart of stone as 
rivers of water, whithersoever he will, for the refresh- 
ment of his Zion ; and will glorify himself in the base 
aiid refuse things of the world, that no flesh diould 
glory in hts presence. Gladly would I place the ark of 
my God oil the very beasts that perish; gladly would 
1 see . it borne by << milch kine,” could I perceive his 
over-ruling hand upon them, guiding them to his 
Isi^Biel. However defeoti%*e as a body the Bible Society 
may be, yet when I watch its. lovely progress, when 
I see it bearing the choicest tieasorcs, turning nesidier 
to the right hand nor to the left; when I hear the 
rejoicing of the people, as the treasure draws nigh them, 
behold the incense of praise ascending to our God, 
as the treasures conveyed are unfolded to them ; when I 
follow the enriched Betfashemites into a heavenly inheri- 
tance, and hear them swell the ^and chorus above ; when 
I behold this, and frr, far more, with my whole heart 
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and gonl I murt love the Bible Society, and whoever 
meeits me on that grcnitid la, on raAT ground, a fellow 
labd^r, a soid to whom tn Iftta undertaking I can from 
my heart say, I wish you good luck in the nam? of the 
Lord* I would shun a Cerinthus in places xt pleasure 
or amusement, but were* 1 to see a Cerintbus etidea* 
Touring to save the life of a fellow-creature, and greatly 
needing assistance in his benevolent design, may«God 
ever preserve me from that bigotry, that narrowness of 

heart, , which would tempt me to fly from him 

Strange also are bis objections against collecting money, 
and to me they savour strongly of that temptation of 
Satan, ^If thou be the Son of God, command that 
these stones be made bread* How missions are to be 
carried on with " no money in the present day, I see 
not, nor do I care to see, when I hear my God conde- 
scending to make use of this means for the encourage- 
ment of his 2 Son, declaring that the silver and the gold 
are his, that the gain of the whole earth shall be con- 
seerated to him ; when 1 see him choosing the merchan- 
dize and the hire of the harlot Tyre, to be holiness 
unto him, for them that dwell before him * (Isaiah 
xziiL IS.) And though, when the Sun of righteousness 
had scarcely lisen above ihe horizon, the rays of ligte 
were partial, and the seed was only to be sown where 
these rays rested to hhurish and invigorate them ; yet 
now, blessed be his power and grace, he is beginning 
to shine in fiill resplend^ce. 1 bear him say that his 
glorious beams shall e 6 Ter the -earth. Not a country, 
city or village is excluded'; att the ends of the earth 
shall see the 8alvati0i!i of our. God. Well may the 



■ ' 

labourer go forth in hopa and joy^.for not one spot call 
he be in tvhere his Lord come, whera he has 

not solemnlif engaged to follow. As to waiting to know 
to whom to go, I shoidd call him an idle, backward 
sen'ant, who stood loitering further directions, after 
his master has said, << Preach the gospel to entry prea* 
ture.” 


LETTER LVIIL . 

’ To F. M. R. 

Ip—r, Fdtruary^ 1820 . 

I KNOW^ you must be very busy» my beloved F— y, 
and therefore I will tiy not to expect to hear from you, 
and wiU g^ve my naughty hankering heart a little 
every >day, as it sinks st the sight of an empty* 
handed postman. , I have been thinking much of you 
ill your new undertakings in the schools, and proudly 
and foolishly longing to bear some of your burdens 
for you, though 1 have him to aj^ly to on your behalf, 
who can and will sustain you under ev^ one, and 
who knows, to half a grain, what it is right, neejiy, 
and good for you to bear, and will not add there^, 
nor diminish therefrom. Whilst I hear you complain- 
ing of weakness and inability, I feel as sure that you 
must hold on and hold out, as that there are strength 
and ability in the high and lofty One who inhabiteth 
eternity. When I see n dear RtUe child attempting 
to carry a heavy weight, unoonsciojui of its weakness, 
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ttosoUeitouft of assislaitkee« I tremble for it ; I feel hurt 
for tbe dismpfioiDtmenW fibould it not be able to more it ; 
I tremble Tor tlie eafety of tbe child, should it hare 
sufficient strenirth to lift it op* lest it shoiilcT injure the 
little self-sufficient, eroature. But when I see a child 
seposible of its inability to liear a burden^ calling upon a 
mosf indulgent, tender parent for help ; when I sei* 
that parent hastening its relief, hearing all the weight 
and tnconrenteiioe, and only suDering his helov«td little 
one to make a show, 1 am satisfied, 1 am happy. In 

ixiy F - — y I see the latter dear child, hihI I forget to 

fear and suffer for her. 

.... What a mercy is it that chanet; cannot find one 
crevice by which it may enter into our world. We 
pur{K>se leaving this dear place about the lltb oj* l*4th, 
having been here four months 1 and truly they are 
'months to be much remembered by me. Though rey body 
has undergone more aetual suffering than it has often 
been called to bear, my sou! has enjoyeil a more than 
proportionable peace and teanquillity. llicse are the 
cdiaracteristics of my. late enjoyments; few outward 
means of grace, little fellowship and conununion with 
fellow travellers, few pecolisrly lively /.frames and 
feelings ; but a quiet enjoymeui of my tseasure, ainreet 
li^g out of the world ; and truly I can witness that 
the Lord does cause hk peopk to iilhiiwit suAslofice.* 
it will bear leaning upon, searohtikg into* He has been 
.to me just what my worn-out mind and :body seemed to 
went, a r^ng and a Aidil^-plaoe$ J(4688ed ^ his 
home, I trust both ore greatly" invigorated ; bat he 
does not keep a show regiment p when h(a j^vea strength. 
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he will caQ tipoh us to endui:<e hardness. I am expecting 
it ; may J bo kept leaning upon hljn» and the storm will 
sink into a calm. 

Does R— — remember dear Mr. S— t on « In 
the year that King ’Uxziah%/iod7’ I have so thought 
of it. It seems so to- magnify the privileges of the 
inhabitants of Zion. Beh<ild their King liveth, and is 
alive for tvenncire / and hov sweet is it at, such times 
as these to renieinl>er> that he is in one sense^ ** King of 
all the eartli,” reigning and ruling for bk people ; trnly 
they may be glad thereof. The heart of our earthly 
king is in his hand, and he turueth it as shall be for his 
glory ill the good of Zion. Blessed are the people 
that are in such a case ! 


LETTER LIX. 

To THE Sams. 

jp e, February 2\sty 182t>. 

.... BlesiIsd be that tender, Joriiig hand, which hath 
drawnareil over the next momeait I do rejoice to 
hear of all your mer^s, and could desire to feel as 
you do» so earnest a . longing to praise and love the 
Giver. What is thk:y;ery longing, my beloved skteer, 
bid a heart made so deeply sensible of mercies, that no 
retoms- caa sense of what it owes. 1 should 

^think little ^ the gratitude of that soul which would 
co&ti^i^. ynih what it feels for mereies received ; 
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i Mmn aUbt «m ^M-comingi, it 
toi >a0 ufon every Affig diat ibaA.bettth to 
fnue IM l^Mcd }' tfhkii iindt dl ^ fittlo^ too poor, to 
pay ihe immenie. defat, and eternity too ihort a span 
m i^uoh to dedm it. !>• not question the ski)] and 
knowledge of joiir good Phvsician, he knows well what 
cordials he may administer, and much as his heart de« 
lights in blessing^ he will not allow you one comfort or 
msrBj more than he sees will be safe. When the bitter 
drau^t is required, however unwilling, be assured he 
wiU administer it. 


LETTER LX. 

To R. R. A»i> F. M, R. 

ilforcA 7fA, 1820. 

Mr loved brother and sister! hall ye that are higMy 
favonred of the Lord, for of a ti^h the Lord js with 
you, and is most abundantly blessing you. How care<^ 
fully does he watch over you, lest his merely should 
become your snares and your miseries* My nat^ghty 
heart is terribly tom, p^haps more fw you, my beloved 
F— -y, than for your sweet li^ girl, though I have 
been pieturing to mysrif the bqd^y st^iiii|{jp of the 
latter till my eyes are very weak. As for her most 
precious happy soul, 1 do assure yo^ without jpartiaih^ r 
or flattery, 1 have, not the sJkadow qf a It is 

robbing our glprums Gmqueror of his spoHi^ if we taJm:.,. 
from him the babes of his owW chUdreiii ^ iSloiiid thm 



bo lUi ele^i itibiuber of theso> his very faithfulne$9 
Oittk lead us to coDcluii^ those shall be found 
thdhi for whom he has pot it into the hearts of his 
people to inahe intorcessioii. Yes, if y<mr little Fanny 
Helen Is to he taken at this time, I feel astttred 
thiit there i* a place in the spiritual temple, which sbc« 
will fill now, better than she could at auy fature 
moment. If she is to live, surely it is that she may 
declare the works of the I^rd. How sweet will it be 
ro udl her of the many times when there was appa* 
reiitlv but a step between her and death! ami* of '1^ 
wonder-working Physician! This momh^ weaasemr 
bleJ arcmnil a mercy seat, and you and yours formed 
the diief subject of our supplicatibos. What a haj^y, 
what an alone happy s|)ot is a mercy teat at swh 
seasons ! ' Nothing but a covenant of grace and love, a 
cavenant well ordered in all things and sure, around it ! 
I fear I too much long to be with you, but all this is 
rightly ordered. I leave you only to go to my God on 
youi* behalf. . ‘ 


LETTER LXL 

I Ain tiot sorry if I ever ajf^nded you by my fears, since 
it has loused ytm odee more to me* • * . . t . can- 

not indeed attiy that I am ofi^i^of yohr getting tbo hig^h 
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fA MoutlA Fts^ilttie iotne l>fe$sed pi%nm«, who 
have advanced far, farhevond me, on whom the §un 
o£ llightcousneBs is shinmg more powerfully^ and who 
are,''4lierefore, enabled to reflect more light and warmth 
on their fellow pilgrims, and who, (whilst too many 
seem to discern little beside the sons of Anak, lose 
sight of their aS^nqueriug Cajitain, and are in their 
own sight but as a company of ^asshop{>ers} keep their 
eye £bced on the Finisher of tlieir faith ; on him in 
whom, even now, they are more than conquerors, and 
boldly say, « we are tveU able to oviTcorae.” 1 long to 
stand where they stand, and to hear the l#ord pass by, 
and proclaim his wondrous name; I long to conipre* 
head with them the immeusurahle love of ImTuanucL I 
feel assured that those are they who give glory to God, 
who build up the walls of Zion. If with sueb yoa 
associate 1 would say, wish you good luck in the 
name, of the Lord ;* I would pray tlmt you may drink 
into jiieir spirit,' walk iii their steps. What 1 dread for. 

' myseh^ for you, and all who are dear to me^ is, that 
spirit of controversy, which seems at this day to run 
hi^ in many of the uihabitants of Zion. Whmi V— 
spdee in a letter to you of the laws of eon^oversy^ it 
appeared to me to savour sadly of Egypt, and to have 
no part in a city, of which ** the Lord is the lawgiver.*’ 
I And in my own heart so frightful a tendency to a 
. party spirit, such a wre|cdied inclination to tfoipfse one 
'' of little oflC9^^8aeh itching ears for "fSMfliah ques*. 
ilons, contentions, striyh^ about the law, tit* foc» foe*, 



which are unpohtable aiid>am,^iihat;l do dmd every 
thing for myself or others^ which may tend to nourish 
these poisonous weeds, these roots of bitterness, and 
beguile oitr minds from the simplicity which is in Christ. 
It is, indeed, sweet and blessed to walk with those pil- 
grims who can make melody with us as we sing the 
songs of Zion ; it is sweet to be enabled to bear with 
meekness and patience any discordant notes from other 
pilgrims, whilst the subsUinee of things hoped for, 
brings to us that day, when the harmony of hearts and 
voices shall be as the sound of many waters, blendmg 
in one and the same precious song for ever and ever. 
The former blessedness I have indeed enjoyed with 
you and iny*l>eloved F«~.>y; the latter, 1 hope and . 
prny to onjoy daily more and more, in proportion aa, 
that love is shed abroad in my heart, which suffereth 
long, and is kind; which vaurUeth not itself, b not 
puffed up, doth not behave itself unseemly, seeketh 
not her own,” &c. &c* You would hardly felieve how 
awfully I stand dn need of this; how what I have 
considered a^ darkness or error in any one, on some 
favourite point, has given roe a sort of license to let iby 
love wax cold, to slight their opinion on every other 
subject, and to say in my heart, stand by, for I aid 
wiser than thou. I have ofren though^ never wm ' 
tibree heads more exactly in unispn on earth than ours ; 
but yon must shut out your Helen when your hearts 
would melody. Whilst you can trulysay, worthy 
is the liaaib to receive atl glory, and honour, and blessr \ 
^<^3kilft you can sincerely « By the grace of 

H a: . 







■God I am wllai 1 w asgf h^art would make some 
reserve for its own praiso and ^lory, and say* by my 
own wisdom, diligence, &c. I am pariijjf what I 
am. . Buf eoftiessioiis nuule to man gratify a lieart that 
' wonld fain be thought humble; soon, very soon^ heart 
and voice will indeed he in tune, and who then ought 
louder to sing than we • I hope you do now believe 
that your |iooi* sister is in want of verjjf, very much ; 
and that y<m do not forget me when you nnike 
petitions for tlie needy at a merey seat ; neither you nor 
yours are forg(H.teii by yowp most grateful and attached 
Sister. 



LETTERS 


B. S. P. AND O. A. P., 

HER TVO TOITNGEST St8T£RSt IN WHOSE EDUCATIOX 
AND SPIRTTCAL WELFARE SHE HAD TAKEN I'BK 
DEEPEST INTEREST. 


LETTER L 

To E. S. P. AND O. A. P. 

F j», July 1817- 

Most gladly do I toke j^e first opportnmty of ^ioiiriiig 
out my long burtUcned heart to my. two ever deiurest 
sisters. It seems months since I s|K>ke to you of those 
preciQUB truths which 1 trust are far sweeter to us 
than honey or the honeycomb; but when my imughty 
rebellious heart would sometimes raise the heavy sigl^ 
truly , it is . quickly succeeded by the voice of joy and 
thabk^ring, whilst our cterual hallelujahs seem to ' 
sw^- upon my ear, and 1 catch a glimpse of tliai 
brilliaut temple in which we are to serve our God day 
and night, in which* we shaU ever sing and not be 
w'ei^y, in which the name of bur Beloved wiH be 
echoed ixom tongue to tongue and' from harp to Ttbi'p s 
whm^we may stand undisturbed and look back on 
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wi^ .by which we cance, and tell, e^h other of the 
great thiiigs the Lord h^ done tor ns^ while ad* 
nurtng aiagelB shall crowd around to hear woniis tell 
. o£ a love and mercy to which they themselves are 
atrangen. I praj God that wc may be enabled to 
an eye more stedfastly fixed on our home ; I am 
aware yon will need it very much ; my heart does feel 
for you, when 1 think of you looking around in vain 
on the right hand and the left for me. 1 felt it sadly 
too much when you left me ; and where is our remedy ? 
Haa the go<^ the skilful Physician provided nothing 
for so painful a complaint? ** Is there no l>aim in 
Gilead?* Blessed, blessed be God, there is enough 
and t<i spare; yeu, more, it has been tried by many 
labouring under the like disorder, and never been 
known to fail in its salutary effects, ^\l]en Abraham 
was called upon to leave his country, his home, his 
friends, nature must have received many a deep and 
grievous wound; hut this precious balm more than 
healed him, made him stronger than before he re- 
ceived the wound. What did he fcdl, think you, wbeu 
called upon to give up his laughter, his deareat joy ? 
Are you required to do this ? Tuni your, eyw where 
he turned thorn in this tiying hour ; the cordial which 
suited his case will ai^edly suit yours. Yes, look 
unto Him who will be better unto you than ten tlion- 
sand sisters— -tlocdc unto him who is invisible, but 
whom having not. seen, you love ; look unto that city 
which hath foundations; confess that here you are 
but strangers and pilgrims, that you dwell in teutsr 
which , must soon be taken . down. And though hercT 



the cuftauu are drawn furoundi oind you see not thoee 
whom your , sotds love^ yet eoan^ very soon, shall the 
veil be rent in twaiiiy the wall of separatioh broken 
down, and wabundatit entrance administered unto us 
into one common home, to dwell together, not for a 
year, not for million millions of years, but tat an 
unmeasured eternity. Here, then, may our gladdened 
eyes be fixed-»here,I desire that mine should be fired, 
even whilst poor weak nature is dimming my natural 
eyes with tears 

I eri)ect that your path will be much more intricate 
and dliBcult ; but thanks be to God, we are not our 
own guides* You shall boor a word l)ehiud you, 
saying, “ This is the way, walk ye in it •, when you 
turn to the right hand, or when you turn to the Irft ^ 
yea, more, the Lord shall go before you in the way, 
and the God of Israel shall be your rereward." He 
will not leave one of his fainting, halting, wounded 
soldiers behind ; he tarries with the rerewan^ 'nor will 
he leave one, but bring tlio weakest and faintest home 
tip glory. For look, when they are oppressed, he bids 
tliein lean on him, and leads them on gently ; when 
they can move no. further, he places them in his bosom, . 
and encircles them witb his everlasting arms. Oh, 
look , unto him, lay evUry difficulty in prayer before 
him, make him your Counsellor, and you shall not 
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LETTER U. 

. Tq. tbb Saius. ' 

' «/a». 26isA, 1S16L 

^As my time for writing to you( my ^ver liearest ftisters* 
ie very limited, I tnosi begin, tliough it be in all the 
bustle of the first evening at this plaee; but where 
'Shall llbegin or where shaD.l end the tale of my 
precious LoihSi’s loving-kindness and tender mercies? 

, 'Goodness and mercy have gone before^ liave followed, 
have embraced me on every side. How happy a place 
will tliat temple be, where we shall excel in strength, 
only to praise the Lamb ; where, instead of weariness 
we sliall find increasing strength — instead of coldness, 
inoreasing warmth — ^instead of a burthenmg» deaden- 
;,hig tabernacle, a spiritual body; yen, as surely as we 
have borne the image of the earthy, so surely shall 
we bear the image of the heavenly. How |^oriou% 
second Adam ! aUogetImr lovely; and yet we know 
ih^ we shall be like him I In a moment, in the 
twinkling of an eye, while we gaae bn him face to 
ia^ we shall be transformed into Ms lil^csi— see 
08 he is. thra may we one ;ano- 

■ tto wi^i’ these /v^brdti** well may the ."hands that 
doom to take hojd;' 01^ tuch bles- 

v;^;Hsetee 88 ; ^ nij^'^e fedblo' lm coofitmed as 

d' country ! But - i^ill , 

; . ^ mourii^Rl^boiiglit wiH; ^ if It should 
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mjt be far me— 1 should be deceiving myself^— 
if I should be a hypcherlte at last r” Mournful did I 
say? I i^ight have said blessed f for these thoughts 
are to be met with in that path only which leads to 
blessedness ; here they often swarm, but they infest 
not the broad road ; the soul dead in tiospasscs and 
sins never felt their sting; the traveller /Zion wards 
never esciiped it. What then? are you to cherish 
them ? Nay, but examine them w'ell ; look at the 
wound, look at the consequences, and you will often 
have reason to say, ** An enemy hath done this it is 
iny part to wrestle against it. There are some whole- 
some, salutary fears, those 'which make us 'o'atchful, 
prayerful, and often applicants to the good Physician ; 
of such it may be said, ** Blessed is the man that 
fbarcth alw'ays.** But thost! which enfeeble the soul, 
wbkdi dim the eye of ftiith, which <*log, as it were, 
our chariot w'heels, and make us to get on heavily 
in our pilgrimage — such as militate against that glor 
rious command, ** Rejoice in the Lord alwajf* — sack 
are -dishonourable to our Captmn, our Redeemer^ biir 
Husband; such cause’ him to look on his 
(if such a thing be possible) witli anger^ whilst be is < 
grieved, at the hardness of their hearts. Agaiast 
I cil^ge y«hi to pray and wrestle ; and While 
enemy, trani^ormed into an angll of light, would x^eJm 
you bestow on them the glorious appellation of 

.see that the Seardier of hearts o^ them not 
pride^ sulf-righteousness, self-seeking, 
ftd diWioutent with that preemus vobe 

the one whetei^th be^^unself is dlotbsd:. ^ 


a 3 
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He looks not for woribines^' but for willingness. If 
the Lord has made you ^ willing in the day of his 
power” to put on this robe, to be complete in this 
way,. attempt not to alter this plan; <<thuu shalt nut 
add thereto^ nor diminish therefrom.” When he has 
said that he will be w^ell pleased, shall we imagine that 
he wiM be dissatisded ? When he has said be will 
rejoice over us, shall we think he will find fault with 
us ? ^ Hath he said, and will he not do it ?” There- 
fore, ** again 1 say, Rejoice ” Do the ^ves and bil- 
I^s rise high ? are your hei^ nearly overwhelmed 
within you? Your Rock is higher than they. Is 
your righteousness ragged and filthy ? Yo are com- 
plete in Christ. Are you weak? Tlic strengtli of 
Omnipotence is yours. Are you ignorant? Christ 
is your wisdom. Are you in bondage? He leads 
captivity captive. Yea, why speak I of one or two 
of the precious gifts. which be hath purchased for men, 
even for the rebellious? “Awl things are yours.” 
Christ your Husband hath nothing in himself, in 
heaven, in earth, or under the earth, but it is yours 
by a covenant which cannot bo broken. Things pre^ 
setUf those which assume at times a gloomy aspect, 
even theito are yours in the most glorious sense, yours 
in that covenant whose bond is love. 

May the chcncest blessings attend you, my beloved 
aiaters. Fear not. God is with you. Love one another 
with pure hearts fervently ; and may the God of love 
knit you' clcilei: and closer to hhnself and to all his 
„ ibemberB. . . 
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LETTEH III. 

To THE Same. 

J£iireA23i^ 1818. 

I i>ii> Tery much wiali and hope to be aide to answer 
xny beloved sisters, but as no letter has yet greeted 
my too wishful eyes, and 1 know not how. soon you 

leave F , I must write, lest you should jaot receive 

this in time, which I flatter myself would .be a grwt 
disappointment. Oh, that we prized the letter flrom 
our. blessed Emmanuel as we do the few faulty lines 
of erring creatures ; how is every wwd of the latter 
examined, thought of, talked of, dwelt upon ; how is 
eveiy expression of affection sweeter than honey and 
the honeycomb ; how eagerly do we desire to gratify 
every littlo wish expressed therein ; how do we admire 
every sentiment, w'hicb, if it is good, is only so far 
good as it is borrowed from the other slighteil Epistle* 
What, corruption of the aflPectioiis, what blindnera of 
the nnderstandiiig, what unspeakable ingratitude and 
baseuess does this demonstrate! Where can we find 
such strains of tenderness, where such deeply interest- 
ing intelligence, where such glad tidings^ where Sttch 
bright and sparkling jewels, as in that precio^ letter 
from the King of kings which often lies for hours Heg* 
lected, or is taken up in form without aayiiv^y interi^t' 
as to its contents ; whose glorioip» intellig^ce so seldom 
or so coldly becomes the subject of con^i^^^iiOD, 
multiplied expressions of tenderness nale0|:y^^ so sm^l 
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a Mtuini, whose ^shes are io coi^led with ? 1 

know not how it is with jou: t hale been speaking 
of mf owa yilest sdtS and it is mj hf^ppiness to hope 
imd believO; that my beloved Lord has not tide Helens 
to bear whii. I would not think there were two umong 
-hts ransomoid peopla who grieve him, slight him, and 
ittahe him finch retdms as I do. Faithfulness is truly 
the girdle of his reins, a girdle which can never he 
heurst^ asunder, or the mountains ot mine int^Hies 
. wmM have burst jt long since. * He is truly a Ood 
changeth not, ikerefore I am ndt^ l^eamsMMf be con* 
siimied; iuwing loved his o^ be loved them even to 
^ ^dL Tea, there must come a time when the Lord 
ihell hate his own beloved Son ere he eau hate me: for 
ijL is the love wherewitli he hath loved Jbijn that be hath 
bestowed upon me^ a love which floods of iniquity can- 
not quench ; whicii>k>ng nights of darkness, thick witli 
dews of neglect, cannot damp ; higher than the highest 
xhom^aiiis of my corriqilioos ; deeper than the lowest 
deptlm of my hidden iniquities longer than the utmost 
length of straying paths and vile departures; btoadsT 
than the treiuendous breaStlis of my wide-gaping^ 
wounds $ a. mantle which can. more than comml every 
deformity, yei^' in which 1 shall be the admiratioii of 
God, of a4^(eb, of an assembied world. .Blessed and 
praised for reyer be that loim which the' won- 

drous skirt oyer nub when none eye me^ when 1 
was most loathsonm^. and which niy conipiwttoimie He- 
dnemer, still delig^ to wcap-^around'iue^llmugh'l 
j^y and abominabii^ the Icuiidimg of myself ! 

retmm shall 1 make tpsto the L<h^? ; Oh lay- • 



-y ' :^r'^ 167 - / ■ ^ 

God, 1 can Init give thee of. tittixe own; work in me iei 
will and to do* Enable me to .weave a Utile garment 
of love and cast it in the way for thee to ride over, 
as thou * goest forth conquering aiid to conquer. 
Plant and water my garden, that I may have some 
flowers to strew in tliy way. Indeed, indeed, I tun too 
often an empty tine, too often bHoging forth, &oit 
unto myself ; but thou canst make the desert a gsu^n 
of the Lord; thou caiist cause/the myrtle to gpwiiig.up^ 
instead of the brier. Come, then, thou great Dreaser 
<*f the vineyard, and behold and. visit thy. vuie. Caine, 
thou south wind, and blow upon my garden ; then let 
uiy Beloved come into his garden, and eat his pleasant 
fruits. > . 

How have I been running on about self; daily do I 
lament this error in my letters, and daily repeat it. Oh 
my . injured, ray slighted Lord, enable me to speak of 
thy righteousness ; enable me to set forth thy benoUes ; 
enable me to silence self, and be tbou adoae exalted in 
all r^y or How prectons, how very prwious 
this season make our true paschal Lamb ! how 
diould it endear that Eriend who would give no sleep 
to his eyes, nor slumber to his eyelids ; who would not 
have where' to lay his head, un^ being.nwimbered with 
the transgressors, he lay in the grave, ,th|^ he might 
; l>ecome the death of death, smoothe and. eweeten that 
Jlestiiig-plaee .fQr h beloved people, andt pur43fasue for 
f them an eternal Sabbath; where tber^ shaE be xio more 
; death, neither sorrow imr crying. Hpvv unseat 
that love' ^ich would sheatl^ the si$rcSE]d of ju^e iii 
. agonies wM<di it hath not enten^ into tjie heart of man 
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ooDceWe ; agonies which wrung irom the King of 
Idiig^ the Mnightj God, those drops of blood which 
alone oaa^^aeeure ns when the nvenger of blood pas.scs 
through this Egypt Oxic little drop of that shall 
indeed speak better things for us, shall turn the 
Ayenger into the Protector, the angry God into the 
reconciled father. Thanks, thanks be unto God for 
; this unspeakable 1 

How hare I thought of mj btdoved little dr>ck as 
having no earthly shepherd, while I have been feasting 
in green postures, but truly I count the greatest mercy 
of these mercies, not re^tinf; in them; feeling, as 
blessed be God I do, more w'eane<l from the streams, 
luoro out ^loye with every thing in tliis world. I am 
vciy h^py, but I tarust I can say my God is my 
exceeding joy. 1 bear you often on my heart before 
the LfOrd, and I trust you do the same ^ me. May 
showers of blessing descimd on you, and all around 
you! 


LETTER IV. 
To E. S. P* 


1 S 18 . 

So your poor bark had is^ly i^W the Ipng-do- 
sired haven, bat tim good Pdot has seen a ne<^-be 
for putting to sea once more^ When near our port, or 
when the sweet abode of rest isppears at a great dis- 
toce, ye^ cim scarcely be diseerjie4^whea! ^^ 
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Dated bj the Sun of Rigbt^ousness, its golden walls 
and s{uu*kluig turrets cheer the eye of «the tempest* 
tossed ni£u*iner, and he sees engraved in' characters 
of unchanging love, here is thy mansiotif this shall 
be TiiY rest for ever ; or when clouds and darkness 
cover it, and he is not only tempted to ask whether 
he has a plai'c in the celestial city, bat whether there 
is a celestial city; when in deep distress he' njudies 
through a Scylla and Ch<irybdis, or rides on the smooth 
but more dangerous calm of waters ; oli be it ours 
to keep this flag still flying, still in sight, Jesus docth 
all things well.** 

1 feel sure, my beloved aistir, you will have reason 
to testily this in the lord’s late dealings towards 
you. 1 know nothing calculatful to make Jesus more 
precious to a l>elicver*s soul, to beat down self-con- 
fidence, and to strip ofE aity filthy rags which are 
clinging to us as a covering^ tlian realising an ap> 
proaeh into the immediate presence of God, the taking 
our stand at his bar; gifts, graces, frames, feelmgs, 
all shrink back in dismay when tlie important ques- 
tion IS put, ^ Who shall justify ?” Mountains, of sin, 
legions of ii^vils disappear as the morning cloud, 
when the Suh of Righteousness breaks forth aiid de- 
mands exultingly, ^whu shall lai*^ any thit^ to your 
charge?** You, thanks to God, found Jesus tlius 
precious to you, yea, found his price rubies, and that 
all the things yon could desire *were not to be 
compared with him. I can now only pray that you 
may remember him in health what you finind him 
in sickness ; that that Frteud who has so eminently 



du^^jed Hnmlf os born^for adversity, may be your 
chbiof^ yow friend in all times of wealth 

and prbsperiiy''; that he who lias so tenderly nurst^rl 
you» . and made ^ your bed in your slekiiess, he 
,011 whose -bbsom you have leaned, around whom you 
hatw cluii^ in the hour of pain and peril, may still 
he your chosen resting place, your only ark when 
the floods are abated, and the water dried from <:»<!’ the 
face of the earth. Oh when, when will our hearts be 
weaned from broken cisterns? How many furnaces 
sliall we oblige our blessed Kefiuor to prepan* for us 
ere this dross of eartlily afTei^tioos be purged front 
our souls? Ab, why** speak I thus? Behold the 
leprosy has spread throughout the walls of our 
taibernael^ every stone must be taken down and laid 
in the duat, ere it ean be removed ; and then, oh how 
blessed, bow glorious, bow entire a removal of 
every thing that can offend, all, all shall sink os leiul 
in the mi^ity waters. Then shall wc be clothed 
upon with our house which is from heaven above, 
spiritual, pore, undefllcd, everlasting yea, what is 
sweeter than all, like tmto Christ’s most glorious body. 

Ktrow that we shall be like', him.** JMes^ 


aii|(ill(mimoe ! iny soul, what weiildst thou more ? etirory 
ntayest be ^obnient to tarry yet' twhsi^ng 
of an eye^ then sbalt thou wake up in thy Cr^tor’^ 
likeness, then shalt thou he folly aa^fled. In your . 
v^j^ienoe possess your aesiL — says, if 

. he could imagine a blank in heaven, lli would .^be not 
Ij^ving it In our power to be instrumeiita] in bj^mging 


souls to our adored Jesus. Oh then let us be content 
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to live for that which even a heaveoly H£a canoot 
uiTord. Here only can we he honoured with pain^ 
laboorg for our Beloved, hereafter we shall'have but the 
pleasanter part of the work to perfonn, to rejoice over 
the prodigal. And remember for your coqifort and 
eiic<iuragenieut the wiirfare is ailconiplish^, the vic- 
tory IS gained, the Head triumphs, ^d he whose 
word is a command that cannot, be broken, has willed^ 
that where he is, there shfdl we be also. I charge you 
not to give way tr> idle, hurtful fears, but rather be 
strong in faith, giving glory to God. 



letter V, 

To THE Same. 

4?— JV7y 181^. 

1 CANEOT think what made my E ■>y ftmey that 

my naughty wHl is so subdued. How difterent is the 
copy which I give of my ' heart on paper, to the 
original, as seen by iny God; and yet, indeed, 1 hope 
1 4H not mean to g^re ao unfaithful a representatioii* 
Inderf there i^ris tim^ when the gales of self-will bloW^ 
Bo s^oi^y, when I strnggle so hard to get the rud^r . 
out of niy blessed Pilot’s hand, that, measuru^ his 
^^oughjtaand ways by uiy own, I aim almost, led 
elude, he camiot be God, if he leave me 
myseil^ ai^ 'break not , my stubborn will by suftbiing ' 
me 16. split upon some dangerous rock. ' But no,,;ln?- 
cannot, be will not. The covenant of peace cannot be ' 



remo^ad* 'Happily for .me, it is mide between the 
inmpftalde t^ather and the immutable S<m, and though 
/ hare justly forfeited his fayour and protection mil- 
Uoiis of times, yet in my beloved surety !• am safe, 
1 am blessed. “ His lovii^ kindness will he not utterly 
take from Atm, nor siifTor his faithfulness to &iL Once 
has he sworn by his Ao/iitess, and he will not lie unto 
I desire much for myself, and for you, my 
beloved sister, and for all my hretlveti and sisters in 
the Lord, that wo may see more of this blesscil, tliis 
eternal covenant. It is the fountain-head of comfort, 
peace, aud joy ; it would animate our faith, our love, 
our zeal ; it is promisod as the privilege of those who 
fear the Lord ; his secret shall bo witli them, and he 
will show them HU covenant. Plead this promise, 
and he who is faithful will reveal unto you as inucli as 
shall be for his glory. Not all our vileness, not all our 
corruptions can mar this secret engagement between 
the Father and the Son, it is ordered in all things and 
sure ; it is firmer than mountains and hills, it is in 
colours like unto an emerald, ever green, ever flourish- 
ing, the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever. Many 
parts of scri^ure will be much opened to yon while 
you keep an eye on this. It is a fountain, which, . 
unbelief, carekssness, and ignorance have long kept 
seeled from me. I have but. now and then caught a 
drop from others as'-they were carrying away some of 
its refreshing waters. I now som to know little more 
than that there tf such a fbuo^iiH aiid em biipnght , 
daily to sit down in wonder and admiration 
foot of it; and to pray, tlord, open hm 
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also. The theory of it may be learned fr<kii mani but 
the comfort, the life, the power of it is locked 
that treasury which no one can open bat the Son of 
David, wilo carries the keys of all his trbasures on his 
shoulders, ** who openetli, and no man shutteth, and 
shutteth and no man openeth.*^ 

But how I have wandered from the subject on which 
I set out ! I meant to undeceive you about your notioiuf 
as to tlie state of my soul ; but I can scarcely glance 
at a wound, ere my whole attention is tiikeu up with 
admiration of my good and skilful^Physician, and with 
that w ondrous plan, wliieh can bring a brand so ri|)e 
for burning to flourish in thet courts of the Lord for 
ever. If we would see sin to be exceeding sinfult we 
must look at it as parthneelf we must believe that it is 
our Lunl, our husband, against whom we have sinned. 

J never hate sin so much u» when 1 hear my precious • 
Lord saying, have blotted it out.” I never feel 
so ashamed of my uncleanness as when Jesus says, 

** thou art all lair, my Jove, there is no 6|iot in thee.” 
Do not, I entreat of you, give way to a doubting frame 
of mind; it is not suflicieutly w'restled against, it is not 
sufficiently hated by the children of God as that which 
so grieves and dishououra their Jblessed Master. It will 
. wear the cloak of humility, it wUl speak so plansildy^ 
that it oftener meets ' with approbation than with tbs^ ./ 
reprriieDsiou which is its due. It may pro^te a legal 
bouibge, blit no filial^i^bedienoe. It miay keep idiye 
that :fear with; which de^s tremtde, b^t none of that 
holy awe with which cherubim and seraphim veil their 
facM^ohd wt^ip mund the throne. Would you" 
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work out salvation with fear and trembUng^ do it 
' the aMiimce ibat *<it is God wHch worketh, and 
will work in you, tioth to will wd to do of his good 
. Measure.”.; * 

I am tihankftil to hear that you are enabled to 
rejoice in our beloved C— — ^s joy, aiid to feel that 
Jesus hath done all things well. I can fully sympa- 
Ibiiae in your feelings on your return to F— ; iny 
naughty heart often shrinks back merely in the anti* 
cipotion of it, but all these feelings m ufeights im- 
becoming those wh^are running a race, and a race too 
for such a prize. 1 charge iny oani heart, and I 
charge you, to endeaTour to shake them off and lay 
them aside, and to be careful €»f amassing fresh ones. 
I charge you, my precious children, to be jealous over 
your hearts with resj>eet to me ; indeed, Jiuleed, there 
is little of Christ in me, and that only you ought to 

love, tliat only you may love with safety I am 

mudi better in h^th ; ordjrpray for me that renewed 
strength may be but renewed activity iu my great Re- 
Btorer^s service, that I may glorify him whether it be 
by lifd or.by death,. &c. &c. 

^ ' ■, / -m 

■;’I.ETTEE -VI. ■ ' ' 

.-.To THK SaMO;'. ■ 
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DnBPLV OS natui^ will ey^r and sornow 

'of my bdoved diild, 



mourn, would ^ not have it otbervnse* . Ijko, my dearest 

E y, not even tlie spiritual malady of which you 

compluhi, that very torpor of soul with which a short 
time since I was overwhehned, when if I ha4 energy to 
form a wish, I couhl almost have wished I had never 
been, and could not imagine but that the employments 
of heaven must -be a wearitiome exertion, that state 
which I could with so much difBeulty see wtiUea 
among the all things that must work for my gobd> 1 
am bound ui gratitude to say 1 have experienced most 
fully and rtcUy to he bound up in that blessed cove^ 
jiaut* I do feel a more utter aversion and loathing of 
myself ; oh, may 1 add a more simple leaning on my 
Beloved, a more eager pressing forward out of the 
wilderness, a more lively looking out and hasting unto 
that liappy, happy country, wdiere there shall in no 
wise enter any thing that defil^; no shadow of a 
cloud of sin, bringing coldness and darkness on the 
soul ; no possibility of tewr again giieviiig my pre- 
cious, long-sufl^rifig Ixird. Oh, when I think what he 
has been to mo 1 when 1 hated my own company, and 
yet he would not leave me for one moment ; when I 
cared not to speak to him, that he sh&uld have brought 
hie out of this horrible f»t, this mire and clay which 
weighed down my stmlv and once mora have put a 
song of thanksgiving in my mouth— Oh, wlu|.il alGod 
like unto our God! a femnd like unto. our.|nend?, I, do 
tndjrvthmki eouM the most partial lOf my e^hlj friends 
knoi^^liat pwes throi^ my heart in tha'xmuvse o^^ 
one ^y, i n^ht say, houTt they c^ld iio| but odder 
' iwo; ijs soy and =uoito ta. know that 
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luf good P&jwieian is acquainted with eterj loathsome 
wctimd, every putrifying sore. When none eye could 
pity me» none heart love me, the holy Jesus will spread 
the i^drt of Ibve over me : when I am black m my own 
sight, he speaks not of one blemish, hut me I am 
. without spot. I nev^ can find any thing but love and 
pity in hb heart, and that makes me apfiear trebly 
vile. Sometimes, though assured tvf lus love, I gr<»w 
impatient, and am ready to say, ** Lord, is my w'ound 
incurable ? why is it not healed ? could 1 not glorify 
thee more if thou wouldest rid me of this dbease ?** 
then he assuies me, what I understand not now, I sludl 
know hereaf^ber ; he tells me, if 1 had not this wound 
kept open, others more dangerous would bre^ik out. 
He promises support under it, and tells me that in this 
way his power will be most displayed, his glory most 
manifested. 

Come then, my children, hearken unto me, and F 
will tell you what the Lord hath done for my souL** 
1 would encourage you to trust him, for indeed, in- 
deed, he doeth all things welL I shall soon be telling 
angeb what he has done for me* Oh,; srhat a heaven 
it will be to hear thetf 'praise him for it 1 Do let us 
try and practise our eternal song on earth**— take 
down your harps. Can you say you are out of Ml? 
then praise Lord. Can you say you are still in the . 
country where an invitatiou to heaven is sent? then 
praise the Lord. Can you say you have a desite to 
accept that Witation? then praise him with the best 
. member that you have ; for assuredly you shall praise 
him for ever. dead soid ibiip^ d^ire; 
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thon yours must already be passed i^m death unto Hfe. 
You shall never come into condetnoation ; a throne, a 
crown, a heaven is yours. Now then look into this 
little list, and see if you cannot find one subject for a 
song, even a song of thanksgiving unto your God ; and 
oh, may many hear it/ and rejoice, and be more encou- 
raged to put their trust in the Lord ! Let the blessed 
children of Zion smg as they journey on their way, and 
endeavour to allure wretched, broad |oad travellers, 
into our ways of pleasantness and paths of pei^. 
^Vho would think, to see most of God’s children, that 
Jesus had beqnealla^d hts own peace to them, and 
prayed that their joy may be fvU! What is it that 
cuts off these streams of peace and joy from our soul ? 
with some, jterhaps it is in part the dimness of the eye 
of faith : for myself, I must say my iniquities are tliey 
which si*parate between mo and my peace ; and I think 
I quite agree with our dear old minister,* ** we shall be 
happy in projmrtion as we are holy.” This will be our 
heaven to see Jesus as he is, and to be Uke him ; and 
surely it is our heaven begun here to gain more and 
more of his lilaemess ; tt is thb the renewed, soul groans 
and pants after, it is the increase of this which gives 
inereasr of joy ; it is the waking up in his perfect like- 
ness which will - give full satis&ction to. the soul, and 
joy for evermore. I am aware, however, that this holy,' 
happy . ivalk cannot, will not, be constantly i^intained, 
nay, I know that for wise and mysterious Ca- 

naamtes are left in our hearts $ but o^on thfoe enemies 

' ThcBoy.liiomas.iensi. . 



i€8 

shall be made to araster onto us, and nourish the very 
graces <h®y would &in destroy ; these drive the af- 
frighted soul to Seek for help at a throne of grace ; 
these fiery flying serpents make him out of love with 
. the waste howling wilderness; these infesters of his 
path bruise his heel only to hasten his loitering steps, 
and make him {xross on more eageriy to that laud where 
they can never gain admittance. Oh, what a time will 
tliat be when me go in with him to the inarriige snpi>cr, 
and hear Me door Avti every enemy'll out for ever, 
and ourselves safely enclosed within the everlasting 
gi^l 

'• My heart has.heen taUdng to God and man of your 
party lying down and rising uii, sitting in the house 
and walking by .Uio way. I trust it may bo a soul- 
strengthening tinm to you alL You may '^less I have 
rather longed to be with you, but though tossed about 
at first, . my heart has now through grace returned unto 
its oidy rest, and is enjoying a peace which passeth all 
uudmst^nKhhg. It is, however, a joy that I am much 
indineil'to sift and suspeet, ibr I am particularly well 
in boddy health|.and I fear lest a good deal.duwld bo 
animal s^its, wMrii you know, run high when I am- 
ttdMahfyweU. 
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LETTER VIL 
. To THE Same* 

AuguH \2thy 1818. 

.... On looking* back 'to your letter, 1 find there is 
a question still unanswered, a question which I could 
spend eternity in answering, and ever find something 
new to saj, something more of my own exceeding vile- 
ncss, and the abundant riches of grace in Christ Jesus. 
You ask me w'hen, and how, I was converted. For a 
brief and very imperfect sketch of this blessed time 
and event, 1 must refer you to my journal, in which, I 
believe;, 1 was tolerably faithful to what was going on 
in my heart-^ heart more resolutely bent on the pur- 
suit of rest and enjoyment on earth, I can scarcely 
imagine — I say pursuit, for I certainly never overtook 
them. My God was then the applause and love of 
fellow-worms, and oh I what costly sacrifices did I make 
to it ! For this I studied, I read, I medhatod : but 
how Ojsn I describe to you the vanity, the emptiness of 
my labours ! How can I tell you the vexation of spirit 
they cost mel When 1 seemed nearly to have reached, 
the pimiacle of my desires, and, in anticipation, be^ : 
myself spoken of as a remarkably dever and peculiariy 
sensible girl, I beheld another before me ; I beard of 
another that fiir outwent me ; chilling envy blasted my 
hopes r 1 again sunk back, but ag^n began to toil up 
the hill. Truly 1 had a hard task-master. At this 
time mind and body were preying on eadi other. I was 
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moros^ sullen, wretched. A superior excellency in 
any one was a sufficient ground for jealousy, and you 
will scarcely believe how strongly I felt it towards my 
own sisters. 

But Plough possessed with this frightful legion, 
though imxiously desiring to dwell among the tombs, 1 
must acknowledge ihat 1 ofiten en^uvoured to bind 
them with cords and chains of my own manufacturing ; 
hut this only served to discover more of their strength 
and malignity in breaking the chains asunder and cast- 
ing the cwds away. The season of Lent was, I think, 
almost as long as 1 can remember, a time when I was 
very much engaged in this employment. I cannot now, 
without shuddering, think of tlie solemn vows with 
which again and agmn I hound myself to the Lord, 
and called upon him to record that in heaven which I 
was about to trample under foot on earth. The u'alls 
of your present apartment were witnesses to these awful 
transactions ; and had the stone cried out of the wall, 
and the beam out of the timber answered it, to |>roclaim 
my sbame atid pronounce my condemnation, thou, O 
my injured Lord, mightest have been justified whcni 
they spoke, and clear, when they thus judged. 1 do not 
.WieYe 1 then ever thought myself deierving of ever- 
huting burnings; but I eould not hut feel my total 
nnpreparedness for heaven ; nay, such was the enmity 
of my heart against God,-tliat could I. have made out a 
title to heaven, I believe 1 should have chosen a title 
to hell. . There was nothbg gloomy, nothing tedious, 
nothing wearisome, which 1 did not attach to my ideas 
of heaven : and well do I remember, when a dear, 
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partial friend, to comfort me in a time of sicknees, 
(when I was always rerj low-spirited,) said, *< You , 
have nothing to make yourself unhappy about, you will 
go to a* better world if you leave this,” tlie bitter 
tears hieh this assurance cost me, the loathing with 
which my unholy soul contemplated a baiter world. 
And now, you may wdl knagiue, I had a horror of 
(lying, feeling, aa I did, that to whichever world 1 
went, I must be wretched. How fearful waa I of felling* 
asleep lest death should come upon me, foolisiily think- 
ing I could keep it off by waking and watching. A 
birth-day which 1 si^eot at N— n, I think in 1813, 
seemed to thicken my gloomy cloud. H — — y read 
a sermon (of Paley’s, I think,) on the love of God. 
However dark the poor author might be on the subject, 
he convinced me of one thing, 'that I had no love to 
God. 1 could almost wish to sec the room again wjieire. 

1 slept, and to sit down once more in the well-remem- 
bered spot, where, with streaming eyes and a bursting 
heart, I wrote in my journal, as the last hour of my 
birth-day struck, I see nothing but everlasting burn- 
ings before me, and I cannot turn out' of the way.” 

1 was brought to this conclusion, not so much feom a 
conviction of sin, as from the assurance I felt that one 
who so bated God must be wretched, and that thm 
was no heaven made for such. O how did I wish 
1 had never Jbeen bom I Wbat would I not have ^ven 
to have been annihilated S 1 should be ungrateful did 

I not here confess thii^ my beloved D ’s letters 

often drew a veil over promised pleasures, and tended 
to nourish salutary uneasiness, though they did not 

■ 1 2 ' . ' V* 
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exactly point out a remedy for me. I now went about 
yet farther]^ .and worked still harder, to make myself 
meet for the inheritance of the saints in lif^ht. No old 
monk, perhaps, ever practise<i much greater austerities 
than I did, continually thwarting my bodily aj>j»etites 
to the satisfaction of the more frightiul and hungry 
spiritual ones of pride and vain glory. 

At this time hearing that one was exp«*ctcd at F , 

who had Jtmg datterod my vanity, and taken jiossession 
of my ciirnal heart, I had now new prospects, new 
schemes, new desires. I may truly say, at this period, 
I was greedy of destruction. I tremble when I see 
myself hanging by u single cord, as it were, tiver un- 
fathomable ruin. 1 would be thankful, I would iovt* 
much, wlien 1 rememlwr that that was a coni of ever- 
lasting love, held by the haml which I naihrd to the 
tree. The time arrived, the time when I wduld fain 
have put the Lord far from mo : when I tried to (‘scape 
every thought of him myself, but tri(?d only t<» <li8c<ivcr 
that I was linkcnl by a chain that I (;ou)d not break. 
It were vain to attempt to relate to you all that {Missed 
between me and my God during this month : 1 love to 
talk to him about it, to go to him with that sweet plea 
for intimacy and love, “ Thou bust knowm my soul in 
adversities: when my sj)irit was overwhelmed within 
me, tlien thou knewest my path.” 1 am really over- 
whelmed, when I review the tenderness, tjic love, and 
the pity with which he bore with mo. I may well say, 

** His entleness hath made me great.” I laboured in 
the very fires to {dease the creature, and to he pleased 
and satisfied by it. Even then, I would have set up a 
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throne for him in mv heart, and trampled upon my God. 
Could thiy thin^ but God have satisfied me, and g^Iven 
me rest jind peace, gladly would I have taken it. I 
had just sufficient sight in my soul, to discover that 
there was something wanting jin one, whom I strove to 
tliiiik perfection — wfuU it was I could not say — and tljis 
w'as my strange answ'cr to him. Oh days to he much 
reiiietiihercd, struggling to follow my Moses out of 
Egypt, yet struggling likewise to keep f>eace w’ith my 
I’harauh, even on the hard conditions of making brick 
witliout straw. One lioiip, fancying music in my chains, 
apparently happy and eontciit4»d in my old nmster’s ser- 
vice ; the next hour, pmstrate iu my room in an agony 
of tears, w«*aried with his service; and longing for, yet 
afraid to try, another muster. Ah, my precious Lord, 
thou only cansl know' how I now* served thee, how 
often my heart w'ould have thrust thee away, and said, 
“ I will lint have this man to reign over me T’ At 
length I w'as varnvti through such a line of conduct as 
broke the bands I would have strengthened .... 1 

truly was not myself during the last breakfast 

While man thought I felt nothing, my God Js witness, 
what a bleeding heart I cudeuvoiircd to surrender to 
liim. And uh, that I may w'itness before men and 
angels, how* tenderly he healed tin* wounds, how gently 
he probed, when necessary, how gladly he poured in 
the oil and w'ine, how' he rejoiced over a heart so vile, 
that I could not bear to keep it f^j: myself, and only 
gave it to him because I was tired of it! Truly, my 
Jesus, it was thou who didst spread thy skirt over me, 
when 1 was yet lying in my blood. Thou madest mo 
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comely li&roagb tby eomelinesSf and fragrant tbrougb 
the odour of thine atonement. ^ 

With the very, very little knowledge I th^n had of 
myself, you will not Ik! surprised to bear that I faiurud 
xny Dagon was utterly demolished, and God the sole 

possessor of my heart About a month afterwards 

an event took place, which showfsl me that Dagon 
was only a little brokcuu and still erected opposite to 
the ark. The 28th of February, 1814, .lehovah made 
bore his holy arm, and did indeed overthrow him; 
how great was the fall thereof! My prison doors were 
hurst, my chains broken. “ My son, give me thine 
heart,*’ was a command as cheering and delightful to 
me, as it before hatt been raelaueboly and irksome. 
Had I possessed millions of hearts, I should have 
thought them too few to give to my bc*Ioved Dml. 
Though my treatment, of him had been so peculiarly 
base, I felt nothing like fear, n^straint, or reserve ; his 
company was all I desired ; my only sad moments were 
those w’hen I was forced away from him ; I leaned on 
his bosom, and entered into rest. It w'as my day of 
espousals, and never did a bride so rejoice in her 
bridegroom, as my soul rejoiced -in her Beloved. And 
now methinks, as to what fuilowetl, I would defer 
speaking much of it, till I get within the new Jeru- 
salem, and hear Uie gates for ever closed against pride, 
vain-glory, and self-applause ; till I could feel sure that 
the speaker and ihe hearer would ascribe all praise 
unto him to whom alone it is due. 1 was indeed very 
zealous ; but how much self-seeking, how much animal 
feeling, how much idea there was of making myself 



more deserving of my Saviour bj my works, be alone 
knows. From that time to tlte present hour, 1 kfipw 
not that 1 have hml a question of iny safety for more 
than ten minutes at a time. Tliough 1 have hail some 
gloomy, wintry days, and though my manners in the 
wilderness, since the day that 1 knew iiiy ])recious 
Lord, Imve been abominable, I should hope beyond 
what he suilers fr<»m any other, yet goodness and 
mercy have followed me all the days of my life, and 
I iun eiiableil to sing on my road, however rough, “ I 
shall dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.” 

My pajKT is nearly full, and yet I seem to liave told 
you nothing ; nothing as I ought to have told you of 
boundless love, and boundless sin ; hut indeed, I never 
retraced my steps on ]iciper before, and have seldom 
related them to any one. If they k«id you, my beloved 
sister, to praise and trust my very gracious God, I shall 
rejoice iu having sent them, and comjdied with your 
wish, instead of choosing a subject, which, 1 should 
have guessed, would have been more profitable. Only 
let me caution you not to bo cast dowu by any thing 
I have said, as though no change had taken place in 
you. There are thousands now’ around the throne, who 
cannot say exactly /tow or w/ten they w*ere converted. 
He has led many blind by a way which they knew not ; 
and they scarcely opened their eyes, or dared to think 
they were in the way to the celestial city, till they 
beheld the Lamb ' face to face, without one cloud 
between. Do you think you could love him if you got 
there? Do you think you could like to hear him 
praised ? Then, be assured, though it w'as at a time, 
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and in a manner you knew notf he that is nug^hty to 
save hath taken away that heart which is enmity against 
himself, or rather, hath implanted another heart, wliich 
shall be more than* conqueror over the carnal mindt 


LETTER VIII. 
To O. A. P. 


S fn, Au^ist J 8 19. 

I WAS happy to see your handwriting once 

more, and especially as it conveyed such happy 
tidings. There is a feeling, I cunnot exactly say 
its source, but it is something like sliainc and tear, 
which we are apt to feel when we would sjicak of the 
more gracious dealings of the Lord towards us. While 
we are not ashamed of dishonouring and grieving our 
Gcwl from day to day with largt^ and doleful acctuinis 
of w'liat is left undone, how backward are vre to speak 
of what he has done, is doing, will do. Oh Satan, 
Satan, how dost thou dread, how' dost thou hate to 
hear us practise a song which w’«f sliall sing through 
eternity ! whilst our God estecMns himself honoured by 
those who offer him praise. Oh may we then praise 
him while we live, be busied in telling of what he has 
done, and assuredly be wilt never leave us wilhtmt 
some subject for our song. I know not what to say 
about F and Broadstairs, except that it t« all set- 

tled to a moment, and that as siiall be most for our 
good and the glory of our God I have begged 



X— to tell you something of the Lord’s gracious 
dealings with me, and fain would I call upon every 
thing that hath breath to praise him, though my own 
hcMirt, alas, reiiiains too silent, and my pow life speaks 

little to his praise. Mr. S inquired particularly 

after and firayed much for you, 1 e*)iild liave liked 
that you slioidd liave heard him speak of the happiness 
of helievers, as consisting so much in what he called 
mvetimj the Lord iii his providences, ilesiring that he 
should “ work in ns that which is wvU pleasing in /th 
sight” sttrrenfhring oursedves to him, for him to ac- 
coiiipllsl) all the good pleasure of his will in us and 
hy us, not struggling against his way ami will ; Ih- 
lieviug lliat he is doing just right with us. Oh. 
cultivate this, a vonjidenre in your covenant -keeping 

G<i(l, Had you seen Mr. S , you wonhl iialeed 

have witnessed that the wavs of w'isdoin art'^ wavs of 
pleusaiitiiess. All that this pmir world could otfer 
w<uild appear truly a painted bubble. Wc .sceim*!! to 
be at tilt* gate of heaven as we listened to him poui'ing 
forth the praises of his God and Saviour, and bearing 
testimony to his goodness. 

My time h gone ; I would say to you, pray witlioiit 
ceasing. In every thing give thanks, rejoice evermore, 
grieve not the Spirit. Be stedtast, uuiuoveable; the 
coming of your Lortl draweth nigh. The Lord make 
you grow in grace and in the knowledge of him ! 
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LETTER IX. 

To TBB Same. 

January j 1820 . 

I MUST not g'ive you room to be jealous, and indeed 
too gladly would 1 fill sheets to you hml I time to do 
so. I liave been feeding in very green pastures, and 
should vre meet, I lio^ie 1 shall be enabled to remem- 
ber much to tell you I hope I have been led to 

pray much for you nil at the ojiening of this year, the 
first we have entered upon absent in Ixuly, but oh! 
how sweetly united ! what cause for praise that we are 
boought into the same patli, have the same guide, and 
the same home in view ! ami such a little spfH^k lying 
between! Nay, in the purpose of our God we are 
already at home. “ Con^ unto Mount Zion !” Yet 
every step of the way sliould be preeiems wdiilc there 
is aught to do for him, a jewel to pick up for his 
crow7i, a member of his precious body to w'hich we 
may minister. May lie honour you with full employ- 
ment by the way, and give you an abundant entrance 
into his everlasting kingdom ! . . . . 1 have hml much 

conversation with — ; he is very devoted, but has 
much to learn in the school of Christ ; a hafni in am- 
flicif and therefore unable to support those that are 
under it ; afraid of giving the children their own bread, 
lest dogs should catch at it. You may imagine we had 
both much to say — may he be led to trust God more 

with his own plan of saving souls ! May the 

choicest blessings rest upon you. 
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LETTER X. 

/ 

' To THi|^ Same. 

1820 . 

Pkkcious Sister, how verj, very little did we think, 

wlien we |)arted in my little room at W » how 

widely and how long our paths were to be separated ; 
but how unsfteakahly sweet is it to know that they 
meet at the if not before. I more than ever 
see the tcialcr nierey of my God in bringing you so 
narly into the narrow' way. What w'ould it have been 
in these long separations from those whom I love as 
my ow*n soul, had you been wandering on the dark 
mountains, had there been a shadow* of roi:>m for the 
question, “ sliall I meet them when I reach my home ?” 
Oh that our only desire may be to mark every step of 
the way with our chet^rful services, as our God has 
marked them witli showers of blessings ! I ])ray that 
you may enjoy much of your God during this season. 
They that seek ^hall find ; and the more you are with 
him, the more will you desire to be with him, the 
more you ihg into your treasure, the richer you shall 
hud if. The Loan is the portion of your soul. 
May you enjoy your portion ! the very wrords contein 
untold, unknown treasures. Take diligent heed unto 
your soul, keep it w'ith AI4I. diligence, your enemies are 
rnost diligent. Especially I would entreat you to begin 
the day with God. Rise early. Your God waits to 
hear your voice betimes in the morning ; be you ready 
also hear his. 1 would r^ommend the solitary 
* i 4 
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walk; it is there that I enjoj most of my God, but 
you may differ in this respect. I should tremble for 
that day in which you had not had a realizing view of 
God in Christ ere you entered upon it. May you be 
enabled to adorn the doctrine of your precious Saviour 
ill all things. May all take knowledge of you tluit 
you have been with Jesus, and see the beauty of the 
Lord your God upcju you. There are many burdens to 
bear for one another, many iniirniities w'ith which to 
forbear, many failings which require a large mantle of 
love for their concealment, many errors which call upon 
us to look for our own miobserved faults. 

I may stay no lodger w'ritiiig to you. Kindest rt'- 
gards to all dear old village friends. 


LETTER XI. 

To TUE Same. 

W r, Jan, 28M, 1S20. 

Beueve me, were I only to consult my own fond 
heart, 1 should give up many a morning to you; 
but then I should not feel happy after it. I should 
condemn myself in the thing which 1 allowed, and 
feel that T 'had been robbing God. Not but what 
I always hope and pray that be will teach me how 
to speak a word in season to your precious souls ; 
but if 1 may speak to you and many more dear 
children at the same time, and if I may fee^ many 
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of his (fear lambs together mth those so peculiarly 
dear to iiu^, would you not have it so ? and whilst lie 
draws me each morning to the posts of his gates in- 
quiring w'hat he would have me to do, praying that I 
may spend and be spent for him ; whilst, he conde- 
scends to stand by me in my little work to assist and 
encourage, I seem to act a deceitful and ungrateful, 
treiicliorous part, when I decline the work assigned 
me : I look upon it as a s|MM*ial mercy and answer to 
prayer, his having led me to see that is my allotted 
task. Much have I been budeted, and much have I 
suffered on this head, but he has graciou-sly measured 
the lime of trial, and has c<»nie to niy relief riglU early. 
Should he never benefit one ])recious soul by it, I have 
abiindunt cause to bless him for the food and refresh- 
ment he cemvoys to my soul while meditating on the 
portion on which I am about to write, or I should say, 
for the llll^ought, unlooked-for sweetness which Hows 
into my soul whilst copying, and paying rather more 
than a counnon attention to his blessed word.* 

I was writing this niuriiiug on Gen. xlv., and had a 
refreshiug view by faith of the grand revelation of 
the true Joseph to his brethren, his sweet anxiety that 
they should remember their sins no more, his rest and 
rejoicing in his love towards them, his will that they 
should dwell with him, and know ]>ovcrty no more; 
the joyful acclamations amidst the innumerable com- 
pany of angels, when the brethren of the Lord are 
come, when he sees of the travail of his soul and is 

* Alluding to ** Scripti|re Stories,” which she was then writing. 



satisfied. Oli, tliere is so very, very much in it. Bui 
you will probably see my poor thoughts upon it, either 
ia manuscript, or in print. 

Is my reading to-day, I was much struck (though 
not for the first time) with the Account of the niiich 
kine which were to carry back the ark to [sraei. I 
could rejoice and I eouJd wecfp over these animals. 
1 could blush at my non-resemblance, uiid pray to be 
made like unto them. The necks, on which never 
yoke had come, submit to be tied to the cart which 
bears the ark of the (lod of Israel, the loved young 
ones ore shut up from them; and willingly do they turn 
their backs on them, and leave them tliat they may 
serve the God of JacA)b. Keenly os nature felt, and 
loudly as she uttered her moans, they hi^urkcn not unto 
her; onward they go, taking the straigiit way, turning 
neither to the right liaud nor to the left. At length, 
having arrived where an acceptable ollerijig cun be 
made to the Lord, they stop, tlicir work is dcuie, mid 
they are presented as a burnt ofieriug to ihc God of 
Israel. Here may the most devoted ('bristiaii gaze 
and blush ; here may the least devoted h»ok and take 
courage. The hand which yoked the will of the milch 
kine, which overpowered the cries of nature, wiiieh led 
them straight forwai^d, and brought them to stand as 
willing victims when their W'ork was accomplished, 
that hand is not shortened. May w'e feel its blessed 
power and take courage. On the other hand, how- 
ever devoted, wc cannot excel tlicsc milch ktue, and 
must acknowledge, that to the hand wliich wrought 
thus powerfully upon them, we pwe all ivc are, and 
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have, and do> that ia good or profitable, and that 
boasting must be excluded, when we see the mighty 
Potter working thus powerfully on the clay even of 
animals. 

.... How foolishly desirous is nature that every 
cross should be removed from tlie path of my own 
loved ones, though the spirit is well assured that it is 
good for a man that he bear the yoke in his youth. 
Yes, blesscui be Go<l, I do feel guife assured you have 
not one useless trial, one unprofitable difficulty; and 
tliougli where you now are staying, Man may be tbe 
instrument of ])utting many in your way, for which he 
can assign no good reason, the finger of God is in it, 
and has laid a blessing under every cross ; a blessing 
whicli you could not get at but by taking up that very 
cross. Endeavour to cultivate an assurance that be is 
leading you by the riyhf way; that it 81 the way to 
Zion ; and I think, however rough, you will be able to 
say, “ cheerful is evkky path which leads to home.** 

I have been delighting lately in Isaiah — the won- 
derful, glorious arguments entered into by Jehovah 
and his elect servant, for the saving of sinners, and 
the glorifying of the blessed Trinity in their salvation. 
How striking are ch^: xlix. and 1 . on the subject ! how 
humbling, yet Iiow encouraging, ch: li. ! How beauti- 
fully descriptive of the helplessness of man and the 
pc)wer of God! What does the stone do for itself 
when hewn out of the quarry? If we may sjieak of it 
as having any power, that powder is to redsi^ to cling 
to its natural situation. And when he has taken the 
trouble to hew us out, wiU he leave us? Does he ever 
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Spend his strength in vain and for nought ? And when 
he has delivered us from such a state, can w*e ever Im* 
in a situation in which he cannot deliver us ? May it 
encourage us to put him in reiiif*inhrauce, to call upon 
him to awake and stir up his love. 


LETTEH XII. 

To THE Same. 

S w, April Hthi 1^?2(»* 

I MUST begin a letter, though I feel but little cijual 
to wTitiiig. My heart has toiled along the road 

to ^ an<]^ feels lost and ovtTwlicliiied in stupid 

amazement Then I turn within, and mourn over 

this evil heart of unbelief, which dues so basely limit 
him who hath hitherto wTought such wonders for 
us. I breathe out my desires to my God, and some- 
times I catch the distant sound, “ Be it unto thee cv<*u 
as thou wilt.” Yet, blessed be God, in the midst 
of this rough and stormy sea, one precious anchor 
of my soul is kept fixed — << Jesus doetb all things 
well I can trust him as doing wliat is right, though 
I cannot trust him for answering the desires of my 
heart. I am assured that very shortly I shall be able 
to shout aloud, ‘Must aud true are thy ways, thou 
King of saints;” though now they may be very con- 
trary from the ways which my heait would mark out. 
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The gOTcrnment is on Emmanuel’s shoulders ; be this 
enough for us to know ; jeit» let us he glad and rejoice, 
whilst we behold all tilings in heaven and in earth 
Ifiven into the hands of One w'ho was dead for our 
sins, who is risen for oiir justification. What good 
thing can he withhold, who withheld not his precious 
life from us, who sitarcs his throne, his crown, his 
kingdom, idl he is and all he has, with us ? Ah ! how 
sad is it that we should grieve mc/t a friend by our 
little faith, that we should dishonour one so faithful, 
so true, by questioning his word and promise. May 
lie shame us of our unbelief, that our unbelief bring 
us not to shame ! 1 think he will show all his jieople, 

om* dav, lunv they tied his hands and looketl up his 
treasures, by this strong sin. “ He tniuld do no mighty 
work there,” is a strange account of One who can do 
all things, and surety points out very strongly, that 
he h/^ chosen iiiitli as the channel through which he 
w ill convey his mercies. “ Lord, increase our faith I” 
What a day will that he when faith is swallowed up in 
sight ! Oh, eternal things ! how near, howr very near 
are they in reality ! to wdiat a distance removed by 
unbelief! Wliat a step between us and our place 
around the tlironc, in the company of thousand thou- 
sands, in the open vision of the precious Lamb ! May 
you he enabled tb stand on the threshold in spirit, glad, 
most glad, to step into the full enjoyment of that which 
you have been gasing upon with longing eyes, when- 
ever he who has appointed the moment shall be pleased 
to beckon you. May you stood thus gazing on the 
glories of your home, until your eye becomes dim for 
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every thing' on this side of it ! May you mark well its 
treasures, until the thorns and briars ivhich eross your 
path are forgotten by your willing feet ! May you 
count up its blessedness, until he who was made ft 
ciirse to purchase it for you becomes unspeakably pre- 
cious to your soul, and obtains bis blood-boiigbt place 
there 1 What manner of people ought the people of 
God to be ? Children of the Most High ( heirs of 
pod ; fellow citizens w*ith the saints ; the peculiar 
treasure of the King of kings ; the sister, the love, the 
spouse of the Lonl God of Hosts ; exalted to heaveit 
in privileges ; too often debased to hell in their walk 
and conversation ! Oh, the heights, the depths, in a 
believer’s soul ! Well is it that the heights, and depths 
in the love of his God are immeasurable. .... 

Tuesday . — I waiU.*d for tliis moriuiig*s [lost, hoping 

I might hear from you 1 trust you have 

found this a refreshing season to you, a spring-iimC' in 
your soul. Every bursting biid speaks in animating 
language, and tells of better things to come ; it s[>eaks 
the faithfulness of our God, tlie 810*0 departure of our 
wintry season, and the glorious body prepared for us. 
Soon, very soon, my beloved sister, shall our colil, 
stormy, dark, and dreary winter be over and gone ; an 
eternal spring shall dawn iipm us ; oiu* Sun shall no 
more withdraw himself ; it shall be a morning without 
clouds ; the voice of love alone shall be heard in our 
land. Who that hod never seen the change in the 
natural world, looking upon the naked (apparently 
almost lifeless) shrub, could form an idea of what it 
slUdl be, when covered writh beauteous leaves aud 
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flowers? Thus it doth not indeed yet appear what 
we shall b«^ ; and when we feel the barren, almost 
lifeless stole of uttr souls, we can scarcely give 
credit to a God, when he speaks to us of the glo- 
rious change which shall take place; when he tells 
us that wc, wdio have stood comparatively like dead 
trees in his garden below, shiill soon blossom and 
bud, yea, become every thing that is gi*eat, lovely, 
and glorious, for we shall bo like him* Lift up your 
head then, for your ^ring draweth nigh. Trees, 
shrubs, birds, flowers, shall not long make the be- 
liever sigh and blush, as they can tell him of a better 
spring fur them than he can find in hts own soul. He 
may lo(»k forward u> a far more glorious spring, when 
the desert over which he now mourns shall blossom as 
the rose, and rejoice with joy and singing. Happy are 
the people who are in such a case ! . . . . 


LETTER XIIL 
To THE Same. 

H «f, %TuneMh^ 1821. 

I FEAR you have Iwen thinking it long since you 
heard from me. It is a comfort to me to think 
bow much better a letter you have by you, than 
any your poor sister could wTite* It is sw'cet to 
remember that you have a Friend, who has prbmised 
never to leave you. It is quieting to know that you 



have an infallible Connsellor ; that while many a long 
mile lies between me and iny loved sisters* your own 
God is dwelling you, yea, and shall be in you. 
How unceasingly ahbuld we thank him for bringing 
us to the knowledge and enjoyment of tliesc sw».‘c*t 
truths, ere he separated our paths through the wilder- 
ness ; witliout tliis, what an aching, what an anxious 
separation would it he ! Oh ! tliat nil that is within 
us may bless the Lord ! exercise yourself in this ; 
search out causes for praise ; tpak up the everlasting 
springs, and let them flow forth in the desert. Hi* who 
looks for matter of praise, shall m?ver have matter of 
praise to look for ; ninl these streams arc refreshing t<i 
ourselves and to all around us ; yea, they are streams 
of gladness to souls richer far in joy, even those who 
have entered into the joy of their Lord. To assist 
you in this, let me beg you to give a pjirt of the time 
de\'Oted to prayer, to praise and thanksgiving ; I am 
painfully aware, that it is an employment in w'hich our 
souls arc very dull and sluggish ; but 1 must add, we 
do not practise them in it as we ought. Like ungrate- 
ful beggars, we go off, when we have askcMl for what we 
want, forgetful of what we have received, unthankful 
for the precious promises of w'hat we are yet to receive. 
This tends to nourish that coldness and ingratitude 
which lock up the main spring of exertion and de- 
voteduess. If you can find no present mendes to he 
thankful for, (but where is the day, whore is the 
hour, of which this complaint may be imuk*?) then 
turn an eye backwArds to that love w'ith w'hich you 
were loved before the frmiidation of the W'orld. I^ook 
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onward to what shall be done for you, when time sludl 
be no more. It bccoiiietb well tlie justified soul to be 
tluinkful: if this is not, I know not the created thing 
that should be so; and bow kind is it of our gracious 
King to consider these acknowledgments of bis worms, 
os hunmvrbuj him ! May he enable us to honour him 
yet more aud niore ! may he teach us in every thing to 
give thanks, and tunc our harps, w'ithout delay, for his 
perfected, chosen choir above ! But truly we know not 
what wo ask, w hen we desire this ; nor would we know. 
Thunks to our God that he will give us no larger 
burden than the present moment to hold. Doubtless 
tlicre must he many, and very |>ainfiil, soul-emptying 
dispensations, ere every chord within will be in har- 
mony to Worthy art thou, O Loud,” &c. Conflicts, 
crosses, and losses are the nn»st correct tuners of our 
golden harjfs ; and \vh<*n we sweep the strings above, 
we shall find and aekiiowliMlge that not bue conflict, 
cross, nor loss, could have been sparen], 

Aud lioiv goes on tlie study of the Scriptures ? I do 
so long to give you each a large Bible. Remember I 
reserve this pleasure for myself, so don’t get nor receive 

one from any other 

I should like to know your employments for every half 

hour! Tell me every thing Do diligently 

inquire of your Master every morning, what he would 
have you do through the day. Do simply aud faithfully 
wait for his answ'cr, and shut your ears against your 
own. Pray that your whole lieart and spirit may stand 
ready, and say, “ Here am I, send me.” Bew'are of 
gainsaying or dictating to so wise a Master. That is 
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frightful but cxnninon lai^ago, ** Send by tbe band of 
himurbom thou shauldeH send” (for so tbe original 
stands.) May the Loan silence sudb unbecoming 
language in the hearts of all his honoured servantsy 
and enable them to say, WAat thou wilt ; witcu thou 
wilt; hoiv tliou wilt.” 

Tell me what part of tlie Scriptures you arc reading, 
what other book you reading. &n. Let me be as 
much as I can with you. I hope you read the Missionary 
Registers : their contents are ealculateil to make the 
lame man leap as an hart, ami the tongue of the dumb 
to sing.” Tell me how the Association is goingon . . . 

Dear — — , 

of whom you beard me speak, is declining very fast, 
but he has a hope full of immortality, blessed be God! 


/>o, flo earnestly pray for me, 

my beloTed sisters ; I do stand in the midst of many 
and great dangers : so courted, so caressed. Yet, Lord, 
thou knowest. Ah ! that is bumbling. 


LETTER XIV. 

To THE Same. 

H d, July Hth, 1821 . 

It has indeed been a joy to hear from you, and in our 
widely separated path, to catch some of the notes of the 
songs of Zion from your harp, is to hear melody indeed ; 
to hear that which has often made me take my harp 



191 , 

from the willows, and has put a new song into my 
mouth,, even praise unto our God. To see you, though 
faint, yet purtuingt is one of my very truest joys aad 
I desire to thank niy Odd for it. May you be enabled 
to presi on, may you never turn again until every foe 
be made your footstool! Remember, we have no 
ariufiur for the back. A^Hiilst we have every security 
in facing the enemy, and wrestling against him, the 
promised safety of a retreat insures wounds and dis- 
tress. Give ALL diligence to make your calling and 
eleetjon sure to yourselves and to those around you. 
How cruelly do we rob ourselves of the heaven pre- 
pared for us in the wilderness, and testify tliat we 
should rob <iurselves of an eternal heaven, were not 
our God greater than our hearts, and mightier than 
the mighty waves of our corruptions# How might we 
** delight ourselves in the ahnndnnce of peace,** did we 
seek it at tlie true, the only source ! and how inwi- 
ably do we lose peace when we seek it elsewhere, how- 
ever fair the promise. Then do acquaint youi*selves 
with Him, and be at peace. Study lus |)recious cha- 
racter. They that know' his name cannot but put their 
trust in liiiii. Be often taking some measure of his 
love, of tliat gentleness which has brouglit you hitherto, 
of that mercy which f/ndnreUi for ever. What an 
ocean of delight for sinners like ourselves in those 
words] Especially would I cautiou you against the 
view Satau will endeavour to give you of your un* 
changeable God, at seasons when sin and temptation 
b^ing dark clouds over your sky. O beware of think- 
ing him such an one as yourselves ; bear him say, ** 1 



me is jio variaA^ess — nune is an 
love.** Vfh^ he hates|^ and will vjsit the 
as we^ to press ids sorrowing child 
to his bosom. 


, ;■■ LETTER XV. 

■ ■' To E S. P. . . 

' t ' jK T ■■■'■.■■ 'df 1821 . 

I "mvii'.'ififft waste mj time and my paper in indulging 
,; iiiy and telling toy beloved children how 1 love 

■ ^Rtem. I must teM them that I am daily loaded with 
! lieii^t8, .and l^ut do be much 

: m prajhsr for X have to much to lead me to form a 
estimate ot myself ; though, thanks to him who 
conTtnees id* sin, I Auec views which do lead me to 
' ipa^ iss^self. I have not read Boston, but will cndea** 
your'W into it. I much love to be searched into, 
but we tiiaild be aiw« that while we are thus employed, 

, .jSetali fcaows not to be idle. He who leads us to think 
ligi^ of sin in the commission of it, will not fail 
:gi%at!y to aggravate it all^wards; a^ though we can 
^ver aeO too anudi of the, linfulneim dT sin, yet it is 
; ■ in wv^^.plaee when It veils Jfesus fipom us.. This 

enemyi' and wh^ k plaM sin in 

®(^iPei^;^ .gaTO 
we^ 




dar« not cftS ovb JLf<^ «ifi our* C^. Littie 


auimation is in tli€i walk ZioiilwardB, 
down, tbc knees feelile) iJie 
the devil* find an easy prey in siich a 
pilgrim ; and* when be would struggle i^inM th^ as > 
in former time*, be filndli bis kriengtb is deipartM 
him, for be bas lost his se»st&/!e, though not idt adidi(£" 
hold, on the Beloved. How then are we to 
those who ore turned out of the way ? .ves to tc$ 
them they were never in it? Are we to p^ 'Iroiii' dif^ 
Acuities in the way of the lame? No; our God 
mamls to comfort such, to make, stra^j^ 
them, to lift up their feeble lumds, to. hid ^iiein 
good cheer. Yea, I would say to sndi, what I 
tften said to tny own soul, when doubting if I jtaiW ^ 
taken one step Zionwards, **Coine note, if you Have.: 
never been before, take him at his word’’.*^^ Him 
coineth 1 will In no wise east out.* 1 am 


send so unsatisfactory a, letter, but it csom^s ^ 
heart which fisithfully and t^derly loves jripiu; 


LETTER XVL ^ 

' 

To OlA-E.. 

GiMiiit io. t wie ^ 

to 70^ lor '^lnlurt is' much wiA you,; sj^'.. Wljifet; I . 
wdiM' ite 



God upon eTftry retncmbrance of you. Unspcaknblr 
$w«et is the assurance, that tlie Lord has made a 
about you, and about all that you have on every 
;aide; that he who toucheth you, toucheth the apple of 
his eye— --ihat with him, with whom there is n(» future, 

• you are come unto Mount Zion, the city of the livinj^ 
Goo : aipl may say amiilst all tlie shadowy dangers 
which lie between, 

“ More happy, hnt not niow* w^cure, 

The gloriHeii spirits altove/* 

Seeing, then, tliat such is your portion, well may it be 
asked, What maimer of jicrson ought you t<» be in all 
holy conversaliou and gctdlhieas ':** UeineiuWr it is uti 
assurance of these things from which, both in thet>ry 
and practtlce, this question takes its rise. l.Hbour, 
therefore, to make your calling and elect ion sure ; ami 
fight against a douht, as you would against uu ojkui 
act of sin. I do belicnre >it is Mo/ sin which goes 
nearest to the heart of Jesus ; which most afflicts and 
most dishonours him. Now mcire es[K>cially, when he 
will call upon you to show whose you are, lot nothing 
rob you of the souUstrengthening, invigorating motto, 
** My btdored ia-mine, and 1 am hia;^* Hear him calling 
you, “ my sister, lay love, niy dove-, my undefilcMl ex- 
amine the mansion he has prepared for you, out of the 
reach of every etiemy ; see him bearing your pety napie 
on his breastplate, when he goes in before his Father^ 
to plead the cause of his people; and endeavour to 
listen to his promises as if he had inti in the uni- 
verse to whom he could mtike them. How valiant for 
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the truth would such u soldier be! Tliey tltut coa- 
( ended with hlni would he as nothiugf and as a thing 
of nought, while he was triumphantly excUuming, ^ 1 
ant more than ooiiqueror.’* His rough roiad wciuid 
become suior>th» and the crooked places straight, be- 
cause he would have entered into rejst, and would be 
already sitting in heas’enly places in Christ Jesus. 
Kcinenihcr, you are not straitened in the Lord, he has 
given you the key of his treasui’y^ yea, of hjs very 
heart : ]»is wondrous language is, “ Conimaud thou 
me — usk whiit thou wilt, and it shall be done unto 
iheo Lis only comjdaiiit on this subject is, “ You ka^'O 
iKit, hi'cause you ask not.** Do be instant and ioipor- 
tiinalo iu prayer, labour after this sentiment, when- 
ever you draw near your God, “ I w'ill not lot thee go, 
except thou bless me/’ and upon it : rise not from 
your knees—kt him not alone, until you find that he 
has indeed drawn near you to «lu you good. 

Mr. P was mentioning tlic experience of ofiCr 

who resolved through grace, never to make a form 
merely of what should be in much power. Did he 
draw near to God, to confess his sins ? he would not 
leave conf(;ssing, until a sluinie, a sorrow, a revenge 
were wTOught in his mind. Did he ask for more en- 
larged views of Christ ? he would not cease asking 
until more of the beauties of Christ were revealed to 
him : and thus he acted in every duty, in every ordi- 
nance ; and thus assureiUy should we act, were we in 
real earnest about the things Which belong to our 
peace : we should not then so often send iu oUr solemn 
petition to the King, ere he sent us an .answer, run 

k2 \ 
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off, careless and unconcerned, from the posts of his 
gate, alter the first trifie which came in our wav. 
Were ho as unmindful and careless about our yietitions, 
as we are, when and how should we receive an answer ? 
Let me exhort ^ou also, to be diligent in searciiing tlie 
Scri})tures 


To him, who is rich in merev mid in power* 

1 coniniend you. 


LETTER XVIL 

To THB Same. 

S », October 18//#, 1821. 

I BELIEVE it is your turn to Jieiir from me, hut indeed 
so many claim the? turn with me, that when letter- 
writing time comes, I am abupst paralyzed in (liaut 
Despair’s Castle ; a had place truly to be in, one where 
every energy of mind and body sceins to be frozen up. 
I scarcely know any abode on earth to which Satan is 
more continually endeavouring- to lead us ; nor any 
hinguugc which he more diligently teaches, than that 
of those regions, " there is no hoiie.” 

I am very thankful to hear dear — is enabled to 
see the precious door prepared in the valley of Achor. 
May she sit and sing there, os in the days of her youth, 
and as in the day when the Lord brought her up out of 
Egyi)t. We think of our God, as be loves to he thought 
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of, when w'e consider no burden of gtilt too heavy for 
him to sustain — no muit^Ued transgressions too heinous 
fur his loye to multiply ^rdons upon* To hope against > 
hope, and to he strong in fiutli, this is to give glory to 
God. Ho never complains of l^eing dishonoured by a 
too implicit confidence, or a too unquestioning trust; 
therefore, when your heart is talking about this, tell it, 
it is Satan's language, and drive the father of lies from 
you. You know how it would grieve me if ^you ques- 
tioned niY love towards you, though, alas ! I have too 
often given you cause. How then must it grieve him 
who spared n<it his choicest treasure, but freely gave 
that up for you, and who has never had any other 
Thoughts towards you, even from eii||rlasting, than 
thoughts of peme ; who ever rests and delights in the 
Jove he bears towards you. Why, why are ye fearful, 
O ye of little faith ? 

Thank you very much for yonr interesting letter. 
You are indeed hound to testify that the Lord ttnll 
provide — he will make streams in the desert, and the 
parched land shall become springs of waters, while his 
pilgrims are passing through. Then praise him for all 
that is pa-st, and tnist him for. all that is to come. 

Read much the book of Providence ; “ wrhoso is wdse, 
and will observe these things, Mcy shall understtwd the 
loving-kindness of the Lord." The study of that book 
begets a sw'eet confidence, and a quiet uraiting upon 
God. We shall read it better soon, but let us endea- 
vour to spell and pick out some of it here. See ever^ 
step of our vtiHj pondered over by the Lord — delighted 
in — kept exactly in the right %vay. It is his plan to 
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lead fu about; bit it is not' his plan, nor his way, to 
lead us tlirough one needless track, or over one unne- 
cessarily rough step. Precious, precious Guide 1 Oh 
that we may fully follow thee whithersoever thou goest ! 

.... The last few days, and since my services have 
not been so requisite, I have been very ill, but am now 
much better. My uppermost thought, in the idea that, 
it wiffbt be the ha^ipy messenger, was, as far as it eoii- 
eeriied those whom I should leave behind, about my 
beloved sisters ; and the uurds, Death is ^ours;** «all 
things work together goi‘)d,” &c. wen' unspeak* 
ably sweet to me. I could eonfiileTiitly say and 
Then my death is theirs, in the covenant of blessings;” 
but it seems I.|^ not yet to go ... . We propose having 
such a houseful at the ehristeuing of the dear linby ; 
but the Lord may have dldVrent ]nirfM>ses. One thing 
1 know, hifi are best, and liis shall stand. 


LETTER XVm. 


To E. S. P. ANi> O. A. IV 


S », Dec. 22/Mf, 1821. 

To all my beloved ones I liave much to say, but I 
know they will be eoiilcnt to take it through you. To 
you all 1 wish the best blessings that are attendant tm 
^his joyful season. May it be a Christmas indeed to 
you, a Christ formed in your hearts, the bf»i)e of glory. 
' May your only grief be when he is grieved, and wlnm 



your hearts too much resemble the inn at Bethlehem. 
May his love be shod abroad in your hearts, and mani- 
fested in your Hves. Behold, what manner of persons 
should those be for whom the mig'lity (rod became an 
infant of days . ... 1 do very much feel for those of the 
Lord's family who are placed in the deadening: vortex 
(tf noisy folly and uumeaningp mirth ; hut still 1 hear 
their g^uardiaii saying:, “ 1 know where thou dwellest, 
and that thou caiist not bear these thing:s; 1 have chosen 
your heritage for you among* the ttmts of Meseeli ; tlie 
why and the wdierefore you know not now, but you shall 
know luTcafter. Yot a little while, uu:l where I am 
there shall you be also/’ Wiili such assurances well 
may they take up old Jacol/s language, ** It is enough.” 
The path of tluty may be intricate, and one that can 
only he discovered by much prayer and watchfulness, 
and diligent attention to the counsels of God. C'cni- 
sistcncy, without obstiiuicy ; dt^cUiou, without morosc- 
iicss ; ehoerfuliicss, without levity ; courtesy, without 
undue cortipliaiiee ; fWelity, w'ithoiit forwardness ; in- 
diil'ereiice to worldly pursuits, withioit the appeaj'aiicf? 
of pride,— ^liese and many more, which 1 liavt- not time 
to enumerate, are things to be aimed at, but. not easily 
to be obtained. AXay we nil have grace to put the 
touchstone to every thing in which w»e engage, “ Can I 
ask a blessing upon it?” 

And now, I would fain toll you of the Lord's mer<>ies 
lately vouchsafed to us. With a heart dancing fjor joy, 
did 1 this morning escort our disarest sister round the 
garden several times. But painfully have 1 felt that 
joy is not gratitude ; that I have been too hax>py to be 
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seriously thankful, I have knelt down to try to 

praise our God, I have had hut little command over 
thoughts inebriated with joy. Tliesc things, I know, 
ought not so to be ; this is not spiritual joy ; this is not 
rejoicing as though I rejoiced not. But I have bet*n 
so swallowed up with sorrow, anxiety, paiiifulness, 
watchings, forebodings, unbelief, self-aceusatioii, and I 
know not what, that thi.s deliverance seems like a 
dream. I do desire Ui speak to the praise of iny God, 
and to the encouragement of all iny felhtw pilgrims, 
that I was supported through this trying time. Me 
only could then consider niy trouble ; he only knew tJie 
adversities of my soul, amd truly his left hand lias hei^ii 
under my bead, and his right hand hath einbraecd me. 
I would encourage you to trust him for every day i»f 
trial, for truly he has laid up strength proportioned to 
it «... 1 thought you would like these jmrtieulars, anil 
you know how to praise and pray for us. May your 
hearts be in readiness. 


LETTEU XIX. 

To O. A. P. 

S -n, Janif, 1822. 

Gladut do I avail myself of this opportunity of writing 
to you .... I scarcely know how to mention what has 
taken place since last ] wrote to you. 1 do desin^ to 
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spciik loudljv and sunply of the wondrous dealing of tiiy 
God ; but I hud 

I cannot make his praises known 

l)ut seir-upplause comes in.'* 

I KouMftimes hope that some pcaoeahic fruits of my iato 
sorrows and anNietie.s arc beginning to ap]>ear. I hope 
the world is nion; clouded; but perhaps it is only that 
the shadow of this temporary cloud has not yot left the 
valley. I ho]>c I am enabled to feel more of a quiet 
confidence; but perhaps this is only that 1 have just 
been forced to st'C that the cml of the Lord is vkky 
jiitiful. Hut I speak ignoraTttly when I spank of my 
state ; it is iny comfort that there is One who doeS'. 
nndi'rstand mo. My snares have been many, but I have 
been iiii»st w’atchfully guardeti, und I hope I am viler 
than over in mine own eyes .... There is no lastiny 
Ivst for a harassed soul, save in the precious ark. O! 
trust that, my beloved sister, for all that is to come 
upon YOU. It do(?s outride the highest waves ; it is 
mightier than the voice t»f many waters. Be assured 
there is in» possible trial ap}H>int4»d for you but there is 
pn>p»>rtioncMl sirongth. Don't fear the worst day or 
the heaviest storm. You have a refuge which can keep 
out tlic> most violcmt, as well a$ the mo.st trifling tempest. 
Nay, we ofttMi feel less of the former, for we realize our 
danger more, and run more completely into our strong 
tower. In the latter wo sometimes think we can do 
w'ithout shelter, and we are brought painfully to feef 
our insuflicieney. * 

.... Do not sujiposo 1 am at ail ];>erplexed by the 
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apparent iteration of plans : I know there is no real 
alteration of that path which has been teinnonjed and 
weighed out from etcriiitv. Every step is oMered for 
each of us, and is in the ri^ht way* I feel usgtired that 
beliived M. will be blessed and made a biessin^r ; she is 
sent “ into the land of the Chaldeans for gfood/’ 

2 must Hnish, tliough my heart is still full. When I 
woubl tell of mercies, joys, comforts, blessing, they are 
(juite more than 1 am able to express ; they have pre- 
vented us; they have followed us; they have eoin- 
jiassed us ; they have crowned us ; they have ItMidcd us. 
Hut, indeed, my time is gone. May the I-iord bless iny 
pi'eeious sisters, and pre|iare them for whatever ike Jias 
prepared 4pr them. Let your hearts be knit together in 
love— a «MfC word— bcw'urc of dropping the stitch. 


LETTER XX. 

To THE Same. 

S February 28///, 1 822. 

.... W HEN you were hut three years old, my be- 
loved sister, the third of March w'as a day of many 
prayers and tears with me, so an old jouriml of mine 
testifies, and memory bears w^ituess to the truth of the 
testimony. Do you ask why I wept, why I prayed, 
when I knew little or nothing of the worth f>f a soul? 
The maiospring of my requests on your beliaif was, 
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that self in things might be glorified. I wept over . 
whatever was likely to rob me of the only reward 
I Uien cjured about, the praise of men, and irhlch gave 
Satan tile lie iu* the fair promise he was rejieatedly 
making, that I should ^*be as God,” able to bring 
a clean thing out of an unclean. Thus did I sacrifice 
to devils, and not to God. But, blessed be nui* 
most precious Iiiterceasor ! other prayers, other tears 
were otfercil up orf your behalf, yea, sfrortg crying and 
tears^ yea, tears of blood had long, long before jSowed 
for iny child, tears whtcli when weighed in the balance 
of the sanctuary were weighty with unniingled desires 
that (rMi in all things should be glorified ; tliat you 
should la* a sold to show forth his praise through time 
and through eternity. 

In hKiking back ufion the past year, you doubt- 
less find' great dt'ptbs of remorse, shame and con- 
fusion of fiieo broken up, while the windows of hea- 
ven have never been opened for you but to sliower 
down mercies. You remember, |>crhaps, that this 
is the day which I trust I may call my hirth-day, 
a day indeed to be much remembered by me. This 
is THAT day of the Lord, on which by strength of 
hand, and gentlene^ss of heart, he brought me from 
the iron furnace. Eight years now, has he suffered ■ 
my maimers in the wildeimess, since the day tliat 1 
knew him, or rather was known of him, and oh, what 
manners have they been! such as no earthly friend 
w^ould have endured for eight days ; nay, often not for 
eight hours. Cold and cruel neglect, doadness tpw^ords 
hiui, and life towards his- enemies; uufruitfuluess, 

K 4 
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murmurings, limitmgjSy temptings 4nd 
of luB Spirit, earthlmesR of niiod and lieai*t, 
liarshness towards hts preeioiM inemberft» niifaiihfuluoss 
in atowardsbip, pride, vainglory, and hypocnsj, con- 
tempt of bis Word, {jresuniptnous sins. But I shall iill 
mj pa]>or, if T ]»retend to give a list of xny sins, yea, 
ihe world itself could not contain the books whieJi 
might be written on this subjecrt. You Imve learnwl 
to spell out many words in the black list, whilst 
with grief, you acknowledge, “ to my bcai*t they Ut- 
loiig.*' Be it so, yea, let them be ten thousand times 
more tlian 1 can niontioii, sins w^hich you are rea«ly to 
imagine tut one is guilty of but yourself, /teart siii>, 
secret sins, rc[>cated sins, sins of ]»res»iinpti<vn, <»r 
ignorance, of negligence ; yet, of this be ussmvL*d, they 
are pardoucfi long before they are made known to ytai* 
They are blotted out of God’s book before they arc 
written on tin* book of your conscience ; ht* will never 
keep a copy against you; his Spirit has undertaken 
to write them on your heart on condition, (if I may so, 
speak,) that tlie blood of his Son should blot them out 
of the records in h^sveu. ^ The iniquity of Jacob shall 
be sought for, ami shall not he J'oandiT “ 1 havt 
blotted out, us a tliick cloud, thy transgrisssions, and, 
as a cloud, thy sins,’' &c. 

These are the precious trut'is which 1 am this day 
endeavouring to ]>ress ujion my W'oundod spirit. Where- 
fore? to encourage it in its vileness? in its 4tBtauco 
from God ? in its pride and presumption? Nay; but 
that I may remember iny ways, and be asbaxned ; that 
X may remember and be confounded, and never opcm 
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mj Jiiou^ atiy more because of my sham^ seeing that 
the Lord is pacified towards me for all that 1 have , 
done. Theta is mercy with him, that he- may he 
feared ; there arc multiplied forgivenesi>cs iu him, that 
he may 1>c loved. 0 that we may cultivate a sense of 
this until we are more and more pained when we fret 
him and make him to serve with our sins! May we 
earefiilly shun that *‘ahuiidauee of iilleness,” which, as 
far as 1 can tnu^c, is the source of .-*0 iimiiy sins of com- 
missi<m as well as of omission, (}ird up the loins of 
your mind ; r««, pretut, ttt/ojtize. Be ya^rfect, be of 
good i'oiid'ort, he of one mind, live iu |H‘aee, and the 
Ciod of fnrv and prace shall be w ith you. 

rVir tlie future, I would say t<i you, what I am forced 
to say to luy owu hc^art again and again, (ah I how* 
vmidy do 1 sptak unless the Spirit speak through me,) 

Be careful for ; m/T in every thing by 

prayer and supplication witJi tlianksgiving let your^ 
requests be made known unto (hid.” If you are sent into 
the land of the Chaldeans, it is for your good. If you 
arc takeu into the wilderness, it is that he spiak 
to pour heart i if he crosscvs your- desires aifd incli- 
nations, it is the hedge of thorns, planted by the hand 
of mercy, t<» preserve you “from your own destruc- 
tions.” Endeavour to cultivate u quiet confidence iu 
him who not only has all jMiAver in heaven and in earth, 
but who loves you as his owu soul, and esteems you his 
peculiar treasure. 

, . , . You would have been deligbteil with sweet 
little C. Imd you beard and seen him last night. He 
came to me to pray, having crowded his band with 
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snowdrops, shouting:, “ Do so«, do see ; me sink me*s 
just like snow itself. .... Now we’U pay.** f 
Hardly aide to keep my count enanee, “ I s|ud, C 
which shall you think most of, p^od rrieml, or snow- 
drn{»s ?” Putting; Ins head on one side, and pausiTr^ a 
little ; “ Me sink about snowdrops.” “ Hut tlien, C., 
that’s as bad as little black Ixn's praying* to idols ; 
sTJOwdroj's can’t take care of (*.” “ Shall me take them 
out, aunt H ?” (This I could uot bring rnyscH to ask 
fur wheai he had arranged them si» heautifully.) I said, 
» C. may keep them if he thinks he can help thinking 
about them.” Ho stood consiih^ring a little while. 
‘‘Nome can’t, aunt H., me can’t, so me sink me’d hctier 
pul snowdrops kitk away.” So saying, he pulled 
them all off, and carried them to a chair at the other 
end of the room, where he could not see them. I ad- 
mired the triumph, and could hut learn from the d<‘ar 
#child uot to trllle with temptation. 


LETTER XXL 
To THE Same. 

L «, Majjf 21 j?/, 1S22. 

As wo are likely to be in an idle hustle for the next 
two or three weeks, I will try and make out something 
in the sh^jie of a letter, though I have little at present 
to cominunicate which can either interest or arniisc 
you. One theme, indeed, is ever new, ever interesting, 
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ever cheering. Oh for a live coal from the altar to 
touch niy heart and iny lips and tuhe away this ini- 
epntous backwardness and ilstiessiiess iu speaking of 

our Beloved 1 mts ashamed of myself as 1 ate up 

every wor*! R uttered about you on bis return 

from Lfuidiin — how you looked — wliere you sat — 
where \ou stood — what you said — what you did — all 
was replete with interest for me. I could like to hear 
the sumo things over and over again, and always find 
something t<» delight and interest while they related 
to my ]<recious ehihi. But a still small voice within 
would be heard. If the case be so with an obj€?rt 
beloved, where is tliy kindness to thy hmveitfy Friend? 
Is his name us ointment poured forth? Is hi.*» love 
l)etU*r than wine r Ah, Lord ! come wid manifest 
thyself unto nw^ and iny heart shall be drawTi after 
thei^. 1 more and more iiiid that this is our wisdom, 
<»ur privilege, our safety, oiir hoavtMi, to grow’ iu tho 
knowledge of our l^u’d Jesus Christ. To gaze on 
this bright Sun, until our eyes are dimmed for every 
earthly objt‘ot — to <*ultivate a sen.se t»f his k>ve towards 
usy until all otlicr love appear low% mean, and selBsh. 
To put our finger into the print of the nails, and to 
thrust our hand into his side, till swallowed up in. 
rapturous joy, we can exclaim, “ J/y Lord, and my 
God.” May the language of our hearts lie, in every 
duty and in every ordinance— in the book of nature^ 
in the book of Providence — <<wc would sec Jesus.’^ 
We should not then have loug to go about the streets 
of Zion moiuufulJy. 
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LETTER XXir. 

To THE Same. 


Fehruarff 182^?. 

As the ev€*r dear third of March tlraws near, the 
tide of my tmderest affections will overflow, and inv 
juost Ji^ratoful thoughts will rush hac?k to that tJtirfl 
anniversary of \our natal day, when I first dimly 
discovered the hole of the pit in which ytui lay ; 
and, filled with hopes and fears, looked out for some 
help for you ; beginning, as I then did, in some 
measure, to feel that I was not (piite able to hew 
you out of the ijuarry : but all this (1 rept*at with 
shame) was only, that I in all tilings might be glori- 
fied. I know you must be tii*eil of bearing of tliese 
tilings ; but I find in iiiy own experience, that there 
is iiotliiiig much more profitable to rny soul, than to 
Iw put in reineinhrnnce of “ mif birth anti my mtfi- 
vity/' by my Ciod ; and 1 Hud that when iiiy soul is in 
a languid, dull, ungrateful state, fretting rny GchI, and 
pressing him down with my inlipiities, as a eai*t is 
pressed that is full c»f sheaves, lie may say to me at 
sueli a time, “ Thou hast not rotiieinhored the days of 
thy youth.” The reraemlmiiice of what we w(*ro to God, 
and what he w'as to u9 ; the heaps of provocations on 
our side, and the heaps of mercies on his ; the setting 
his love upon us, because he wonM love ns, having a 
desire towards us, and passing by others, who seemed 
to promise fair to bring him more glory, and to serve 
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him better ; the tender comforts witli which he com- 
forts his new-born babes — ^the kiiid consideration with 
which he gently led us — ^the patience with which he 
instructed us — the forbearance with which he bore 
with our frown rd tempers — the refreshing seasons he 
gave us in Ills bauqueting-house — the loving correc- 
tion with which htf made us great ; — ^these^ and an in- 
numerable inuititude of tender mercies, when brought 
to our hearts by the precious Remembrancer, are cal- 
culated to make us loathe ourselves in our owm sight ; 
rest^ with iinsbakeii confidence, in a love so strong ; 
lean, with holv joy, on a bosom so tender ; and long, 
with ardent gratitude, to make some return for mer- 
cies so coniitli.'ss. May we, then, ever remember the 
days of our youth ! But we have yet more to remem- 
ber ; even, h(»w has rnffircd our manners in the wil- 
dernesh ; or, “ fed us as a nurse bearoth or feedoth her 
tiliild.” Oh may wc weli remember the way by which 
the Lord has leil us, until every string of humility, 
gratitude, ccuifnlenee, love au<l jiraise in oia* souls, make 
sweet iiieliKly unto the Lord. 

1 do m(»st sincerely congratulate you, my beloved 
sister, on arriving at the close of another year ; for, 
while I esteem it a privilege, a favour, a gift, to live, I 
daily feel an incr(?asing couvictioii that it is gain to die. 
When I was at your age, yes, when 1 was almost your 
age in the spiritual life, life appeared to me in very dif- 
ferent coUmrs from what it iiow^ docs. 1 am conscious 
fiote, of having anticipated much from a land which is 
yrmlly poUuteil, wliilc 1 realised but little those views 
which make life below really desirable. Under tem- 
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porarj clouds, indeed, I had more ardent lon^ing^s to he 
grone ; hut this often arose from disHjfpoiiitmeut, excited 
ieeling^, self-will, and love of ease, which was but too 
evident when my earthly sun shone out ag*ntn, and made 
me willing, yea, desirous to bask in its beams. I do 
not, I hope, w'ish to sjK^ak of self for the sake of plea**- 
ing self ; but I would guard you against tliat delusive 
glare, which Satan spreads over terrestrial tliitigs; and 
1 would liave you aim at, tuid pray for. that only quiet, 
stayed, pt^aeeful life in the flesh — that life freed from 
disajtpoiiilments, cares, and jtriMefs, living hv the faith of 
the Son of God. Not, not, ?o>/ as thougli 1 had al- 
ready attained it ; (which you may suppose I would 
imply by what I have said ;) but this I fo/hw qfhr, I 
would fain have you learn this lesson with less ditficulty, 
with fewer stri]»es and chastisements, and less torture 
to flcith and blond, than I have : hut, [a^rhaps, this is 
oil, of which we can impart little or none, and which 
must be bought at a great price. My j)recious Teacher 
alone knows what it has cost me, even the very little I 
now have, and truly I could have piircliased it from no 
other ; fur he kindly suflered me t<> pay, just as I waa 
able to bear it ; liere a little, and there a little ; he gave 
it me out of tilings w'hich, in any other hands, would 
have proved* niy desti^ctiou ; and enahJetl me again 
and again to say, **^Out of the eater came forth meat.” 
Might I he the honoured instruniout of imparting any 
wisdom to you, from dear-bought experience, I would 
say again and again, beware of creature love : beware 
how you say of any person, circuin$tauee» plac^ or 
thing, same shall comfort we.” The very 
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thought is rebellton against tiic decree of our God, — 
stirs up his jealousy and forces him to turn comforts 
into crosses, lie only is the true Noah; he is the 
rest ; ho is the refreshing ; lie is our peace ; he is our 
comforter ; and he will bring us to feel and to achnow- 
leilge that other things are only mercies and comforts, 
us they are onjoyetl in him, rtjsigned up to his care and 
manageiiient, ami used for his glory. 1 do pray that 
youjuav live only for him, >\ho lived, and died, and rose 
again, for y»m. Then shall every added year, yea, every 
folded be a source of eternal thanksgiving, and 

swefl y<nii* loud hulleliijahs; and though, in looking 
ba<'k on the past year, yoti t\il], I know, say, “It has 
not lieen tlius with me;” yot in one sense it has, though 
you thought not s«>, nor even meain so; your every sin 
shall hut eelehratCi mure loudly the victories of that 
bh>od which clcanseth from aH sin ; your fallen Dagfm 
.'•hall l>ut set forth the glories of the precious ark ; 
your sell-iufiicted w'ounds and sores fhall di.splay the 
skill of Zioifs Pfiysi^||m; your wanderings shall testify 
the faithfulness of that watehful Shepherd, who will 
bring you in safety to the fold ; your stubbornness .shall 
be to the praise of liis patience; yonr lutsliness, to that 
of his long-suffering gentleness ; so that in spite of sin 
and Satan, Christ shall in till things be glorified. Sor- 
row not then over the past, u.s one w'ithoiit hojie, even a 
hopo, that all this shall turn to your salvation, and to 
the praise of the glory ot‘ the flcar Redeemer. Though 
you have often robbed yourself of your beaven here, 
remember, for your comfort^ you cannot rob the Lord 
of his glory May the God of all 
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gnce wstb . us, and knit our hearts to him by his 
tender mercies ! 


LETTER XXIII. 

To Tire Samk. 

October, 1823. 

How kind of you to think of me on the day of iiiy 
passing auotlier milestone ! The sweet daily text wus. 
** all rny springs are iii thee.** O that I could iudeeil 
testify it was so I very many dear springs of joy were 
opened around me on that day, but it seemed us if it 
w’ere only to prove to me that Marah has taiuiiMl e\ ery 
fountain but one. There is a bitter in every other 
sweet ; an einptiuess in every other fulness. My pre- 
dominant feeling, as I passed the memento, w as, ** this 
is not my rest;’* but with ha|| sadly little thauk- 
fuLness did I realise, there remaineth a rest but 
there is a wonderful sweetness in it to a wcuiry pilgrim. 
I have been harassed with the fear that I was not 
where the Lord w'ould have me to be, that I arranged 
coming hen* for my own pleasure, and that I mis- 
construed the will of the Lord, in finding a ship ready 
to go to Tarshish, But now I feel sweetly contented 
and thankful, and can look up with confidenoo to my 
employer, and ask, “ what wouhlest thou have me to 
do?” Dou*t forget to be very earnest in prayer for us. 
1 trust we 'may say, ours is a joy which wdll not umke* 
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ashamed ; tKou|^h I antici])ate many a diisappointment 
from seed which has quickly sprung up, but which I 
much fear is sown upon a rock. Every labourer needs 
this, that he may learn to look more earnestly to that 
husbandinun wlio alone can prepare the soil, that he 
may deeply feel the work is not accomplished by man’s 
might, nor by the excellency of his wisdom, but by the 
life-giving power of the eternal Spirit. Do pray that 
that preeitnis wiild may come, and brt^uthe u}Hm these 
shiiti, may revive those who are dntoping, and esMse 
the spiees to fldw f<»rth in every garden, that our Be- 
loved may come into his garden, and cat his pleasant 
fruits. 

.... I sometimes feel a naughty shrinking from all 
that He'S before me: ah! it may not another mi- 
nute out of the haven of sweet, <?tcmal rest ! May I 
j^tyfully know, that whether I live, I Jive unto the 
Lord, or whether I die, I die unto the Lord, that 
living or dying. I am his. I do pray that yon may all 
more than ever feel his love sheil abroai) in your hearts 
by the Holy Ghost given unto you. 


LETTER XXIV. 

To THE Same. 

H d, Feb. 28 M, 1824 . 

Tiioucsn I think you must liave had enough of « birth- 
day letters’* from me, yet I cannot let so dear a day as 



the third of ^farch pass unnoticed. If here I can thank 
mj God upon every remembrance of it, while I see her 
whom it ushered into the world a weary jnlgrim, beset 
, wiA satires on every band* oonipassed with a body of 
death; what shall I say, when I see her at home; 
:in an evdidasting rest, w'ith all the Keauty,and the joy 
of her own Lord beaniing from her! Oh. let tlie light 
of love and gratltvule and joy ever shine on that day, 
on which an heir to such blesscilneSli was horn ! and 
then to remeinher to what you have been born I 

oh, how shall we prov(»ke one another to lotuler and 
sweeter hallelujidis! and here may w*e be improving 
daily in our song! is there in»t a cause? is not every 
day bringing us nearer to the haven where we would 
be? Is not every event driving or drawing us on- 
ward? Is not the very plague of our heart forcing 
out groans, which are breaking the c»ird» of its power?* 
. Is not even sin, bitter as it is, working for good and 
driving us homewards? then let us sing in the w'ays of 
the Lord. But, perhaps, ymi will be ready to say, ah! 
it is easy work to sing in the ways of the I^ord ; but 
I too often go on in rny own ways. Well, your ow'u 
ways shall correct 3»ou, shall prove the faithfulness of 
your good Shepherd; and though I should be sorry 
to hear you sing while in them, yet you shall in the 
end sing for them, and doubly praise the grace which 
has kept so i^raying a sheep. Receive, ^en, ray 
warmest congr^ulatlons, us you pass yotir milestone ; 
and though you cannot decipher how many more 
miles you have to go, "yet one thing I trust you 
can jgkinly perceive upon it ; « To your Fatlier’s 
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house, to that rest which renmineth for tlie people of 
God.’* 

1 often think, and I believe have often told you, how 
I fried to help you pai!»t your third mllestoiie, ima- 
j^'ining I wius to eaiTv the wliule burden mysell:^ and so 
to deserve to get sdl tlie praise of doing mri/ tiling 
for von, that 1 sboidd then have indignantly spurned 
the <»fi«?r of any assistance, Imd I heard the very lKihg 
tif Glory offering to help me in my anluous under- 
taking. O the luiraele of grace that ever brought 
so peculiarly proud a heart to stoop, and to cry out, 
*M.ord, I am opprcssc'd; undertake for ine»” I can 
truly say, while I was yet speaking to him for you, he 
look you \ip in his anus, and carried you in his bosom, 
and none, no, none is able ever again to pluck you out 
of it. 


LETTER XXV, 


To E. S. P. AM> O. A. P. 

S n, Jan, 13M, 1825. 

.... Youb bursts of affection aro very hoothing to my 
heart; yet when 1 remeinlK'r— nay, when I feel tpd 
often in daily experience, that strong affectwnsy make 
strong 1 would sometimes fain weaken 'the 

former in you, with a view to lessening the latter. 

.... We hope publicly to dedicate the dear child ^ 
the liord, on Wcilncsday, and you will he with 
us in sprit. I shall be glad when it has taken {dace, 
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Sot 1 don’t like tho bare appearance of t^Hhholding one 
Jimf longer than is absolutely ueoessaxy, * . . Oar little 
gonrdsi vdien moat flooriskiiig, appear to be only 
giting dKoHer and vigour to the worm at the root, 
while those of whom we dared not be so exceeding 
glad^ in the prospect of their lieiiig spared to their 
beloved parents, are still permitted to twine their f(H*ble 
little tendrils around t^om. Our God is truly excel- 
lent in counsel, and takes immense pains to teach us to 
possess aa thiagh we possessed not. IToa |iervcrsci\ 
we do this in those things which we might possess as 
possessions; while those things which are hut as the 
shade of a shadow,” we would fain lay fast hold (»f. 
How seldom do we see one lining upon the Pearl of 
great price, as if it mr% bclongiKl to him; or with 
the heart in heaven, as one who has a real, incorrup- 
tible, unfading inheritance there. May we bo ciihhled 
more and more to manifest that wc walk by faith, not 
by sight; and that they who ha>e believed do enter 
rest. Were we trul^ the epistles of ('hrist, 
written out so plainly, that we might be known and 
read of all men, how many linos in the epistle would 
he, r^ncitty ercrworc, raring in Me i^rd ahoity^ 
but alas! the blots and blimders hi other parts 
cause ns too often to omit these Ihies. Yet it won’t do 
to pore too long over our blunders ; it is by beholding 
Me glcty of the Lord, that we are changed into the 
same imaga. 
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LETTER XXVL 
To TUB Samk. 

S A, Dec. im, 18SK5. 

I Mii<»T yynU} A few Tmeh to*(lay* thou^li I feel rery 
Inis^^ , and as jf I could not get lime, when pruhably had 
1 more of tiiiLt hope which roubles tiie energies^ and of 
that svstein aiul method which enables eiery little wheal 
t(i iiio\e freely and merrily in its right |dace» I mioh* 
find time cuotijurli and to ^])are. I generally obsorve> 
that those who hnie least to do» find least time for wliat 
they lui>y* to do, and think the most i»f their little 
|n rforiiiariceb. 

To«inorroA our numtlily committee meetings begin, 
and I am engaged two dayn to stay with Mr. and 
Mrs. M— . ] entertain the sweet ho|>o that the 

Lord has afore ]ire|Mn*tl woA in Christ Jesus for roe 
to <lo there. Truly he <hw» ordain peace for us, when 
we ar<» enabled to believe that be Aas wrought all our 
works in us and for us. Blessed pt»ao<» ! when we oan 
lie as a poor tool .in his dear wonder-worldn^ hand ; 
give up the fruitless, iNUofitl idea, that we are to do 
any thing, and be content that he should use taa aw he 
will, tr/iCfi he will, and Aeuf he will, and glorify himself 
in us. Pray that I may know more of this jci|y and 
lieaee, and quietness and oonfiJoneo, s^*i«iiluiciAtlaii 
and siiiglenoss of eye. 

I ho|)e you are less indined to question the wisdom ' 
and tender love of your Infalliblo Guide. May you 

1 . 



xxiii. SfO— 23. Have you not al- 
/Ibiiiid him an adversary to your aJvt*rsarif?s? 

V, Ik he not bringing you to the place which be has prc- 
pared? Coidd this link in the chain be spared? 
“ Take .care how you talk to God about taking it out/* 
May year heart $tand fmty trusting in the Lord — m* 
vessel, whether small or great, tlmt is hung upon that 
nail "which is histeiUHl in a »ure place, ought to be 
removed, &c. 


LETTER XXVII. 

ToO. A. P. 

S », Marrh 2<4 I 

Yi»UR letter just reocived, was caleiilntcHl to show us 
what mamier of spirit we are of, and whether in 
small things, as well as in great, we c<niid iinre> 
servedly acknowledge, that the Judge of all the earth 
does right. . . . But blessed he he who stilleth the 
raging of the sea of corruj[>tioti, s^d the madness of, 
his peoide, after the finst swell to let ns know wlmt 
R stom there might be but* for his |iow'er. All is 
now a calm, and my very heart does trnst him for 
every sfe/i in each of oUr paths ; and stayed upon his 
faithfulness and tendei* love, again enjoys pej^ect peace. . 
I trtist it is so with yon, my preciops sister. It is 
not man that has arrai^ped -it. Hiese wheels within 
wheels are of im hunu^k maehiwy ; tl»eir rings are 
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fM of and they follow him who is goi^ fo?: 

seek a restin^-pkee tor you. Thithor tends ercr^ 4 tep.. 
of our way, whether ii be up hill or down, smooth or 
rough. Be this enoiig'h for us to know, and may our 
only conecni be to glorify Kim, who will so soon strip 
11$ of the attire of riiournera, and make us glorious in 
his gJorv. Ob, when we find him minbtdiing to, and 
fittendiiig upon, eueh one of his children, as if he bad 
but that one to attend to, how idiould w*e endeavour 
iinlividnally to lay out ourselves for him, as if he had 
no other child to serve him I 

Wherever your tent may be pitched, may l 3 u$ 
consideration swallow up every other, What c?an 
I do ior ujy God in this port of his vineyard ? what 
leshons am I to learn here? My unerring God 
hi\y. placed in<j here ; therefore there can hd no other 
spot on eaith or in heaven where I could so much 
glorify him.” May he fulfil .all the good pleasure 
of his goodness in you, and the work of faith with 
power. May added days he but added Jove and4Mimi- 
ration of him who walketh with you by the way. May 
you he enabled to cleave unto him with full purpo^ of 
heart, to iicc|[uaiut yOurself more and more with Idni, 
until your peace flow in as and your righteous* . 

ness as the tvaves of the sea. ' ' 

I fee! very much for and ; but th|g 

se|>araiion is just what was needful ; there is no better 
remedy as far as means go. Absence, is a kind.'^of 
death, in which failings are buried out of sight, .and 
esctdlencies, before unpercetved,’ spring up flourish. 
Long illness j«rut><ffe«r ibe mind,' ^|i$en vitiates ita mate, 

t 2 
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and cari v xaake ibe iiK»t savoury earthly friend im- 
aaypurj* Surh circumstan^ are calculated to give 
peculiar, emi^sis to that i^ecious declaration of our 
unsj^kahly precious Friend, “ 1 change not/* 

LETTER xxvnr. 

To THE Same. 

S -■■ It, Frhrmnf 

How naughtily I do shrink from writing this letter, 
my precioUvS chikl ! When I let, nature realize where 
and what* you are at the ojK*ning* of this year, 1 
am smitten and sore wounded, yea, niy heart with- 
in me is desolate. But come, thou blessed, evi- 
dence of things not seen ! come and draw the picture, 
and I shall see that you never yet entered upon a 
year with so bright, so clie<*ring a prospetit, .... 
Now, every step brings you nearer to the teiulcr, 
loving Father that begat you ; and, whilst the vuh‘ of 
tears is indeed a homeless wilderness, the glorious 
home above shines forth with increased beauty and 
atiruction, whilst you behold a blessed Father there^ 
and in the language of joyful triumph exolaum, << So 
«^liall fce be ever with the Loan !” Could yon, at the 
en te^ ce upon the year, which you are now leaving, 
h^j^d for e^’cr, hay<^ had a blank to iiU up, opposite to 
- the inquiry, «\Vhat wilt thou that I shall do for 



thoe?*' howv think you, wotild'^a have filled it up? 
Would not the glowttig lang^uage of every corner of 
your heart have Wu, Oh that my pn’iciousy sufieni^ 
father might live before thecT Ami nov, bdbold^ 
the Lord hath heard thee in this thing also^ He has 
indeed gi’anted unto this beloved one jlii-e, even length 
of days for ever and ever- 

TIkmi do not much remember the days of this death- 
ful life, be(tause God luiswereth thee in the joy of thy 
h(?art. Your nest has h(?cn stirred up indeed ; hut, 
>vlieu the eagle will not suffer her young to remain 
in th<^ nest, she xjtreoflefk ubrotul her wings, t(d^h 
them, henretk them on her wings. And shall we 
eoinpluin, In^cause called upon to exchange a poor 
nest of sticks and thorns for the sofi feathers of tlie 
Lor<l’s wing ? Is it better to be left tossing on this 
restless rest, than to dwell all day long between 
his shouhlcrs ? #, tny child ! he hath done thee no 

wrong. If he flutter over thee, it is that he may more 
entirely bear the burden of thee. If lie take away 
thy father a few days before he take thee,, it is that 
thou mayest find a double Father in him. ' 

Do you think it is all well with me, because I 
thus sjteak? Nay, the flesh' lusteth against the 
spirit, so that I cannot think or act the thing that I 
WDuhl, however I may s})eak ; and I am humbled in 
ka<j^wing wliat the struggle is within. I try to ask 
myself, what fruit have you of tliese tears ; for, upon 
tliis it hinges, whether they should be stodfa^y, 
prayerfully, watchfully opposed, or whether they may 



be given way to. Ah, bow many of them neeti wattluug 
in fkKxk of very different tears, and plunging in the 
streasi /which flows from Calvary. 1 do abhor myself 
inexpressibly for such coldness and apatliy, instead of 
more devoted service. 1 am stupidly taken uji in 
looking ai the little speerk of a separation-— nothing, 
just nothing ; instead of dwf^ling on the blessed pros- 
jject of being for ever iu the same happy, happy home. 
I sometimes wonder how any thing but a tear Jot/ 
can be mamifactared iu me* .... Well, after tliis you 
will not tiiink of your j)oor sister aborv that ivhich h 
tcriUen ; and truly you will then tliiiik low eimugh — a 
fine rule to ineasui-e hy truly I do bless my G(»d 

for all the comfort ami sapp<»rt he luis bi^stovved ti[K)n 
you; I do sec that he is iaithfiil that hath promised 
strength according to the day. May he enable yoti 
yet more and more to look unto liiin, and you will 
indeed be lightened in the thickist gloom. Yon 
will evidence that the believer walks by faith, and 
not by sight ; that he lias meat to eat that the world 
knows not of, and joy that a .stranger doth not inter- 
meddle with* , The Lord grant you a treble jxirtion 
of his Spirit. I find those nicely quieting words, when 
something whispers, I am gently aflUctcd, It is of the 
Lord's mercies that we are not cokscmeii.*' Oh I 
to realise where wo might justly all have been, and 
that for eternity I ^ 

.... How too much I long for you here ; hut the 
Lord has made every thing beautiful in his seasoh, and 
we ought not to long for pleasures out of season 



What a lett€a* thia is for jou. But yon havL : 
that spooks hotter things to you. Hear whul (}oX 
Lord will soy unto you ; for he will speak peace^ to\ii 
people. May the voice of the turtle be heard in your 
land, then slmil all the trees of the wood rejoice. 


LETTER XXIX. 

To THE Sami:. 

S w, February 2Hfb, 1829 * 

It apiKnirs to mo ikuv almost an empty form to protend 
t<i addr(*ss an aiiiiuui epistle to you ; ^et, lest you should 
at all niiseoustrue silence, or feel your heart sink next 
'Puosdaj morning from the sound of “ No letter/* I 
will just write something, if it is only a re-iissuraiice of 
iny very, very, tender, faithful love. But have I in- 
4l€>ed nothing more to say ? What, talk «»f my poor 
selfish love, and not a w'urd of everlasting, never- 
changing love ? No, it must not be. I must, talk to 
myself if you need not niy pt>or Iisping.s ; and oil ! that 
my own cold heart may be warmed on this wjyhirth-day. 
Fifteen years to-ibiy, since the hiuid of covenant love let 
down the curtain, and sliut out the fair- ju'ospect of 
eaiilily shadows — fifteen years to-day, since to my 
weary, wandering, tearful ey<»s, the veil of the temple 
was Trent from the top to the bottfuii, and the sweet 
sound was heard, " Come iti, thou blessed of the Lord ; 
'vherefore standest thou without ?’* I'ifteen years ago, 
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all taj father’s house were hut dead iiieu hefort; my 
Lord the King : yet did he set the vihist of them among 
them that did eat at his own table. After such match- 
less, freelo%'e, what right had I to cry any mure to the 
King, had he stri|»ped me of all Wide, and hid un* 
travel alone and desolate, tc* the home which lu* had 
pr«|iared for me? Hut this was but the beginning of 
mercies to me ; it was hut as the opening of my mouth 
to cry for what 1 would unto him. Ah I l»ad I been 
fold thou that erf*n/ brother, m*rv sister, that a father 
should come and sit with me at the hariqnet whielt the 
King had j prepared, I should scarcely have conceived it 
possible that an earthly tabcnmclc could have contained 
a heart so luaded with benefits ; that any t hing short of 
the hallelujulis of lieavcn could have satisfied my burst- 
ing soul, My soul, iwy soul, how caiist thou forgtrt 
such benefits, or remain so cold under the remembrance 
of them ! Nor may I stop at vailing mc*rey. Oh the 
miracle, tJic hmirly miriude, of keeping, rt^storing, re- 
straining mercy, tlie nnraele nf that mercy which hits 
made the precious, precious head of the family triurn- 
fdiant in death, and taken him first home, to welemiM* 
his beloved elilJdren. Ah, when J remember his w(*l- 
eomes on earth! Now I am down again, gnivelling 
in dust and tears. (Unjild a heavenly home have wanted 
an attraction, we have indeed one, which even an cart lily 
heart can feel ; and all above and all lielow cry, with 
redoubled pow'or, Onward^ oinvard ! 

You don’t know' how much, how naughtily nmeh 1 
feel, at the accounts of the cracks in your clay house. 
I long to try and pliister them up for you, hut perhaps 
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thcf Inner maik would oall it cruel work, and say 1. was 
shuttliijq;' out beams d li^ht and warmth. Well, 1 
would Iciive you witli him wbo luus loved you so umeli 
longer, so much better, than I have. If heahli, if case 
be good for you, he will not withhold them. If w'tuikness 
and pain are good for you, 1 would not ask him to 
withhold them. 1 have hut a small share of strength, 
but he kindly shows me it is <|uite as niuch as I can 
turn to good account, niort' would be poison to the inner 
man. My indoj[>endeiit spirit is thus kept dependent ; 
and he thus iiiakes ino cling continually' to tlie posts 
of his doors, waiting for a supply <»f ht)urly strength for 
hourly work. When I thiidi I have? a little hi>ard, and 
devise great things, I am soon laid very low'. Blessed, 
hlesficd Kt*(*pcr, truly ho dojes keep me every inoiiieiit. 
Do not think I am really ill* 1 hav(‘ no eomplaint, but 
weakness, wbich kt^eps me clinging t(» my Father, and 
I do not ask to have it otherw ise. 1 would only desire 
os much strength as will glorify him. 

.... Grace and peace be multiplied unto you. 


AODUr.SSi:]) TO THE SAME SlsTF.KS, WHILE THEY 
WEKE Sl'EMUNG THE WINTEll AT KICK. 

LETTER XXX. 

Sept. 1 82ib 

• ... I TRUST I feel the blessedness of having a Father 
decided as be is wise, and ^mwerful as he is indulgent, 

l3 
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to govern such restive, froward children as we are. 
The struggle of the last Sundiiy with you, though It 
revived all my tantalising feelings, servcMl more power* 
folly to prove the mighty hand which was leading you 
onward, and the unvarying voice, which had said con* 
wiling your journey, " TAts is ike teuy.*’ Y«‘s, my 
dearest sisters, again my spirit is uahri ; and if a breath 
of mine could break this link of your journey ings in 
this great vrilden|^*ss, I would struggle to withhold that 
breath. Yea, I should deprecate as the greulest cruelty 
the removal of this little rough link, on which oi'e huiig 
golden mercies for eternity. Y^ou tohl me once a truth 
which fastened on iny mind, in proportion as it com- 
mended itself most jKJwerfuUy to my judgment and ex- 
perience, 

“ Wlaile place we terky or place we rhiWy 
The soul finds happiness in none.*' 

It is not in S n, it is m>t in F e, it is not in 

T*— -n, it is not in X e, to make us happy or un- 

happy. But it is in our God give us to sing in a 
prison, with feet fast bound in the stfX'ks. It is of our 
God to create a craving void in the fulness of suffi- 
ciency, and U» force the vagrant mind to cry out, All 
this availeth. me iiotlilng.” I know not the form in 
Christ^ school, which is exempt from its difficult lesson; 
or the lot that is without its cror»k. I uswl to look- 
forward, as dear little R— -t docs, to the time when I 
should have done with schooling ! but wc must wait till 
we get quite home, to have lesson books put by for 
ever. But whatever are the gradations in our hooks, 
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or In wliatover shape the lesson comes to us^ this is the 
one ^aitd, blessed object aimed at Iiy our wondrous 
'Ti&adier in all, Acquaint now thyself with and 
boat peace : thereby good shall come unto tlu'e." 

. : . . . But you will Im* anxious for all the news ; 
though there is no news like this, « The morning 
cometh a morning without a cloud, a morning which 
shall never be succc^eded by a night. O that we , may 
comfort one another with these words ! &c. &c. 


LETTEB XXXI. 

1821 #. 

You must send me word wlieihcr we are feed- 

iug together; it seems so to keep up our coinnmnion os 
saints, and w'hen I get it) any rich hcrhngt*, I think, 
How nice for iny beloved sisters to-day ! But ah, 
I ant forgottiitg the high prerogative, “/ will feed my 
flock, and / will catiso them to lie downt siiith the Lord.” 
Not one blade of grass can w«^ feed upon, not one inch 
of a resting-place can we Cud, but as he gives it. What 
is most sweet to me. in a [>sahn, nia\ be dry and un- 
savoury to yo;/ ; and wlicre you lie down in peace, and 
take your rest, / may not have found a place so much 
as to sot my foot upon. But with what hajipy conii- 
denee may wo look up to our Shepherd, and say, 
“ Thou, Lord, knowest thy servant ; thou kuowest the 
food fonveuient for me ; thou knowest the aching, 
weary part of my soul, and the wlten^ and the wliere, 
and tli(.‘ how^ that it should rest.” 1 ho[>e sometimes a 
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true glow of thniiksgWing does come over my soul to 
him, who so patiently, so perse veringly, so tenderly, so 
faithfitlly, is guiding me into all truth, according to 
his most gi*aciou8 covenant engagcinoiit. How precious 
that word guiding is ! Not |)oiiitiiig, and leaving me 
to go alone ; not driving and <lispiriting me with more 
than I am able to bear ; not directing, anil tlien com- 
mitting me into the liauds of sc*rvaiits, even ivcre those 
servants more than legions of angels; hut taking 

me by the baud, encouraging me as I go forward; 
waiting fop aie^vwhaiul am weary; supporting me, 
whtMi I am ovei^%j^|jl|ied with the greatness of the way ; 
taking advantage .oif" every winding and every tnoidenU 
to give me some frei^i glimpse of him wdiom my soul 
loveth ; knowing my soul i\i adversity, and applying 
with his own hand, the liand’ the Comforter, sfiUK* 
truth that makes me hast eu Ho put od* my sackcloth, 
and girtl my soul with gladness ; bringing songs in the 
night from more of his sweet statutes, and giving me 
to realize the truth of his precious commission, “He 
shall glorify nic.’’;^ 1 trust I have been enabled a little 
better to see that wohdrous hand, bringing me flesh and 
bread in the wilderness. Old natural memory would 
ahvays be taking the credit of it ; but oh, she can 
never bring a verse as the Comforter can ; it may be 
appropriate, but it wants unction ; it wants the demon- 
stration of the Spirit and |K>wer. 1 believe, did we 
more honour him, by realizing this, our souls would 
be fat and flourishing 
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. » . . Oh what a riew of our Beloved did wc have 
this morning in the Psiilmt his precious soul fpU 
of trouhles, that he might not Iteve *one to rankle in 
our hearts ; laid in the lowest pit, to bring' poor 
prisoners up out of it; in darkness, that wo might 
have uian ellous light ; a man of sorrows from his 
youth, that our joy might be full. The last verse 
seems to shame and soothe me. When mourning over 
the separation from my beloved sisters, my inmost soul 
oriea through the tears of the t»ld heart, “ All right, 
all right ; bless the Lord for his wise and tender care 
of ids weak and foolish lamb.’’ You made too much 
‘if me, and I mode far too nuioh of ynu ; the Brother 
whom I most neglected, is the Brother that sticketh 
closest, lovelh w*ilh the most teiirlcrne.^s, and checreth 
with the best entertainment. 1 would not have it 
otherwise ; yet I knew that he Iiad seem my naughty 
tears, aTid it w'as .sweet to me to be told this momiug 
that he could sviupathize w'ith me, even in the smarting 
of the strokes of the deserved nnl ; and that he had 
uttered the complaint, “ lover and friend hast thou puj 
far from me and then that “Mow” is so precious; not 
miles, not health, not sickness, not life, not death ; but 
“ Mott,” whose thoughts toivards me are though%|| 
of pe«Loe, and not of evili all to give mo the end I long 
for, to make Christ all in all. 

. . • • « My Ood shall supply all your need, according 
. to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus.”>, Will you try 
and dig into this mine with me for this year, my be- 
loved sbter? Here we inherit substance: the Sup^ 
plier^ the rule by which the supply is measured out. 
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the channel through which it eomes^ what it is thus to 
be supplied ; how much and how many, &c. &c. I do 
feel it such a mercy that he says not, “all your wants 
I should be afraid of every lurking wish, and <*\[M?ct 
the sorrows of an iiidulgiHl child : but there is no 
spoiled child in our Father's family ; while he will 
richly, abundantly, iiivarialdy supply KVKar nmf, he 
has perfect hriiiness to withhold the enfeehliug indul- 
gence, the cloying sweet. I can somotinu*** tune up a 
little song, even now, for the withholding of things that 
I was mad npon ; and then I think, “ now I am for 
ever cured of wishing or rathtrhajr Yes, till carnal 
reason mounts the throne again, and would be as Ood, 
knowing good and evil. At such wretclictl seasons, 
I cry, why am I thus ? and how cdicering the answer ! 
“ Two manner of nations are in me iiulee<l, hut the 
elder shall serve the jounger.” Sick, nearly to dc^ath, 
of self, increasingly wondrous and dear n the truth, 
“ ye are complete in him." I am kept alive with that 
fat of the kidneys of wheat, and go in the strength (»f 
it many days 


LETTER XXXII. 

December .3ls^, 1829. 

With whom can I end this year more to my heart’s 
content, than with you, my beloved sisters, endeared by 
added days and years of faithful, tender love ; now, if 
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possible, yet more endeared by a stranj^ely itnmeiise 
distance, and to be yot niispeakably doai'er, when a few 
more years are past, and wo meet in our FatJjor's house, 
to t'o no UK ire out. There shall be no more sea, no 
more night, no more death, with its iuuumerable fore- 
runners, k(>eping' our hearts in jeopanly for each wither- 
ing gourd around and far ofT ; no more curse, no more 
a pricking brier and grieving tJioni Nourishing in this 
vile, earthly body. Ah, how hardly can we stretch our 
p<MU’ thoughls to the skirts of these negatives, whilst of 
the “ hes” we can hut echo the cry of one, w'ho 
entered with peetdiar nearness and clearness into the 
vifry heart and mind of his God, and say, ** It doth ?iof. 
yet appar.” There is, however, a ** but** there, which 
assuredly concunimtes all that the l>eliever most longs 
for, most pi*ays for, and most grieves in his want of, 
Ju*re below. Sing, tlieii, O daughter of Zion! Shout, 
O Isratd ! Bo glad and rejoice wdth all the heart, O 
daughter of Jerusalem ! 

As sciioolboys cut uif their notches daily, so would I 
cut off iny 1829, and congratulate mys(df, ami congra- 
tulate you, that another year of our sch«>ol-timo is over, 
and tliat we are one year nearer to our endless holidays. 
In looking biurk upon the year, how utterly iusigniheant 
does it appear w'hcther this day was happy, or that un- 
happy ; whether I was strong or weak, at ease or in 
pain : but to have grieved my Lord, or to have done 
his pleaauns to have murmured at, or to have loved 
Ills will ; to have ftfomoted hts glory, or to have been 
swallowed up in my own petty concerns; to have lived 
for him, or to have lived for jsdlf ; — O these are iuqul- 
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ries so overwhelming, that I c-oiild almost be willing to 
live the year over again, if the answers to them might 
but be less acutely painfuL This has boon a very slug- 
gish, barren year with me. That niiirginal reading is 
quite true, She that liveth chtivaUJy is dead while sin?, 
Iiveth ;** and I seem, owing to ill health, to have pam- 
pered this poor old casket, till tin? jewel h;w scarcely 
been thought of. But even this shall turn to my sal- 
vation, through the supply of the Spirit of Jesus Christ ; 
and, let me add, through your prayers. This lanl yirar 
cannot, by men or devils, be shut out of the fdl tilings, 
which God has shut in, to work for my good ; and I 
can see written upon it, in letters glowing with faithf\|^ 
love, to humble thee, and to prove thee, and to do thee 
good at thy latter end.** And after all, as I fall ashametl 
before my God, I can still say, I'hc work of right- 
eousness IS peace, and the effect of right^/cmf^iK’ss, quiet- 
ness and assurance forever:” and while I would swet*p 
down my worthless eohwehs, and say to my filthy rags, 
“ Get you hence,” I can joyfully conibiae John xix. 
30; xvL 10; 2 Cor. v. 21 ; and Horn. v. 1. litre is 
quietness, for here is i/icrest, and the refreshing, wherc- 
wifh tile weary may rest ; here is a righteousness with 
which the Father himself is well jdeased, whereof he 
hath given an assurance, in that he hath loosed our 
surety from the prison of the grave, and wc see him no 
more, until he api)ear without sin unto salvation. Wo 
see him, indeed, by the eye of faith, but it is silting, lus 
woffk quite done, entered into his redemption sahbatli. 
Oh that w’o, his members, may be so strong in fkitli, 
that we may also enter into rest ! Only in proportion 
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as wt* flo, shall wcj cease to speak our own wordf^ and 
to do our own pleasure. Only as w« do, slifdl we be 
delivered from bearing burdens on the Sabbath, and 
'ourselves with a yoke, ivbieb neither we nor 
our fathers were able to bear. 

I have much enjoyed the 3d verse of Psalm c. It is 
so eonifortahle to know that we have not made our- 
selves, and that we are each just the vessels most meet 
for the dear Mastiu*’s use, ju.st ns it seemed good to the 
]>oUcr to make us ; and that is a precious his,’* in the 

same verse “ Sheep of hh jwisture”-^ — ^he d«>es not 

h>ave us to umhr shepherds — shiune to suppose that 
.siu'b a shepherd cannot or will not provide: that tlie 

S fttun? of the LaumI of the whole earth can ever want 
rdiire, or still waters; ah, well may he add, “ My 
pcophf shall be satU/ted with my goodnt*ss.” 1 like to 
phiad wdili him that he is uiy only shepheiHl, that I am 
wholly dependent upon him ; and I love to hear in an- 
swer, that wlien other shejdierds th> not feed, hind up, 
bring agsiin, &e. ^e., be undertakes to do am. so fully, 
his own self. 


. . • . I have only had to end each day with increas- 
ing self-loathing and dissatisfaction. I see it set down 
under a text which has been rivctteil on my mind 
lately, “ He must increase, but I must decrease.” I 
feel growing so tmspeahably little, every dispensation 
seems so beautifully prepared to pull me down in my 
own eyes, and In those of all of whose good opinion I 
have been too tenacious. Yes, my beloved children, I do 
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hope 1 am in sotnc measure willing to derreaae in vonr 
estimation^ so that he maj increase, 1 hope I wouht 
creep out of my corner in your hearts, if it might make 
more room for him there* 1 have almost tin over- 
whelmingly solemn view of Isaiah ii. 11, hut yet my 
whole new man says Araeu to it ; yea, Kings for it, ami 
knows no heaven but in the aoeomplishment of it. 

I much enjoyed the pleas at the (opening of Ps. Ixxiv, 
the and thons, the purchase, tlie inheritance, the 
redeemed, the dwelling-jdace. Olu when the ohiKI can 
plead wi^ the parent, « I am M/V/c,” it hardly scimus 
necessary to add, “ save me.** Then, the I2th vcisc. 
calling to remembrance what he has done ; the tlivided 
sea, the destruction of tlic heath of leviathan, 
crooked sei 2 >cnt, with hU hydra heads, and his mi Hi ms 
of plots in each, which have all Ih'cti broken h\ “ I have 
prayed for thee so that the cm*my has lu^cn bread 
for us, “ meat for the jioople inhabiting the wilderness;* 
Then the dark, drcaiy nights, when we Ci»uld aea no 
way, and were ninning ourwdves into tlnmsamis «*f 
dangers ; “ the night is thine;” all overmletf for good, 
holding us and guiding us when we could not so in itch 
as see our precious Guide. And then tbo bleak, barren 
vnnter, when fruit and even leaves disapjioared, and the 
sap was froaen up in the root; ah, Lord, it is thim — a 
season that destroys many noxious grubs, but does not 
really injure the plants of thy right haiufs planting ; 
the sap is there, and when thy summer comes, Israel 
, shall again blossom and bud, and All the face of the 
world with fruit. Then the sweet iigure of tudplessness 
in a turtle dove, mr turtle dove ; hid in the clefts of 



the vock, wlmt archer slial) wound it there? Then 
the grand plea of all, the covenant ordered in all things 
and sure. Con we doubt that the Lord will have re- 
spect to tliaU signed and sealed with precious blond ? 
&c. &c. 

.... How strangely, how wondrously arc the trees 
transplanted in our little orchard! Well, no matter, 
so os they bring forth BiucH fruit. In this is my 
Father glorified. He is our soil, our hedge around 
us, our root, our $a|^ aud from him is our fruit found. 
In him may wc be roiilcd, and grounded in his love ; 
rich soil ! &c, Ike 


LKTTER XXXIII. 


1830. 

It was grotiiyiiig to know that wc were just talking 
to (me another at the close aud eonuneiieement of the 
year; and truly it should excite much praise, that with 
all our wanderings, dimness, sadnesses, &c. &c., our 
deep interest and our poor lispings were about Jesus 
itf Nazai'elh, and that the uppermost cry of our heart 
to him was, “ Abide with us.” Might we not add, 
** for it is towards (»veniug, and the day is far spent^” 
Oh, nto, we might not; rather let us plead, The 
ni^jfht M far spent ; tiik is at hand.” Yes, our 
,Iesus is the tuoru/M/ star; when ho appears in our 
horizon it is to bring an endless day, to put on end to 
our unei^ tossings to aud fro, to disperse our foveridi 



. to clieer us with tlie sure prospect of tliat sure 

ia which our sun shall oo more go down. Another 
another shade of this /ar spent night has il<K], 
sh^ last we walked together by the way; and oh, 
Jbow sweet to me w'as the “ joe," in the last, verse of 
.Ps» cxvm as it enclosed my dearly loved slst<*r&, and 
assured us of the same eniployinent, t«> which wo are. 
tiding and trying to tune up our harps day and night, 
while our grief and cry is, (like that well-reiiienihoivd 
one at dear F— ^,) “Two or three strings hrokcn, 
and all out of tune again !*’ Sure and sw ift witnesses 
of the fogs and damps of the wildenii^ss ! How oi'tcfu 
when we have just wound up one note to its right 
piU^, snap it goes ; some stray tear has fallen on it^ 
some sickly damp from the marshes widiin has s[;ioiled 
the whole chord of praise, “i/w/ ux triH hh ss the 
Lord, from this time forth and for evermore.** 

.... What delicious folds we have had this year! 
1 was particularly struck in Ps. evii. with u stfige of 
Christian experience but too well known to iinf, “ Their 
60^ ahhorreth all manner of meat.’* Oh, that dreadful 
loss (Qlf appetite, when you read, and read, mill j*ead, and 
don’t relish a morsel, nor fet^l upon «me crumb in your 
heart by faith w'ith thanksgiving ! Just strength left 
to cry unto the Lord, “ 1 am .s'lclc hut no more power 
to create an appetiti? in the soul than in a sick body* 
Aojd how indeed does the poor soul appear to draw 
near to the gates, death, rejecting both its fimd and 
htomcioe. Nevertheless, the prayer of Jesus still souuds 
/in^at knd, where a thousand years are as one day ; 
aw still he whom the Father iiearetli alwayi^ beard 



on bithalf of Wb ohurch, Sanctify them tbiHmghj&y ^ 
troth ; thy Word is truth,” Tlien bursts fSEOth thiB'\ 
sovereignty and the faithfdiiess of his God and our 
(iod. ** lie SENT his troM s^^d healed them, and de- 
]iv(TiH] them from Uteir destructions.” 1 should IStink 
€f\'ery child of God, recovering from s]>iritoal disease, 
e«'tn set his seal to this. It is the Word, the sent Word, 
the Word mighty through God, that heals the putri«> 
fying sores, restores tone to the enervated soul, and 
delivers from what Is emphatically called their de- 
structions.” He may indeed bring us into the wilder- 
ness, hut no wilderness disperisatum has power to heal, 
till the I.ord there s]>eak to the heart. Some pro- 
mises, before iwwcrless and barren, now become spirit 
and life. Then does the precious Comforter fulfil his 
covenant eiigugrment, “ I will make tliy name to be 
rcMnomberod and then does the fainting soul find, 
that the name of Jesus is indei*d as ointntiant poured 
forth. 

In Pb. cvi., the 8th verse was very sweet to me, with 
Numbers xiv. 17 — 20. To have that uttriln^ at w^hidb 
we nahirally tremble, on our side, glorified in kmg- 
sufiering, and great and forgiving mercy. Bui in 
Ps. cvili, the 2fHh verso I enjoyed. The wind was, 
raised by him^ yes, he raisetli the stormy wind. Mjay ; 
we have ^is precious trutli settled in our hieartB, em 
: the burry and confusion of the storm overtake, ' 
He raiiHJth it— he measures it out, bolding the winded 
bis fist. What ! to destroy liis children? Nay, ' 
fan and to cleanse. And then, when be givotb. qiii^ 
ness, %bo ihen can make tit>uble ? wbat slom cabnot! 



& bhni^ jffoii? .^ Aey 

' iuto^dlf haveo^^ 

; yjTjb^^ anddpQideth sailing? No; it is 

"ilircM^^ temjkest.; monntliifg up to 

''£eaviB%' d^ ii|pim to llie<dbptt»i dosh nod heart 
Aem; th^ir ovnvwits thoroughly at an end: 
/■ SO he bringetii l I charged my heart to remember 
•'^st hut It abrinl^ fi*pm it* Well, no matter ; 

he Is too ense aipd iiio kind to give his cowardly child 
her chflooe. . **i(e hrin^tk ;^ oh, that is very swcot; 

powee» all engi^red not to Jet nu* 
hrinjrtajr, with me ail the way, him* 

; in the tempe^tossed vessel! * • « • 

LETTER XXXIV. 

. ./'Xt in oat mereiat^ tbey iu 

Jp^da, tlwt tfa«y tn^y raveb the hexene, and 
' ’lib fidAdulneas 'imto the 'elMub; and there old dim- 
'eyed a^re aomettinM 'knee it» aiid lenkii^ 

'.fiiuly -ai the dark.dQud, ttitht * Hi^,<lod.llBrj^t«»» to 
^he graowm? do^hu ptivpiite ibU.fer evertpere?” 9at . 
' *howighi ;jbp a Idile ia«d»^ bright 

. tW b in «lo^-en« .td|Mi ^den jbeanu of 
«in«niittiihg irpitt the throne of God. 
j;^ the.'L«ihli,'f«|id''eiib6«at^ 

.teloudV'yet^^ long the gale .the Sj^'H^eeaea over 



it, th« dmid u dSqMgjrsedi wuA tlia t. 

cbfimt; " O Lord God of Hofti, vdko is a aNM;fr Lon! 
liko Qirto tbei^ or to tlij roamf about 

thee the eye, keeuer ib«u the vuitim’s» ean 

boe faithfuliKMis reachlug; not only to the clonds, hut 
esfuhlhhtd in the vcj*y haoefutt whtlbt the dove’is tyo 
witlnu the iock<« eau ai»eetly re<»t upon at, as exhifaitod 
111 the coiign^iitiou of tlio haints. 

.... I ha>e h<>en iiuuk %Vry happy this iiMiniuig 
a word ahieh vua brouglit home to me. ^ They that 
sef'Ji the Lord uiuler^lautl iiii thiiigb” Is it not grand? 
I am ijurtc hure he hab taught us to seek hinb— that all 
(n*»tioit \>ould W a deadly blank, aero not this our 
reiVosliiiig, daily om{ilo}nK*iit» Thea we 
ho qmtt sure to understand all. 1 don't look so nu*-^** 
for liard toxt^ in the ord ; on thi^ jMunt I do nor 
oou>t knonliHlgo so much an 1 ought; but hard 
III Prt>iideiic<'«-in)bterHs m eo^euant eugagaincnts*^ 
the quiet renting of that preeiouh faith which doth u-i 
make habte^tho great peace uhich those have, who. 
loving the Ian of the Lord and having biAeeret wit* 
them, an.' not sliirohled by the stoncK which lie in tln-'- 
way, not dismayed by some strange windings iu * 
wilderueas jwth; who can Kay of twch tem;;.'' ‘ 
and cloudy day, * Ob, Josub tohl me of this befora 1. 
came to pass, yea, he engaged to put it in my 
of Uosbiiigs; there is no misittke-4ie hath 
things well.** Oh, that we may so oiiderstar-" '* 
to write this oter every thorn hedges ot& Orcry 
wall, eveiy Kibroth-Hattaavah. At our Elims 
may we aweetly uuderstand AUU; the high pociee 



ibr'.t^j^t^ of water which arc opened adthout 

inonej^' li^d without price for us, and for the threescore 
and ten palm-trees, the^easaiit shades of which make 
us w .exceediti|^y glad. Yes, the happy soul who 
seeks the Lord^underslands why blessings come upon 
him, yea, follow hard al^r him, and often nreriuke** 
him in spite of himself. He uuderst«'inds why creation 
smilf^s upon him, and every little flower brings its 
tribute of delight. The field, the city, the basket, the 
store, the very thrcsshold of bis door, as be passes over 
it in peace and safety, going out and coming. in — all 
have a voice, and he understands o//, as they testify, 
“ I wot that he whom the Lord blesscth is blessed.** 


LETTEK XXXV. 

MaTvh ‘IQthj 

Can it be that this may be the last tiiiu* of direc'iing a 
letter to Nife ? It has just coitie over me with such a 
gleam of sunshine, for dearest M. says you are expected 
home in May. Of course you will not want a letter all 
the way home, you will have too much to occupy and 
deUght you. Oh that word home ! I cannot think 
what can be. in those four honied letters ; sucli a ineh 
lowrness and quietness, a restingness; and is yours to 
he your own old home agsdn ? Ah ! your hearts have 
rebuked me ere this with, ^ call no place home upon 
earth” — no, not bricks and mortar, turf and trees; 
hut truly, the true pilgrim believer who is never at 
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home* h always at home* I wot that hia ^ dwelling- . 
place is home) and W'e know that he has one that has 
l>e(?n his, and shall be his for ever, even in all genera- 
tions. Iw<»t that that place, to which he continually rc- 
sori»i has the charms of home fur him ; and where can 
he he that he has not this place qf resort set wide open 
iVir him. Happy, Jiappy chihlrcu ! at home in a strange 
land, at hnnu* in a waste howling wilderness; at home 
in joarneyiiigs ; at home in tarryings ; at home through 
life ; aiul most of all at home in death ! 

.... I nirant to tell you how- 1 had been feasted u|k>ii 
a few W4»rds in our jisalni to-day, (Ps. vih.) “ Thou 
hast put all mider his feet.” I have been <ligghig and 
digging into that precious, iniignllieeTit “ and I 
am so slrueh with the simple eorichision, which the 
Holy Sjiirit seems as if were to dart ui^ori, over the 
Im\'u1.s of sheep, oxen, fish, &c. &o. “ I'or in that ht* 

put all iTi Mibjeeti<ni uiuler him, he loft nothing not 
put under him.” N«»w, just to realize that simple fact ; 
and then, though we m* it iM»t, -mrT we see Jesus, our 
Head, our Husband, bone of our bone, tlesli of our flesh, 
who was made a little lower than the angels for the 
suffering of death, crowned with gfory and honour! 

&c But I must leave off. Now* I can get to 

the schof)l8 the days seem minutes. I really have 
scrambled over my pajKsr in no time. 


M 
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LETTER XXX VI. 

To THE Same. 

S /i, June 2SM, 1 

My beloved sisters, I do hope* our psalm was ver\ 
sweet to you Jestoiday. ( Hs. xxix.) Every wave, ^eat 
or small, look<Ml so bouutiful iiml so harmless, with tlu* 
Lonl sitting \tpou it. I thoun'lit I (*t»uhl never bo afraid 
of the attain ; but probably the very next finale w il! ' 
find mo lookin*^: at the winds and the waves, instead of 
looking ut him who sks on them as Kin^* f«>r ever ; 
and then the ery of the sinking soul will be, I *• perish.’" 
Bvtt tbo I.ord wi/f ^ive stron^tli unto his ]>eople, and 
will not even reprove the feurfuhme, till he has reimn ed 

the catisc of her fears 

F. has just told irjo lliat we are t»> start, if 

the Lord will, on Saturday week, and speiid the Sunday 

at R n. What a tender She}»herd t<i prepare such 

u brook for us in the way, as we ffo h)win;:|;’ ; but 

oh! so .strait, I would not turn an ineh either side. 

1 do feel so graciously and happily anointed with a 
missionary sjiirit ; so fully fed whibi I have iny preeiou> 
Bible, only too much Jon^ni^ to set other precious 
souls to dig into the wondrous mine. The Lonl has 
shown me of late inueh of my exceedin*:^ vileness ; yet 
I feel as if he were nii|^i1rling me. into the very new 
duties of the new situation and eircumstunees whieh 
apparently await me. Precious, precious Master ! how 
excewUugly ha)ipy are his servants iu any and every 
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work which they do at his bidding and under his 
chewing eye. I would speak it to cMieoiirage you. Be 
instant in seasf»n and out of season ; (how often W'ill 
oUl sluggard self tell us it is otU of season !) 1 long to 
be knotni as tin* I^fird’s wherever I am, and whatever 
I ntn about. The ointTnent <jf the right hand nrll! 
bewray itself ; nothing so penetrating and pervading 
as seejit. I speak feelingly now, from the invasion <jf 
the smell of paint at every crevice ; hut it creeps in like 

H little preaehei* njnm 2 Cor. ii. M — 17 Have 

you been prayiiig much for me of late ? I have fell 
almost deluged with a full tlow of peace. 


l.ETTLR XXXVII. 

To E. S. P. 

r 71, Nor. 20M, \m- 

I MUST endeavour to get something in the shape of a 
letter for your birth-day; hut niy miiul appears in a 
more than usually rubbishy state ; and though through 
the mighty power of the Remend)raucer my heart has 
not forgotten its resting-place, it feels at times more in 
a state of fluttering, than of quiet resting upon it ; like 
a silly bird, longing, but hesitating, to alight upon it. 
Bustle is not favourable to- the health of the soul, and 

we secMu just now to have a double portion with C n 

and S -n pressing u|K>n us. Dearest R re- 

ceives that refreshing watering whicli is the portion of 

M 2 
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those? who are cnahh'il to water «ithors. His soul does 
indeed prosper ; and all the accumulations of business 
seem hut to brij»-hteu the flame of jj^raoo, Mj/ wi(*kcil 
disquietude is always about what is left luidoiu* ; and 
this evil spirit, iiffspriug of unhclief* coiuos in the 
shape of an anjafcl of calls itself zeal for the Lord, 
persuades me t<i let my soul ^o with half a meal, and 
with little prayer, till I am constrained to cry out, ** My 
leanness, iny leanness, woe mito me I the treacherous 
dealers have dealt vkry treaelierrmsly.” I liave in- 
deed eause to he deeply hitinble<l for my ,lelm zeal, my 
Nadab and Abibu fire; and I could almost woiuier 
that I am not ag^aln laid by on a sofa, to make me 
learn a little better that an <)innip«»tcnt (iod can ae- 
(yoinpUsh his W'<irk without the se rvices of a vile wonu. 
But g’race reigns, and loves t<» manifest thoii;>hls higher 
than my thoughts, as the heavens tire higher than the 
t?arth ; healtli and spirits are still Jf?nl me, and no 
Noveinher (*1ouds havt? as yet darkened iny heavens. 

Nothing shows me much plainer than a letter does 
liow full I am of self; hero is a jMigc full about the 
monster, and I meant to ttdk to you, ami to con- 
gratulate upon the deert?ase of your distance from 
home, and the sweet remerabraneo that you arc* coming 
up from the wilderness. I do believe it has been 
a coming up with you during the last year, and a 
leaning upon your Beloved with growing coufldeiice. 
I can thank my God upo^ every remembrance of you ; 
aud you can sing more loudly and sweetly as yem soar 
aloft, Ps. ciii. 1, 2/ while you see w ith increasing clear- 
ness, God, even your own God, riding upon the heaven 



245 


111 your lielp. It lias Iiulocil been a year in bless- 
ing for you, blessings more inarked and inure liunibliug- 
in that you sought tliem in almost any utlier «lireetioii 
than that* in whieli tliey eaiiie ; and, eieii like a sulky 
eliibl, refuhcd to hold out your baud to receive them ; 
(]iu‘sti(»iiiiig the wisdom and the love of yourowii Father’s 
lu'art. Now, you have seim something of the end of 
. the Lord, and it is yours to testify that he? is very 
riTiFl L, and of tender mercy ; that lie Inus dealt boiin- 
tiiullv with you, aeeordnig to bis Word, and led a poor, 
blind, fivuvartl ebibl in tl»e right way ; scum it will be 
added literally to a city of babitutiun, and Josh. xxi. 46, 
sbidl seal lla- bistory iifyour little jdlgninage. 

. . . And now J turn to your birtli-day present, I 
rather dreinl eoinnnnentaries. They are too much in the 
shape of ].iilows b»r idle iieads and a prop for prayerlcss 
spirits, and waaibl ratJuT hinder than iwlvanee a 
alter knowledge to liiin, who alone ean give it to any 
jiurpose, and a fiiyffiuy for it, as for liid treasure. We 
are too fuiul oiMiaviug a bit of gohl laid at the top of 
the mine fur u.s ; it feeds our spirit i>f iiidependt‘nee, 
luid iroulfi ht*. (lOtf*' apart from (lod; but sueh ill- 
gotten wealth seldom Hums to good aeeount, and is ire- 

(juently as easily lust as ii was easily ubtaimul I 

would on n»> aeeount <lietiite to you. Searle and Jazer 
were disbe.s I eiiubl keep u[»ou my table last winter, 
and I certainly eiijjjycd tliein much, now and tlien. 
Hut livtijt to your unadulterated dish, and remember it 
is quite able to make you wise unto salvation. Only 
get the Master to break the bread for you, and as- 
suredly you shall oat and be well filled. 



.... I have but littlu tune b it, but 1 must t^av it is 

written in most legible cbnractors here, as at S n, 

Tbe Lonl shall eomntarul his blessing upon thee in 
all that tlum settest thine hand unto.” . , • . f wish vrm 
tbe whole Bible full of blessings. 1 am afraid to se!e(‘t 

one to tbe oniission of, perhaps, a riehor I d<» hope 

YOU feel for us with all that lies bt‘ft>re us this winter. 
If I look forw'urd to a W'eek, niy tlesli and my heart fail 
me. I shall indeed iie<xl to live by tbe day and tin* 
hour, or I shall soon knock up mind and body, 'i'lie 
enemy will not leave tbe plasa^ when we do : but God, 
even our own God, will not leave it, and that is enough. 
Hm* is vile unlielief again, trying to put on zeui us a 
cloak ; but it wont fit. , • .. Do pray that I may kept 
in perf<*ct jieacc-— pmre, with a mind atayvd^ 
(nice word) on God. 


LETTER XXXVIII. 

To E. S. P. AND O. A* P. 

C n* JvlyAth, 18.31. 

How has my heart been overflowing day after day 
towards you, and hud you been within hearing, I 
almost think I should have talked uw'ay all my little 
stock of hreatjh; so you see it is well we are so 
many miles a|;>art. Ah ! old heart ! 1 hear your rusty 
comments upon tliat wtlL Truly, truly, it has sore 
longed, and does sore long, after you, to sit at your 


Writlcu after a very severe attack of pox. 



iit7 


iiml to hear y(>ur wonl.*.. I uin ^'■rown niueh 
k^'is llum the least, not /imMe, ilon’t think tiiat ; 
Mr//, I should be onlarged, iiiaiufestly the teiMjiIe of the 
Holy (iliost, filli'cl with all the fulness of (loti; hut so 
shrivelled with {irhle, so withered with unbelief, so 
parceled by the arrows of the Almighty, so eninbered 
with flic load of clay to 'which I have so fondly clung, 
'it) heart-coiideinned, so uiispeakahly vile, so closed in 
with d<.*pths, so wrapped about -with w'oeds, so under 
tlu- bottoms of mountains, that i could sometimes think 
the eaiih w ith her bars is about me for ever. I tlioiight 
t > rise out of my graves so very ricldy laden with 
answers to prayer, that my peace would Jiow in lilte a 
river, and inv righteousness like the waves td the sea, 
1 thought to turn hack, and with loud voice glorify 
that (iod, who hath dealt so wondroiisly with me. But 
I am son* distressed <if lat*? with a dumb devil. 1 feel 
lor the most part as if J had no soul, no heart, ni* head, 
no tongue ; all nerve, all iiTitation, all gloom, an easy 
prey to the enemy, ibr whom I set a chair, and spread 
ii. couch. At least, 1 think it is an enemv. hut, periuips, 
it is the voice of a faithful friend, I must tell you of 
what he is chiefly telling me, and then, perhaps, you 
will think it a friend. Can I be a child, can 1 1 h* a 
bride, and see the door set open again and again, 
through which I might run into the arms of a Father 
and a Husband, and 1 stand still, nay, ask to turn 

about again? J prefcrre<l worms to my God, C’ n 

to heaven ; and never onoc said or felt, “ to depart and 
he with Christ is far hett<»r.’’ No, my desire was to 
roinaiu in the flesh ; and now, if I am his, he has given 
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i'\ but little tioie left^ h^t I tii^t sfty it ie 

writtoa i|i most legible characten berej aa it S— — d» 
Tb0 iCord shall eommand his blessing, upon thee in 
all Ibat thou settest thine hand unto.** • • « . I wish you 
the whole Bible foil of blessioga. I aagi afraid to aelept 
one to theomissicm of, perhsjMb a richer. . , - .1 do hope 
for us with all that lies before ns this, winter, 
look forward to a week, mj flesh and my heart fail 
me. J dball indeed need to live by the day and the 
hour, or 1 shall soen Icnoek mind and bpdy. The 
enemy will not leave the plate when we do : btit God, 
even our own God, will not leave it, ami that is enough. 
Here i^s vile unbelief again, trying to put on seal as a 
clo^; but it wont fit . «.« Do pray that 1 may b^kept 
i|^ perf^ peace*^geaee, fmtoe, with a nfind stayed^ 
(hiee word) on God. 


LETTER XXX VIU: ; 

' To :E, S.P. ^ O. A.V. . , 

How hais mj hoM been overflowh^ day after day . 
towards .yon, and l|ad yoa b^ vnthin hotting, .t; 
almost thiidc 1 s^nld have talked ^way aR.lsy ;.littlfif 
stock of Ifoeatbr «> 7^, ^ ^ 

many mfles apart"' : ! bU. heiut t;l hear your rusty 
comments upon ihii, Truly, it has sore 

tooged^ does ec^s Ibng, afteir j<e^ fo sit at year, 
I' ' 

vyri1itea'id|sr''a vsiy ssif^ atfo^' M anafl .ppx. . 



feet, and to 'Imr your worde. 1 am grown so mueh. 
leas than tba least, not humhlt^ don’t think tliat; 
Me/i, [' shoaldbl^ enlsr|;ed, inani^Mtly the temple of the 
Holy Ghost, filled with all the ftdness of God ; but so 
shriveled with pride, so withered with unbelief, so 
parched by the arrows of the Almightj, so cambered 
with the load of clay to which I have so fondly cluiig, 
so heart-condemned, m unspeakably vile, so closed in 
with depths, so wrapped about with weeds, so under 
the bottoms of mountains, that I could sometimes think 
the earth with her bars is about me for ever. 1 thought 
to rise out of my graves so very richly laden with 
answers to prayer, that my peace would fiow in like a 
river, and ray righteousness like ihe waves of the sea. 

1 thought to turn back, and with loud voice glorify 
tliat God, who hath dealt so woodrously with me. But 
1 am sore distressed of late with a dumb devil. 1 feel , 
for the most part as if 1 had no soul, no heart, no 1 h^ 
no tongue ; ^1 nerve, all irritatkm, all gloouif an easy 
prey to the esiiemy, for whom I set a chair, and spread 
a conelu At least, 1 Uiiuk it is an enemy, but, peiiu^,. 
it is the voice of a faithful friend. I mu^ tell you of 
what he is chiefly telliu^;' me, and then^ perhaps, jrou . 
will think it a friend. Can I be a child, can 1 be a 
bride, and see tbc door set open again and again, 
through which I might fun into the arms of a Father 
and a Husband, and 1 stand still, nay, alk to turn 
about agam? I preferred worms to my C — — n 

to heaven ; and never onoe said ir fplt, to ^part aj^d 
be,;^th Christ is far better.^ .No, my.dtt^wiS^ 
remain in the flesh ; and now, if I am his, ^ has givjSn 
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me lej'irequesta aad seiii. leaaaittM wHbal into lej sOill, 
^ ^jT ehildren ! be afhud <if mo^ iad 
‘ qittj tbn Lord kei^ yoe {!tom such eartb-glii^ ,aiid 
you moee the ifttractiOiis of h» love/ 6 hoar 
nv^d one arttrm raiy of .that Jove have melted all the 
. I^noi end made me flutter inceBsantly to flee away* 
Sut in tills valley of Achor, thanks, thanks to my God ! 
thei^ is a door of hope ; and while my walls arc salva- 
tion, my gates shall be praise. Did I belong to Satan, 
he would rock me to deep, but my very misery, while 
he ia about liie, shows me that my God favours me, in 
that the enemy doth not triumph over me. Yes, even 
wJten I fall, I shall arise ; 'wnnh I sit in darkness, the 
Lord shall be a light unto me $ and if I am to go Urns 
again and again through the belly of hell, it is to bring 
nte out at that grand portal, through which poor Jonah 
was brought, “ jSIfi/eo<ion is of the Lord!* Oh, it is a 
. goodly igate^ one pearl, but the way to it is truly awfiiL 
And ara these the answers to' prayers many ? 

" .... “To make me fed * 

Tbe liid^n evils of lojr lieait, '' \ , 

And bid the an^ ixnren of ltd] 

Assault my soal ia ev^ part.*’ 

J will not ask, Lord, vdiy u this ? nay, I cannot, for 
,tbou thyself hast taught me to say, ^ Even so. Father, 
':i!f it seemed good in thy d^t * t dp i&el varj^fure 
is no mistiike hi it, and whatever the enetti^ meahii 
thinks, tlie pur^sie of my Fothei^s heart 
^'^ ever, the pre(Housj|k|^ it to kfl; gen^ai^^ 

h i* wfaen^ caftnot see that ins; 
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UkiHiji^hts tbouglits peace, aiid not of cviL He 
hath loved mOf oh, dare 1 doubt*that ? ha^ ni^ loved, 
he ninat love unto the end> for he changeth not. Your 
letter was vei^ precious to me, and 1 wooI<f hope very 
useful ; you were led to that extract for wy snkc.* 
‘^’hoii I ^\oiiid keep an open car, aye, during the re&t 
of nu pilgrimage, to the voice of this rod, old nature 
treiiible&, and cries 1ike*a fractious child, <*Put it 
away, put it away f and the voice uf nature i^ still 
so loud, that it almost drowns the voice of the jireeiou* 
Tcjchcr, &c. 

.... But enough of the vile clay; no, not \ile, pre- 
cious clay; you arc right, one touch of the potter makes 
it honourable fur over, the work of his hands shall not 
he despised. 1 am never so happy its when my very 
soul can ])lcad, ^*Afid mow, O Lord, 1 Alt the c/riy. 
and taoi tlie potter;** and then, I can ex|iect aii} 
thing, and every thing. I con he content to be clay, 
^et assured that God shall be glorified ui mo* I would 
not he able to lift up one atom of iriy jMior dust, while 
1 can sue each and all in bis wonder-working hands. 

You ask me to tell you of some of the deep watera— 
I ought; and to tell you that though waters be un- 

* ** I veri^v believe the Lonl bath taught yoo to lay your band 
iypon yoormontb ; but 1 shall he Tar from dosJrhig yon, or any 
^ler, to east by a cross like as old nselrss bill, tliut is only ftvr 
bat rather would wish each cress were looked in the 
fkcp seesa times, aud were read over and over again. It is the 
‘‘niesseageeaf the Lord, aud «])eaks mrnetbing; and the man of 
understanding wQI bear the rod, and him that appointed it. Try 
what is the taste of the Lord^i cup, and driuk with God's hkuslag, 
that you may grow thereby,'* ke.— Xrtiars. 

Hi 
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hAonmUe* wind bonteroiuH and waves Kigali, y<m may 
walk in peace (nd safety widi hifn» who has them all 
in the Wlow of his hand, and in hih fist* One night 
and day I Vichly experienced this, hut f experienced 
alto» that it is, indeed, a nasT of faith* It was a 
night and day of which you liave not heard. It was 
the thirteauth day. In the evening of the twelfth I 
was so comfortable^ that I got at my dear little Bible, 
and wanted to pick out some bursts of praise, hut my 
heart scafcely responded to auy, and nothing wcmld it 
cling to hut ** Call upon me in the day of trouble : I 
wiU deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify me * I chidtul 
with it, little o^^nsidering who was its teacher. I 
thought the day of trouble eomparatis*ely over, and 
that all should be praise. wont to bed early, 

and when left lalone, faintness and exhau<«tloii came 

on How many anxious looks did I cast upon my 

watch ! what weeks of hours did they seem, while the 
laughing, varied notes of the nightis^e, sitting on a 
tree close to sny open window, formed the only answer 
to my deep moans, and seemed eometiines tannlui^ly 
to say, Ah, 1 have no small^pox, for 1 have no sin.'* 
• • * * I continued extremely ill all night, and found that 
not in vain had the Comforter given me that word, 
and caused me^to hope in H* My {wfmt axhanetion, 
ns I laboured for breath, spoke plainly, that if 1 was 
spared, 1 was to be ^ared in imswer to that prmaiar, 
whidi had sa^ in df myacK fiutened iqion my 
souL It waei'lika a golden hook kt down from heaven, 
and 1 so realiaed the dinging to it, and so felt as vf 1 
must immadiatatsr thdE, if I let go of it, that »rf hand 



.wte uliiKvt fixed up as liig^ ati I could get it, in aytt- 
patby with my soul, 

. • . . 1 thanked Mr. R 1 for all the kindliest he 

had Hhown lue, and atked him what I could do, at such 
a moment, without a good hope ; he paused, and said, 

Do you fiwl low about yourself?*’ 1 said, feel 
hap|iy ill my soul, but I have no idea I can get through 
thjs--do you really think I can ?” Mr» R—*— 1 replied, 
** Yea;” but it was that Iht^'yet which is a three- 
<]uarters no. • • • • 1 felt ashahuti ,of having wasted so 
much breath, and clinging hold again of niy hook, I 
felt, but THIS cai| puli me through, 1 told the Lord 
he must undertake it all himself, and use Ais means, 
and thus fulfil his promise. Towards e^emng a peon- 
liai; sleepiness came on, such as I had had no idea of 
ibr thirteeu days and nights. 1 don’t for a monieut 
doubt it was from tlie Lord, in answer to many 
prayers. Did not the Lord remember the word to 
his servant* on which he had so caused her to ho|>c ? 
It is a day to be mtfcA remembered. 

1 am grieved if 1 have given you any gloomy ideas 
of Jordan j had it lieen tlie set time for me to pass 
through it, I should have seen the aric and tho priest 
iu the nddst, mure triumphantly ; but it was not the 
day, exoejpt ideally, so that the strength laid up for it 
was not experienced. But as to the loneliness, 1 think 
weave such hmrdi$^ oraatures, and live so much mm 
upon m another than we have any idea of. Just try 
to re^ze tisrmtig away your eyes, your ears, your 
thoughts, your tongue, from a mother, a sister* a 
hrotherwnot hearing them speak agaiQ, not speaking 



252 


to them, netting out, a» it were, quite alone, not one 
jOtt know to pus through Jordan with jou. I b|K*ak 
now nature's ?oice^ and truly it mnat be a Huistorous 
TOiee, where that of grace ia not heard. 1 fitfi close 
my eyes on R— *t as he stood with his little Bible at 
the bottom of my bed ; I did quietly dote them, and 

think, I have done with you. 1 heard F sobbing 

behind the curtain, and I did think, 1 have done with 
you. My hurried mind ran over many of you, and 
csried, Done^ done ; I sliall see man no more with the 
inh&ttants of the earth.” 1 ttumeil them up, almost 
as plainly as I had seen R— t, J saw Jesus, and, 
through rich grace, I bad not a donbt at that time that 
he was all mine, and waiting fur mo* 1 tried to think 
of my vileness^ but I just could not ; I felt it would 
crush me* I said, Lord, tliou bast made me tliine, 
and now tbou mast take me, unspeakably sile as 1 am, 
and make me as tbon wilt, and what thou wilt” The 
feeling of belonging to him was more tbor<^ghly quiet* 
and enough than I can toll you. I wouflered greatly 
how he could take me ; but 1 did not doubt tliat he could 
and would glorify himself in me, and my heart tamed 
with, ^ And now, Jesus, thou art indeed my nlL" And 
would you not expect that sueh a lesson has taught me 
to sit loose to the creature ? Alas ! alas ! I seem fo 
have come back to stick doser than ever, end am 
naughtily half pleased that you can take hold of me 
again with as eager a grasp t but yet, oh pray don’t ! 
I was going to say, << You would bring another header 
rod upon us s” but this is the argumaat of the fSdght* 
eoed, igot ibe loving dhildt « • * * 
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You must toll till jriDmr dear ^ple of the LordV^ 
mercies towards me; .give .ehieeFe love to 
Tell Mrst A — — it k a grettt thing to bo mulf to ; 
open unto k^ mm^pdiaiefy* Pray donfi thiftk k ne*. : 
cesBsiy to liibi^ ooiament on this letter^ exe^ o&' 
your knees, ifec. * ■ 



LETTER XXXIX. 

To E. s. p. " : 

C-^p— ?i, Xbvefnber Idil^ 

Wrbn you Said that the first letter I wrote to y^' ^ 
would be for the dear 24th, 1 thought it> imposstbls/ 
that the outbreakiogs of my heart towards you would 
be kept off paper so long, and now^ what appea^ 
at Biudi a distance, has with ha8ty,.and. unseen, and 
tdheard strides, come close to mo ! How shall I greet 
yeoit'my belched child,, as your God seals Up the sum 
of ithese humlred and sixtydive days> ond ^ 
vi^; you God is . 

into his, and^> while your 
ffrbm what he -jhath been 
' ttt w^'you: hUve beeu-'^. lunr^' still 

..enablSs.yo^ ^ 'halh-'|lidiie^ of . 

pon-‘ 
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.my j^ridcifig brua^> among which I have so often been 
^tangled I my iroKf^inewed neck \ nay earth-bound 
heart I what shall 1 say of these ? Just set to^yimr seal 
h^, witli peculiar emphasis, that God is true. lie. 
told you the Canaanite would dwell in the land; he 
has undertaken to teach you the jdague of your own 
heart, your sickness and your sore; and when and 
where could you have learned these^essoris^ hut in the 
bitter cup of experience ? It is with the thorns of the 
wildeniess and with briai*s, w'c luiist be tauglit diut 
which we could not learn on a bed of roses. These are 
the throes and groans of a travailing ci-eation ; and 
shall I bring to the birth, and not cause to bring forth ? 
satth the Lord. Yet a few* more pangs, and this vile 
body, this “ body of our humiliation,” shall be a glorious, 
a spiritual bufly ; and as wc have borne the inuigtr of tlie 
earthly Adam, (and do we need proof of the truth of 
this ?) we shall also hear the image of the heavenly. 
Hml, tlien, my happy child ! Ah, could Gabriel speak 
to you, he would say with a fervour which, could eii^ y 
enter his spirit, would he any thing but tlie fervour 
of coni}»laccncy, Hail, thou that art highly favoured 
of women, the Lord is with Uiee !” Behold the summary 
of blessedness; let me wish for you what I will, wbat 
1 can, all centres in tliat one point, and every radius 
of peace, joy, safety, weal, grace, and glory emanate 
from that* I see the sword of the I.4ord sharpened, 
yem furbUMf that it may glitter, and at length glare 
i^pnvietion iipon the hlindfoMed heart , of an infidel 
jptople ; that it is manufactured in nO' earthly aiinoury, 
it is drawn frdfai no htimian seabburd: I see it 
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verj’ tempestuous around our coming God. I lool(; 
wltli iutense interest towards my precious little pilgrim; 

I find no»room for the shadow of on anxiety; the Lord 
is with her, her sun, amid thickening clouds, her 
shield, aniid thickly flying arrows ; her strength, when 
her lips quiver, <trid rottenness entereth into her bones ; 
her majestic rock, amid tumultuous waves.; her glory 
and the lifter up ol* her head. 1 havet confidence indeed, 
not in you, my reed, niy little one, my worm, my “ no 
might,” but in the Lord touching you. 1 am bold in 
my God to hope, nay, t<» know assuredly, that you ABE 
MORE than eun([m*ror tlir<»iigh him that loved you. 

I am confident in him who can make of a reed a pillar; 
on which ho may sot a world ; you, of which he will 
build the eternal temple of the eternal God. 

I hope 1 am not writing this, my children, to make 
you iidmlr<a, with your* accustomed blind partiality, 
.sounding brass and a tinkling eymlnd; but I have 
prayed to write a word which may encourage you in 
the Lord our God. These are times when we need to 
siir up ourselves to iaJfte kotd upou God, to realise 
what we are, and whose tve iu*e, and not to lie grovel- 
Ung as if we w'jsre only meet for plague, fire, or worms. 
Ijti UB be singing our song in this day, that the Lord 
Jkatk deHverlSd us from the hand of all our enemies, ^ 
made a present to us of tiie stiugless serpenl^ of things 
present, and things to come, yea, swept the grand 
things*’ into our overflowing laps. I just begin to see 
a very, very little of what we ta: be, Imt «iy 

immeesurable distance fi'om it, at times, pslsies me ; 
yetwhen the Spirit sbnws it to me, every iberye 
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new man is upon the stroteh) and I seem to ha^ e some- 
thing of the feeling of pressing towards the mark. 

Perhaps it will comfort you when I tell .you that 
the first liew'S of the cholera in England threw u 
horrible dread u\'er me, and I was comjiclled to pray 
hard against the fearfulness and trembling which came 
lipon me. Since that, I have enj«»yed great }K»ace; 
not, I trust, the peace so well described by the Necorff^ 
as the falling asleep ag’aiii of one who had been roused 
up in a fright. I often feel as if we were all in the 
Liverpool steamer, just about to take leave of one 
another; but then it l<»oks sm if it were «»nly for the 
little twinkling of an eye, while one and another dips 
into the waves, to cuUt into our Father’s house, and 
have done with storms and waves for ever 


LETTER XL. 
To O. A. P. 


C Feif. 

Your approaching birth-day reminds me of the days 
of the ydars of my own pilgrimage, but I c^nmot 
allow with old Jacob, as I gaze through retrospection’s 
glass,' that my days have liecn fow and evil i no, no, 
:.:they have been many, and very good, so filled out with 
that each second looks as large as a long day, 
crowded w^^^ loving-kinilncsses, that 1 have more 
^^%6k over, in the wecount of Coe day, than tuitions 
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have in a \v’ho1e year. Nor do I recollect the birth- 
day> since this day eighteen yearsf whfk my heart 
has l>een so tuned to sing, as in the days of my 
youth, and as in the day when I came up out of the 
land of Kgypt* -Come, my children, help me to raise a 
peculiar Ebeiiezer at the*dose of this peculiar year. I 
did think this' hand would have been where it could 
not celebrate his truth. I did expect this tongue would 
have been in the grave where it could not praise liim. 
I3ut,hc hath delivered this vile body out of the pit of 
corruption,* for he was ready to save me, and*to make 
m(! to live. Tlu-rofore, we will sing my songs to the 
stringed instruments of his own (treating and tuning 
all thi> days of our life in the house of the Lordt for 
the living, the living, he nhaU praise thee, as 1 do this 
<lay : tiie father to the children shall make known thy 
trutJu I never saw this marrow of life, this essence 
of joy so plainly, as when I felt to he turning my 
biu*k for ever ujion the busy viueyai'd, and leaving 
the hoiiouiMHl labourers to bear the heat and burden of 
the day, M-Iiile I entered into rest, where the sun can- 
not .smite, nor any heat. Never did a Lot’s wife so, 
look back upon her Sodom, as I looked back upoii the 
whitening harvest held. It w'as not all love to 
Master, or I could have desired to serve him day*S 0 i^ ' 
night in his inimediate presence, where 1 eoidd ne^r 
have grieved him again. It was not all love to p6or 
sinners, or 1 could have trusted the cure of them to • 
him whose heart was running over with that, of 

, • Writtcu after re^very from the small pox. . . t 
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I had btit a drop. It was much of a great 1 vswollen 
into undac impordliice» much of muddy, m*a.tiire aifcc> 
tion, much of a bohesion to a well-feathered nest. 
This, Lord, thou knowest, for thou beholdest every 
fold of this enfolded heart. But of thine own 1 will 
give thee. There was a something of thine own 
. blessed mind 41 me, there was an impresstori, however 
faint, of that image of thy* pretdous self,\sumined u[» in 
few words, but shown out in glowing cliaracters from 
eternity to eternity, iu lengths and breadths, and 
heights and de|iths immeasurable, ** It u^more blessed 
to GIVE than to reeeipeJ* 

For you, I do pray for a rich experience of this 
blessedness. May you realize tbe heart of Jesus tr>- 
wards you, and know how he does rest in kis love Uh 
wards you, and how assuredly he does rejoice over you 
to do you good, w'ith hh whole heart and w'itli his 
whole soul; and thus drinking in of his heart and 
mind, may you be as a fruitful bough, running over 
the wall, scattering your fruit on all sides, enjoying 
shelter and sunshine ; blest with the blessings of heaven 
above* and blessings of the deep tliat Ueth under. 

1 am still made to hang upon that woiidrcoia gulden 
hook which was let down to puU me out of the very 
jaws of death, Psalm L 16 , I do find a growing 
delight in pleading with my Father, that word, upon 
which he did, with such a graml sovereignty of powtT 
and love, cause me to hope. 1 hold him, and will 
not let him go with Thou shai.t glorify me;** and 
he loves to be put .in remembrance. He has hewn 
much with his happy axe this winter, and when it 
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begins to boast and seek its own glory, he says, 
remember the word upon which I caused tliee to 
ho])e .... thou sbalt glorify ms, not thyself." Ah, if 
1 have ca&se to put him in remembrance, how much 
more has he to put me in remembranee I Will you 
speak to the King for me? You would, if you knew 
ail the vile shaking of the axe, if it were only from the 
feai* of its being laid by again. 

29^. — I was ^11 an empty state of efi^rveseence 
yesterday, and you got the Iroth; I am ashamed to 
send the lettc*^^ it is so full of self .... 1 long to hear 
of you all again. S«> we have the pestilence between 
us I I open luy mouth, and |)ant for tjie realization of 
whtUoirer tlie King did, pleased aU the people*",, 
.... Wltat do you think for tliis year? that you are 
going to find nice, full cisterns, good strong arms to 
lean upon ? Oh ! do ye fear this glorious and fearful 
namc, /< the Lord thy God." So much thine, that he 
will bear no riyal, so wholly thine, that he gives and 
ex[ieets a whole heart, reHs in his love, and will have 
you rest in yours. The eisterus shall be filled for you, 
if your souk are enabled to obey, Psalm Ixii. 5, if 
otherwise, your pitcher shall be empty, and your souls 
aching. 1 am so happy in my work here^ but I begin 
to fear f am doing it to. the people more than to my 
Master* I have much fb feed pride and self-eomplar 
eency, but much more to feed liumility and self-abhoir- 
renee, but these creatures have a very poor 
compared with former. How beautiful it woidd be 
to be ,a fountain of gardens, a well of living water, 
and streams from Lebanon I It b much, unspeakably 



ihiiiSlk, io have such a desci^ turned into a garden; 
"hut. to he the soiiree dT ttiher gardeui, of t ransoming 
deserts, oh it is something worth living for! but 
could 1 be content to live for this in the heart of 
, .Afiica, in an unfeathered nest ? Oh, m^* heart does’nt 
like cross questioning. 

.... The first taken bj death from our girls’ school, 
is one df whom we had talked for the class of merit, 
as lively to make a strong, excellent servant. We 
have every reason to hope she is now serving her (hul 
day and night. 1 liave b^n looking at wliat wc mil 
death, as represented, John xiv. 3; and it just seems 
the consummation of every 'wish, the fulfilment of every 
desire, every word is so precious. To put for 
death; then the “irtV/;** the going to 

him, hut his coming to the school to fetch us home; 
and the he has j»aid us many a visit to 

prepare us for the prepared home ; Mhal. an ** ugnhC* 
the last visit will be! and receive you” when all 
others must give you up. But where to go? “unto, 
myself s” oh the allness of that home ! and then the 
precious “Mcr/,” But I have n>l)bed others to write 
so much to you, my darling child. Tender love to all - 
your party from your most loving 
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LETTER XLL 
To E. S. P. 

C- n, Nov, 20A, 1832. 

Pride is very noisy, and charges me not to write to 
you ; but, after a struggle, I have determined to wound 
it, rjithor than wound your dear fc^elings ; and if my 
po(U‘ lottiT can but please you with a re-assurance of 
my love, YOU shall have it. 1 have been a little lifted 
up this morning hy ■ a word which was sent to me, 
when 1 was on my hnoes, and which, at first, I 
thought too good to Ik* true. But the woi^ is founds 
and 1 have eaten it. I apjieared to mysedf too despica- - 
hlc to deserve th<* exertion of miiul, almost, of being 
despised — .<pjite ’loss than nothing; and* it was told 
me in mine cars, « Beholil, God is mighty, and 
despisclh not any.” Oh the stoop in those woHs! 
the highness and the lowness— the gi’eatness and tlie 
littleness! the majesty and the mercy! 1 believe I had 
been exercised witli the conviction of how you, my 
fellow worms, must despise me ; and my tender Father 
sent me this word with such a behold, such a power ! 
and then as 1 fed upon it, he so sweetly added, I^et 
this mind he in you which was also in Christ Jesus 
and 1 was amazed to see how often and how much 1 had 
despised some, yea many, and could but see the despiser - 
was most to be despised, as being most unlike the Ldi*d. 

1 believe now I have given you this text in my own 
defence, and to lead you to bear with me according to 
Christ Jesus. And now, when we perch on this first 



ivngi on tli« tree of hope, and mount to the 

doW wiTH Cfariat on his throne^ shall vee ex- 
Oh the depth? or. Oh the height? ^ When we 
teaching his eaglet to leave the nest, built 
tiie top of the rock — hearing it on his own wings-— 
eaiiBing its feathers to grow — teaching it to mount up- 
wards and build its nest on high, yea, on the very 
throne^ sl^l we say, ** He that is mighty hath done to 
me great things ?” or shall we^say, His ge^HUims 
hath made me great ?” Is it not comely A»r us to 
comply with tlie word of exliortation spoken to us this 
morning, ^ Let the righteous be glad ; let tliein rejoice 
before God ; yea, let them exceedingly rejoice ?” What 
hard, hard work has my wicked heart Ibund this, since 
1 left you $ or rather, how* busy have I bctMi at cutting 
the strings df my lyre, taking out tltC pegs, aye, and 
almost cracking it. The fountains seemed broken up 
that \^''edne8day morning ; it wws'really a trrmchj as 1 
pa^lll^ the house whiefi knew our dear, dear old friend 
no more; to feel that she could not weep with me, 
caused a pang, which in the deepest view of the selfish- 
ness of my heart, I did not previously think had lurked 
there; I quite looked back to the gate, to be sure whether 
her tearful eyes were not looking after mot . . , • . Too 
often have I hod Elijah’s grumbling fits, when called 
to service, wjth an im^wti^t I am not so well as my 
Others but he lias carried me on eagles’ wings, that 
I have only had toblook down, and badi^ upon the moun- 
tains over whose sumniits he has home me, and whose 
clUud-capped tops in the horizon nearly crushed me. 
Now I si^, « Over, over, everi” &c'> 
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I am longing for a letter. I tjf^t 1 shidl hear that 
vour prcciouB souls prosper and are m hcaiUi; but 
thou, 1 shall naughtily envy you ; mine has long been 
as languid as my i>ody ; but 1>etter days will come. 
'Dio gfirdeo of the Lord shall have its spring, its 
ovorlnstiiig summer; Hs sun shall no more ^ down. 
Have you ever been afraid of asking very earnestly 
for a spiritual Messing, for fear of the means throii^b 
wliich it is to come ? This is too often tnjr wretchedly 
wicked state, and I can tremble at the words, “ I will 
i>rlng them into the icildemesSi^ though the very next 
are, ‘‘ and will speak comfortably unto tbee.** It is a 
strange question, but it is a needful one, Wilt thou be 
made whole ?” The Lord make me willing to i>art 
with all, so that I may have full enjoyment of him. I 
dare not say that thus it in with me ; I think that thus 
it was with me. How sweet, ** He is grcatpr than thy- 
heart !** I roll it over, wretched thing that it is, into 
his dear hands. 


LETTER XLIt. 

'fo O.A.>. 

C-r— w, February 26s/i, 1S33. ' , 

1 FEAR iny beloved would have been almost gratis 

lied to see how iiie heart, ^hich will never, if it caiLjh’i^ 
it, step over the threshold to meet a trouble waa deso- 
lated, when the unlooked-for visitor cam^ M one ftat 
travelletli, and turned ia upon luo as an ihasu 
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Letters veref indeed, as usual, Hlec|»-«itoalers, and 1 
ushered in the Sabbath tiaun with a hliainefuli.v he,n v 
heart. The appolntisl tovt greatU Imiidded me*. Should 
such an one us I sit in darkness 1 luiil in 
my dwelling^tlie light of life! Sho'idfl 1 fret so 
for the apprehended extiiigniakhing of one little ta{>er, 
when the sun had aHmii upon me! And is i)ij\ in\ 
kindne*^*^ to xn\ Friend, to begrudge her the fulness 4»f 
joy, tliat I jnijcht not lose the little ilrnjjpiugs from )jer 
inin;;l(Ml eup here below ! Hut W( inus sit. like ('aiiute, 
and talk to the wii\es, till they surround <uid oierwlu hn 
us, and ill eouteni]»tmtus scHtrn shmu to s i\, * Ji»su» 1 
know, and the Comforter I know ; but who on* Mm?** 
We may turn to e\erj Aion house c^f inatuie j otnfort. 
and hear each and all deelart, If the Loid do not 
help thi^v wherein Ahull 1 In Ip thet out of iln h.irn- 
•iioor, or out of the wine-priss'"*’ Tlnn n th,it \oiee 
which is full of majesty, that voice which is upon the 
wdU'Tb, s|M*ak hut the word, what an immediate, what a 
wondrous calm doe^ it priHlui e! — Hut oh ! the luiinliig 
devices of Satan! what attribute will lie not ap* ? what 
coin will he not counterfeit? lie soon steppi^d in a& 
comforter, and mutually prevailed upon me to take a 
good draught of that from which my (lod was weaning 
mes nnd of wliat think you ^ had 1 been driuking 
nothing higher, Aotbing aafer than just all of you close 
round me in May, &e. 

And now, having, as usual, put self in tlie fore- 
^imund, let me turn to that which must call forth my 
^oliest gratitude. Year after year has my heart been 
^^Ued widi peace imd joy, as 1 have gosed by &itfa on 
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that znig'lity angel of tfaie covenant who has gone before' 
you, and Itept you iu the wav, and bi*ouglit you thus 
far to the place which he hath prepared for you. I 
have l>een looking with a trenibUng joy to the parental 
engagenu'iit so beautifully set forth, Exod. xxiii. 20 — 22. 
1 do see, and in some measure know, that he will not 
have a spoiled child in his train. 1 tind the {amliy rod 
provided for stubborn, fretful, w'ay ward children ; for, 
“ lie will nof pardon your transgressions,” is spoken, I 
coiieeive, to an Israel, in whom, in one sense, he cannot 
see perverseness or iniquity, to whom, as to a Davul, 
reeking in ahumination, he ever says, “ The Lord also 
hath put away thy sin” But as **a father, the son in 
whom he ddighteth,” there shall be the nererthehss of 
fatbcrly ciUToction, the nkrfff of chastisement upon the 
very spot of sin, so tiutt his l)eloved shall see and hate 
what he hates, and be holy even ‘as lie is holy. And 
would his chihlron have this rod burned ? I trow not, 
though oft with tearful eye and failing heart they cry, 
** O Lord, correct me, but with judgment, not iu thine 
anger, lost thou bring me to nothing.” O that he niay 
hold your spirit by bis, and keep you from provoking 
him by questioning about the way, fearing to follow' 
where he leads, or turning aside to the right hand or 
the lefi^ May you indeed obey his voice; so sh^dl 
you make your way prosperous, and so shall you ha^ 
good success, &c« 
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LETTER XLIIL 

To THE Same. 

March 14//^ 183iJ. 

I HAVE been sittmg with the pen in my hand till I am 
ashamed to waste any more time. Heart and mind are 
at times «o deluged, they appear lost in many winters, 
yet this ought not so to be with those who can say, 
Goi> is the strengtli of my heart, and my }>ortion for 
ever.” We ought to congratulate one auothcr upon 
the iiigatliering of such blessed, ripe fruit. 1 hare s(.*cn 
her so welcomed as it were by our blessetl Fiither, sucli 
an accession, if possible, to his unspeakable joys. J 
have, for some happy niiuutes, forgotten every sorrow, 
while delighting myself iii their joy. Richest promises 
seem to have over-run their banks towards oiir 
jiarly favoured family. It has not been with us one of 
a city, and two of a family, brought to Ziou ; Mw/ w'ere 
an unmeasured favour ; but more than two alremly 
gathered in, and many twos now follow'ing after. W'c 
seem , bound to the service of our God by a tenfold' 
cord ; may we feel its constraining power more and 
more. DonH you feel a peculiar glow of love and 
gratitude to him, who ha^ dealt bountifully with 
our hissed sister? 1 was thinking how' wc should 
love her dear husband, and be ready to kiss the very 
arms tihe died in; and then it sthick me«-.0 that 
Husband tliat went mth her quii^ tlirough Jordan ! 
that nurse who made her bed so smooth! that Com- 
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forter who held in every angry wave! what, n^hat 
shall we render ! 

{ find the eifect of Mrrow upon nature is to make it 
sulky, morose, reservL**] ; not bearing to be looked at, 
or spoken to. Grace flies into the arms of tlje chasten* 
irig jHiitmt, sobs his loving bosom, and cries, My 
Father, make me a bc^tter child, keep me nearer, and 
let all come and find what I (iml in thee.*' 

Hut you must be ready to say, “ Miserable comforters 
are yo all.** There is but one letter which contains 
sure and full consolation. Acee{)t the tender love of 
your own — no, not your own. 


LETTEll XLIV. 

To E. S. P. ANi> O, A. P. 

April Wthy 

I nKi.rEVF. you give me credit for waitii^ as patiently 
as any one for letters, my beloved sisters, but 1 certainly 
began to think tlie tim^i ratlier long, at least 1 believe 
my heart trembled for its little May nest, aiid expected 
it was going to be blown down. Yet I hope I do not 
sinfully count upon it. I feel by ^ticipation the thorns^ 
as well as the wool. It does not much mailar how 
many or how few rush«lights we have^ so is we enjoy 
sun-light; bcit oh the anxieties of watchii^ over 
waning rush-li^ta in a dark, long night ! HoWquioldly 
are some in the socket, while we are fondly ganii^i^ 

, " ‘ n2 V' 



upoii them^ and texpeetuig* man j an hour’s light from 
a wilderness wind blows out another, and while 
we turn to screen a second with our poor claj hand, a 
third disappears ! And now, the poor wearied, disap- 
pointed Soul turns and waits for sun-light-^yea, wat«‘hrs 
and Idohs more than they that watidi for the morning. 
The soli ariseth, the outgoings of the niuruing praise 
him who has caused the day-spring to know his ap- 
pointed place. The soul bos now really learned some- 
thing of a lesson, which it had put aw'ay as its first worn 
book, knowm by rote long ago, The Lmd isntj!/ Uffhtl' 
Loads of useless cares and anxieties now tlec away, as 
morning clouds before the rising sun ; and he shall 
not muc/i reniemWr the days f>r his life, bn^ause God 
auswereth him in the joy of his heart.** May it l>e thus 
with us, by beloved sisters. My judgment is driven 
into file truth of it, but the old heart is a long way hc- 
btnd, limping and groaning, as if it would never over- 
take this simple truth. But what has ina<k* me talk 
about this ? Oh, the dear thought c»r seeing you all ; 
but I have a wish nearer and dearer to my heart than 
that, and upon this niy infinitely wrise Father keeps a 
pretty steady cross. To be a€ work in the vineyard 
appears to me such an unspeakable joy, that set what 1 
wiU beside it, it looks qtute foolish. Yei^ precious 
loves, even a coze with you has no joy, in cemporison 
of the joy that exieUeth, tlmt of being employed in in- 
viting ilie bdov^ purchased Ones to come unto himi, 
who is the rest and the refreshing. .The time appears 
' so v$ryf Oerp short for this work, a^ the worh so very, . 
very glorious, tl^ I would rather fiu* be eug^d. in it, 
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than to stand talking witli the nearest and dearest ?el* 
low IalK>uren I ain aware there la&y be much of 
Jehu in this driving, and I bcdieve it is Jcliu that my 
Futlier is *}loggiiig oat of me now ; at least I do pray 
that he would take away all that offends him, in what-* 
over shape it has crept in; and oh that I might 
but be a vessel meet for my d<^ar Master’s use ! 1 soape- 

times think 1 have quite tired him but, and that he can 
use me no more, wliile I carry out tlio abomination of 
this Tiiati of sin. But, blessed be his dear name! if' 
he is tired of me, he does not let me be tired of hiiu, 
and tliut is such an hoqrlY miracle of mercy, tliat .it 
may well bll u[> evtfry second with praise, had I nothing 
else to praise ft»p. 

I trust you are enabled to talk and tlunk of our dear 
blessed sifter, iis oik* just step{>ed over the tlireshold^ . 
of our leather’s houso before us — still one with 
one family, but taken into the drawing-room. How 
often I used to tell her she was no^n^^de fmr the wil- 
derness, wheu she used to set off with us in one of our 
>'iliuge excursions, lookiugf ao unfit for it — bow' bright 
her setting sun ! Force yourselves to speak of her to 
ol/teri. I lielievc we . may make a little god of our 
grief, and that eiknt homage is the most dangerous <)f 
all. I am apt to ket^p such an immense circle round it 
ill the presence of others, and to say to every subject 
that comes up, **Dlraw not nigh hither— -the place ^ 
holy ground.” Thus have I made igroves, ih|d 
places for my former deep, deep wound, till<>^ very 
name q{ the beloved one sounded like cruel sacrilege* ' 
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Pevhipt thU would be all Hebrew to «ome» bat it h oijr 
am, and if you are guilty, %ht against iU-speak not 
oidy one to emotker of her — ^Uicre, thought rests on 
tbimgbt, and feeling on fedmg, in mutual, soft rejxtsi* ; 
but try to accustom yourttcives to s{h^ and lutar of her, 
wherever you may 1>e* 1 »in quite sure it In better t<» 
do so— it relieves the spiritual lungs of much evil, in* 
stead of choking it all up, &c. 


LETTER XLV. 

t 

To O. A. P. 


C Jwie 1 3tA, 1 833. 

I CANNOT refrain from catching at a few minutes, 
to try and talk to you rni paiier, as 1 can in no other 
way at present. I greatly feel the separation, albeit 
greatly pleased tbat you are whore you are, count- 
ing it all joy and bonour put upon you, inasmuch 
as you are as one that serveth. Oh how litUe have 
1 of the spirit of my Master! How little do I covet 
what he counts greatness, while I even fly off id its 
antipodes in search of it ** I am among you as he 
that snnvsTn.*!' He shows me a wondnius |^w of 
'loveHness ovnf these words just now, but I find a strong, 
though disalld^f sbr^ing from that which nmy 
conform n^ sabiro to my precioua* Head. Yet I eotild 
bofii^ toodesire to have mom of this mind is strengtheinL* 



fUQ^ the wild asa not quite so unmanageable, 

nor tlie^buUock quite ao restive 

22riL^ — Little, little did I think, when I bcg^an iihis 
sheet, wlierefore my iniuliibie Teacher caused that 
text (Luke xxii. 270 ^ {^hiue out with such a light and 
loveliness. He was working in me iriightiij for sudi a 
week of servitude as I never had before; such honours 
hi store, and imulc to ‘ap|)car such honours, as a test of 

iiiy resciublance to my beloved Master But 1 

must sing of mercy as well as judgment ; indeed, if we 
hold our peace, what might not cry out! Oh what 
days, and hoars, and hiinutes, have we been carried 
through, and found, when he giveth quietness, the 
foaming waves must just pass by f the* conquered 
deep feeling itself in his baud, may utter its voice, but 
it is the voice of subjeotiou to its Maker, while it lifts 
up its hands on high, in token of adoration and subjee- 
tioii to its ghirious Rult?r. Our precious brother is 
just in that state which appears to me most profit- 
able and most God-glorifying in the furnace ; without 
the slightest reserve^ enabled to say, He doefU all 
things well;*’ acknowledging the needs he for the 
bitter, draught; turning to him that smiteih him, 
with the contrite sob, and the full filial confidence. . . ; . 
BtLt others have given all particulars of oxtf loved 
sisters end. How sweet to her among ' the [Ui^ 
sw^s must be the word, “no more VShe^ 

had such a peculiar dread of it, and though at it 
was vefjf intense^ how shortly over ! . White ^yi^ 
here, one of the last things for whlcli ahe -i^proved tiiem, 
all- was, "yhu ' spend too much time m abh^‘ 



2?2 


plans.*’ did xioi hear it) but I hope we shall all 
remember it X long to live for the clav, quite up t6 
the collar) and Icrtc to-morro%v till H is to-day. Weep 
not luy preoious child. " T/ic Ltfrd Uveth ; atfd biexsed 
be our Rock;” that shadow will endure, wheu the 
leafy shade of every gourd is gone. . . . 


LETTER XLVL 


To E. S. P. 

Novemberf 18 U.‘l. 

You will expect to hear from me, and the fear of 
disappointing you eoitipels me to write, though of 
nothiiig that is good and lovely can I say more truly 
tliah of a letter, “7/ is not in me” I have nothing 
to draw with from the only which contains living 
vt'ater, how then can I give jjratcr to one of my 
^Master’s flock, but as ho, in his sovereign power and 
love, is pleased to fill my vessel? Thus, wdieii I 
have sat down, as dry as any old cracked ci.stern 
could be, a stream has flowed forth, 1 knew not whence 
/br whither ; but I have heard of its refreshing' sonic 
dear soul, yea, my own has sipjied and been re- 
freshed, as it flowed from me. Again, when I have 
pumped hard with head, and heart, and band, only 
u few muddy drops could I get, SDselling and tasting of 
earth, earthy ; just testifying of all the works done 
\ mi^ sun, that they arb brim full d£ labour, a sore 
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travail, and a|pr all, vanity and vexation of spirit. 
Qk for worki ||>ne above the sun, before ever the sun 
vi'as, wo]:ks t(Karhich God hath created us in Christ 
Jesus, and ordained that we should walk in them. 
In these works w'o can indeed rest and be refreshed ; 
these will stand, those will bo to the praise of, the 
glory of his grace; whother it be the giving a cup of 
cold water, or' the laying down of the Hie. Of this 
busy rest we may say for ever, “Lord, thou wilt 
ordain peace lor us; for thou also hast w'rought 
all our works in us.” And now, may I ask, is it 
well with thee ? Ilus thy Ishi more, aud has Baali 
less of thy heart ? Have you more satisiyiug. union 
with .fesus as your venr own, and j-oiir “enough?” 
Do you draw near to. him with a more affectionate and 
iinhesituting plan, “ Behold, we are thy hone and thy 
flesh,” one 'whom thou hast engagcnl to cborish and 
nourish as thine own self? lather© no shyness Between 
you?. Nothing that you would rather not tell him 
all about? Alas, these ore questions from w'hich my 
own soul would too often shrink ; but it is far belter to 
argue them fairly out, and bring forth these kings 
from their caves, for our Joshua to set his feet upbn 
them. Oh, his faithful, unchanging love ! how crushing \ 
it is I how wondrous, that even when Saul was kin^ 
oveir tis by our own choice and appointment, our David 
was he who led out and brought in poor, foolish Israel! 
lIo)!ir' blessed that determination of our most patient 
Teacher, as concerns his most stupid scholars, “14^ 
people SHALL know my lurtno**-- written oi^ iu it jw> 
in capital letters, upoa5^very blade of ^rass, upon. 
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every hw of our beads ; beaming hi every eye in the 
ybeel of providence, engraven in cbivacters not to be 
misunderstood and never to be effaced, in ^be very 
Hock of ages, summed up in four little letters ; yet 
where can we find that well taught soul who cau read 
it at aU times, in all places, under all circumstances, 
without any hesitation Or any misgi ving ? Happy is it 
for Its, tlmt be who speaks aud it is done, bath spoken 
this good word oonceming ^us ; and themgb we may 
often now con our little, tiny lesSon tii much weariness 
and painfuiness, though to our tear-dimnied eyes every 
letter may be strange and displaced, though an enemy 
whispers^ Ihfs spefh any thing hut Love ; yet the word 
of our fjOjd staiideth sure, my people shall know my 
name,” ' Oh my child, when we really do perfectly 
know it, how ashamed shall we be of our years of 
dulness, how astonished at the long patience of our 
Teacher ; . what a heaven shall We find in the very 
name of one, of whom we may say, “ This is my 
Beloved, and this is my Friend Surely the lovely 
letters have shone out very resplendently towards our 
finhily during the last year. To see in the Lord’s 
i /githeriDg together of his few, his ^ men of number,” 
another and another of our large family brought hito 
his fatbily ; to receive sudi manifest answers to prayer, 
as make the vdrj trees ijl the wood sing out and 
. declare ^h no atanunering tongue, "Ask what ye 
will, it shall he done unto you-” * Burdjr'we joSaj, 
S wo must say, ".'Hkrem is love” My evp. has 
peculiiudy imd % you had nothing else to 

' prus0 :|»r, I my are.^our mereies, and 
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uiy rejoicing is your rejoicing. . . . . ‘ The Lord bless, 
thee more oidl more; and glorify you by euabltug you ' 
to glorify hlai» . • . • 


LETTER XLVIL 
To THE Same. 

C «, AV>e. 23rr/, 1833. 

I GRIEVE that 1 could not write to you yesterday, but 
Saturiky is my only at ail quiet morning, and now I 
liare such a bad headache, I am only fit fo^ bed : but I 
would not tliat you should suspect a diminution of my 
motherly love and care- 

1 have been so pleased this moniing witJi. looking at 
the contrast between Moses aitd that preeiotis Joshua 
who has undertaken to bring us into Canaanj ih that 
Moses was so soon weary of his^troublcsoiiio . 

while Jesus faintetli not, neither is weary ; and whetjeas 
Moses could plead, as a re/ison for casting off the bur^ 
dell, Have 1 conceived all this people ? have .1 
gotten them ?*’ Jesus will gladly acknowledge them as 
the travail of his soul, and cheerfully receive the ch4|r|^^' 
(^riry them in thy bosom, as a nursing lather beji^c^ 
the su^ug child;” and never, never shall ttus io^^ty 
One, upon whom help is laid, be heard to say, ^ 
ahie to bear all this people, because tt k top heityjr; for 
me.” No; though, ^ stooped 
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fairly under his burden', now that he has taken it upon 
him, how gloriously does he mount u|^ as an e^lc, and 
how safely does ho bring his treasure ^ to him$e]^** even 
now making them sit together with him in heavenly 
piaecs, more than oonquorors ! Beggared laiignago 
and beggared dgures can oiily talk of a ** nnrsing 
Father,” experience tastifios that he hath a even 

above this nanie-*--a reality' even beyond this figure- 
uniting all the strength and tlie wisdom of Jtbe Fatlior 
. with the tenderest love, support, and comfort found by 
the poor babe only in the weaker vessel* How de- 
lightful, my loved ‘child, at the close of another year, 
,to coxrtein{datc him who still bears you unwearied 
between his shoulders, yea, bears all your cuinbraiice, 
and your burden, and your strife, your restlessness, 
your tremblings, your fraettousness, yoiir strugglings, 
yoin* insensibility, your foedishness, your ingratitude, 
your coldness, your deadness— bears all without one 
shadow of turning in his tenderly loving heart, witliout 
one^poiSeht’s y^iableness in his thoughts of peace 
iowai^ you. I sometimes wonder more at the love 
; ivbich keeps me, than at that which first took me up ; 
.l^ti'this fqr it is all one. When he 

first me/ and took such w'ondrous paii^ 

with tlie outeadt, h^ Wjell knew that I should deal 
, that if s^uld thoroughly tire out 

! any thiim short < 3 ^, everlasting Jove ; but he knew also 
; ,1|iat ha^ilg. loved his own which were in the world, he 
- .should leva them smto the end. 

I trm^t^lMkt; l^n agi^yw Perhaps 

some,vKibroth-ha^ It is 
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well t It miikes.the flesb tremble; but by these things 
ineii live» ithd. in all these things is the life of 
Spirit. tides the Lord recover us out of what would 
have been graves for the soul, and makes us to live 
indeed. When vc got our mouths filled with flesh, we 
may soon expect our souls to be filled with sorrow. 
The Lord ketij* us fipom lusting exceedingly after any 
created g(M)d, and thoroughly fill us with his pwn 
glorious Self! 


LETTER XLVIir. 

To E. S* P. ANi> O. A. P. 

C fi, J)cc,3Uti 18 . 33 . 

I SEEM to want a Dttle bit of talk wdth you' once more 
this year, my loved cbildren — one, 1 think, 1 have not 
even had a jMlep at all the year. Do I occupy the same 
niches and comers of her heart which i before-time . 
occupied ? It shall lie no grief to me to see tliem filled 
wilii gold instead of dust. May the Almighty be your ^ 
gold, and then thou shalt have silver of strength./ May 
you prise only the gold that coineth from him ; then 
thou shall have thy delight in the Almighty, and siikli 
lift up thy fim unto God. Thou sluJt olw dec^e^'lt^ 
thing, and it shall be est^lished unto thee ; emd .the; 
light, shall shine upon 3iy v^ays. When 
cast down, then thou shalt sayi' “ There Ts lifting up." 
Whei^ore? Because the lord is thy treoaur^ and they 
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who pomjfs him possess substance* ami not shadows. 

’ The Locd is thy gold, tlieroforc thj riches arc un- 
seai^chable. Thy portion is secure, laid up where 
neither moth nor rust doth corrupt, and where thieves 
do not break through nor steal. Wh^ he has given 
; you himself, don^ be so aftronting as to ask, “ Lord 
God, w'hat wilt thou give me ?** 1 hare thought that 

those two verses must be put together, to give us a 
little specimen of the creal^e man, like a {lettish child, 
throwing away the most costly of presents, because it 
wants abme straw ; and setting light by his Fath^ and 
aU that he can bestow', if one bauble is withheld. 

a ... I am often sinfully cumbered about much serv- 
ing ; but few can imagine the glowing interest and the 

deep responsibility 1 feel for this hoautiful ilock 

The idea of leaving one unwarned, undirected, un* 
healed, unattended, is like the sharpest spur in my 
side hourly ; and what I have felt once or twice, when 
the bell has tolled for one, for whom I have not done 
what I could, has preached sermons to every inch of 
my nationally indolent ilesh. Never, I think, did I close 
, a year with such quietness and confidence of spirit, 
such peace of mind, such freedom from care, soOh a ,, 
cheering sense of the love of my Beloved. A. che- 
year, indeed, it has been, and it begim with a 
trenm^oas storm; but the waves have owned their 
MakeW voice, and that Maker is. my huab^. , He . 
has had a speekd. favour ,to our parterre this year, and 
"gather^ several lilies. I see them in his |NPecious 
b^^m, and shall I begrudge him his npeeig^yf Bui. 
oi, the merc 7 that 1 do not know whom he ]tiui>„set his. 



eyes upon, to be next gathered! May hie teach ns 
thoroughly to live to-day, and to leave to-morrow. My 
nest is, indeed, well-feathered, and 1 have scarcely felt 
the thorn which the hand of lore has eutwined iii it. 
One, however, I know there must be, and the closer I 
nestle, the sooner I shall feel it. Those, of course, feel 
it least, who sit hmnt, or stand on the edge of their 
nest, pluming their wings for flight. 1 seem embo- 
somed in love, cradled in kindness, overflonring with 
abundance, "haviii|;, all the comforts, and none of the 
cares of llio. Through rich mercy I have been for 
some lime strong to labour, and have liad strength 
proportioned to each day. 


r LETTER XLIX. 

To O. A, P. 

C*— 26thy 1834. 

Mr heart hath talked much, of thee, and now it leaps 
for joy to welcome thee M the end of another little 
stag^ of thy little journey ; a stage of hills and doles, 
roughs and smooths, but all, all, all in the w^ to 
thy Father^s house; all in the way, to meet thy ;Bride- 
groom; all in* fuom the wilderness, all onwards to 
the^ fulness of joy, the joy of thy Lor^ .-How... de- 
it is to liav^e /^a jealous God know not^ 
any thing i&t mariu,^ pulse of love so much as 
jeojpwy. It implies such a deep interest in the object 
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l>eloyed» sueh an extreme watelifultiess over cver^ action 
iobk, such a condpiacencj anti satisfaction in the 
whole, that yoii have not a hit of it to sjmre for.unotlior ; 
such an appropriation of it, that you have no rOvSt over 
any inch of the heart over which you cbaoinot say, It is 
n&e. And this, this is the heart of our God tt)wards 
us worms, whose love you could 4h^roe1y suppost; lie 
could miss, were it all gone, and that for ever. Tliis is 
the meaning of all the imipense pains he is taking to 
knodc away prop after prop, to away all the 

crei^ping, encroaching eglantine that would smothcT 
us; to prune and purge, and refine and prove; this 
is .aQ the fruit, just to get our whede heart to rest upon 
the only rest, the only refreshing, and just that he may 
also rest in his lore with singing, undisturbed by the 
roes and by the hinds of the field. 

For years now he has enabled me, in some *1^ 

measure, to discern his lovely, loving hand at this work, 
though at times iny eyes have been so very full of sinful 
tearo, tliat 1 have ** smh the shadow of the mountains 
as if they were men,”' instead of gazing witl) ditlight at 
him who, like k roe, or a young hart, was leaping over 
anpther apd another "momitain of division,” ooming 
quickly to the deprly beloved of his soul. And will he 
not make our feet al$o like hinds’ fe^? Yen, blessed 
be his dear ikmel. he MAkSTA my fiaet like hinds*— ^ 
he « them** for every precipice, evei^ ascent, ^ 

every leap, and now, even noiv, he setteth me upon my 
high places together" with Christ Jesus. 1 dare not 
wl^ong your God by feeling any thing like uneasiness . 
or anxiety about you ; I have such joy and confidence 
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in rnj' Gud concerning you« that 1 actually hare not., 
room in my heart or mm§'to aak him any why* or 
wherefores concernmg you. Having formed you for 
liimsclf, you shall show forth his praise, so that when 
1 cannot understand what he is about, I cannot in any 
^visc dispute the point, or answer him again. This ! 
pray may be the state of my happy child, and it can 
flow only out of the bosom upon which we are privi- 
leged to lean, and to that source be all the ]>raise. 
Sometimes wc may, indeed, like the disciple yrhom 
Jesus loved, raise the Inquiring, it may be, the tearful 
eye ; but wo see a Father’s, a Husband’s countenance, 
and the heaving heart is quieted, tlie ]»eaceful child 
lays her head down again, and so ho glvoth his beloved 
sleep. 

Fehruftry 2*1 tk, — So for only could I get yesterday ; 

I sometimes feel almost a crushing responsibility is 
committed to my charge. At times I w*ould shake off 
this feeling, and chatge it home upon pride and self- 
sufficiency ; then again, the spirit seems to cry, “ De- 
liver mo from blood, guiltiness, O God and Ezek. iii, 
18, tolls through every chamber of my soul. One or 
twc» have been taken away lately in their iniquity, to 
whoixb indeed, I had spoken, but ahis, in a half-hearted ’ 
manner, not as a dying creature to dying cr^ures, sot 
with the en^gy of, To'^sat if ye will hear^ his ybice,’* ' 
not with the authoritative, unflinching mesange of my 
Muster, ** Thou shalt surely die !” What a knell was 
their tolling bell to me 1 truly a burden too heavy:for 
me. I was fain to roll it as quickly as poisihle upon 
my Daymdn> or my mind would have been cml^ . 
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that her God calleth the thiiigs that are not aa though 
thqr were^ that even now he rests in his love and pro- 
nofmees her all fair^ without sjKit. Let her cultivate 
Ah blessed assurance of 1io})e, and while she sees her 
.Bridegroom delighting in her, how diligently will she 
labour to deanse herself from all iilthiness of ilesh 
and spirit to put on her beautiful ornmneuts, and to- 
please her adorable IdiL The cold, formal name of 
, Baali shall be taken out of her mouth ; she shall walk 
lovingly as a bride, royally as a queen. 1 conceive 
that , this is a somc^thiiig of the life c»f faith, a sonuv 
thing now and then acknowledged in Ae head, trem- 
blingly caught at for a little moment in the heart, 
constantly fought against by the father of lies; by 
man, called presumption, by God, called faith, or just 
believii|g that truth cannot lie. O that all our aho- 
minable gainsayiugs inay be knocked down by the 
gentle but cutting reproof, ** How is it that ye d(» not 
believe f*” 

This time seven years ago, our God stirred up my 
(irst earthly nest, my double birth-place ; he told me 
he would settle me afiter my old estates, and do liettcr 
. to nie than at my beghmings, . but through much sor- 
row I caught hut a word or two, and hardly gave them 
a place. I oan'^now set to my seal that God is true. 
He hath dealt wxmdrpasly .with nie» and I would hope 
has placed me ona Ic^ier bough, neaiier mylast nest, 
while he cverjf^ now and then stirs me up^ c|«erotses my 
little pinioiu^ and comnnssions the whist&g wind and 
falling leay^ to whispOT to hu Httle nestW, ** This is 
:m^:^your restf beeai^C it is polluted.” Blessed, blessed 
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reason, wliy It is not, cannot be, miiy not be, qur rest ; 
a reason to which every whit of the teiii[]3e re-echoes, 
while it groans with the traJfickcrs within, and the 
oneuiies witlioiit, and full of fightings and fears, cries, 

“ I would not live alway.” 

.... Beloved sisters, 1 don’t wonder you want to 
befir about us. The |>etilion is sent in to tlie king 
with a goodly number of signatures ; it is presented 
by tile king’s son, who is sure to obtain whatever he 
asks for ; and being drawn up according to the will of 
tlic king, we are confident that we Jtate the petition 
we desired of him. But the king loves to heap on 
addatlonal favours of his royal bounty, tufeordintf to 
the hand of Kvmj Solomon^ and he will exercise and 
strengthen many languishing graces, and call forth 
many dormant ones, as well as grant us the request of 
our lips. He will so answer us, tliat the very beasts of 
the field slniU honour him, yi», the dragons and the 
owls ; whilst his dear children shall see, and know, and 
consider, and understand together, that the hand of the 
Lord hath d<me this, and that the Holy One of Isriud 
hath ctx'uted it. Oh it is a mercy wortk waiting for 
tliat comes so clustered with mercies ! Tlir<^h mercy,;: < 
1 do feel very sure that the promise ii truej . 
through unbek^, Ido sometimes tbink the time is I6ii^. ^ 
For some little inoini^ts 1 feel full of nusgivings and ' 
anxieties, but Idessed be my God,"they are £bw and far 
betweeni and connected more with the weakness of 
outer man, titan with the inner man, whudi is feiidled 
in^the arms of everlasting love, aimigkiy.fQ^^ and 
infinite wisdom, till it forgets that it can haW a care dr 
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a fear. Indeed, as to the final issue, the caNing; in of 
; mch hhod hovgkt soul in this place, it is a libel ui>on 
the fiiithfulnesB of a coTeuant-keeping Father, upon 
the preciousness of the blood of redemption, upon the 
• omnipotence of God the Holj Ghos^ to doubt fttr a 
moment that all is safe, right, and well ordered in all 
things. 1 think I mar truly say, when I tremble, it it* 
at the overflowings of my own corruptions, the out- 
breakings of my own vileness, the gigantic struggles of 
the old Adam, who fiuds so much to invigorate and 
rouse him. 1 find a fire breaking out here and there, 
and am often puzzled to discover whether it is kindled 
by a live cotd from the precious altar, or whether if is 
set on fire of hell. Sisters, need 1 say, pray for us ? 
and may I not add, praistt for us ? 

The Lord bless you abundantly, and bi*cak the bread 
to you, and cause you to feed u|M)n his w(»rd, giviug 
YOU such a meal that you may be satisfied with his 
goodness, My time is quite gone, but my love — oh, it 
has no end! blessed be our God! who hath thus 
, taught us to love one another. 


LETTER LI. 

ToO.A.P,,^ 

C n,Pa.2^lBpii: 

JUST as I was mendihg my pen this nmnuieig for a 
little :urr^ing, 1 did sweetly realiase^ as pen is 
in my hii^d, so am I b my Lord’s ^d, to moke, 
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to mend, to use ; I may truly add as Httle as the poor 
quill knows what is to flow from it, so little have I 
knowm what was to flow from my mind, and to the 
praise of tlie ready writer I speak it, 1 have often 
been amaeed and refreshed with w'hat was all new and 
sweet to me as I wrote it. Remember this, my chil- 
dren, who have made too much of the f»en ; and while 
these birth-day letters, in heaps, tell you that the writer 
must be worn nearly to the stump, do believe that 
whatever of good or useful it has bi^cn the means of 
imparting to you, just flowed from him, who filleth all 
IN ALL — from him, who wiW soon have done wdth 
all pens, and even golden pipes, and will impart his 
own all-precious seif without any medium to your 
well filled souls. Oh, w*hen shall the wide gaping 
earth be filled by knowing the glory of the Lord 
Evei^ jiarehed place, every unsatisfied desire, every 
yawning deep and unfilled chasm cry, << Come, Lord 
Jestis.” Jesreel’s moau nins through a worn-out, 
faded creation, and, will hear,” is the gracious 
response of him, who is now, even now, leaping over 
every mountain of Bother, like a iM>e or a young hart ; 
of him, who will not he in rest, until he have finished 
the thing of which he hath spoken to us. Do we 
cry, come ?” it is but tlie faint echo of his yearmng; 
cry, Father, I will , that they also whom thou hast 
given me, be with me.” Do our hearts hum with 
desires after 1^ whom not having seen we love ? it^is 
but the i^efleeted warmth of that heart which has 
delighted in us before the highest jmrts ol the dust 
of the earth were laid ; which has followed our way- 
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;■;«•• <jr« i^ iodir^J tiotbmg^ blit lovo, wFifU 
4)d^ m 1 Ihm;w not how St is with 

»iy Bnht^mi^ but nsy parent fi/^ht fahli Is 
,gOlier&]lj to kiwp hoM on thus one inimenso iniilif 
**ln»dt*»inj is towiMrd> me;** nnt) I am tiu* nmro <*tu»- 
v'meed of its impori:inc*»> from the dreadful strniri^le 
the enemy ia continually inakinti^ to wrt»st it from Uic. 
How unearthly, how bride-like, how dignified, how 
' one-hearted, would the walking iu this truth make us! 
How would it cure us of creature hiuikeriii,!^, eoinfort- 
hankcring pursuits!* What a llbod of sati;'fiiotlt>n Hows 
in, even with a m(»niciitary lively apprehension of this 
truth. With what an assurunee can w*e call nil things 
ours, when we tlius look at our bridegroom, and 
know the thoughts that he thinks tow^anis us; the 
real rest and dtdight he takes in his llride ; the joy it 
i» to him to give her a goodly {mrtion* Oh the crind 
unkindness of our suspicious hearts! that he should 
question our love to him b in no wise stningi^ but 
tliat we can ever harbour a doubt of his desire towards 
us, this b strange indeed: this goes very near hrs 
heart, and this, during his visible sojourn among his 
loved ones, frequently called forth the **Aoto is it^” 
and the f* why^ of the meek, but stedfast lover of souls, 
who was. at the very time writing out in characters of 
blood, which might be read by all worlds, the giikat - 
love wheiiewith he loved us. What a happy study wrlll 
thb he for an uniiiterrupted eternity i Here, when we 
thiid£ wei have got on a little in the sweet lestoii, oib ! 



ItUk cloud coiucs, and is enough to blot jt all 
leave us as though we had known a letter oflit. 
I, who can write of it now, and in some small degree 
realise it; .may to-morrow be grieying hts loving heart, 
by ^juesticmtflg^ if it be rcalh' so ; needing line upon 
Hue, pr<*intse iipou ]iromis(v ^'ith a bright sunshiny 
flay, to enable me to m^e out one word of. a lesson, ftf 
^hich I thought I knew a good fleal two and twenty 
y“firs since ! How long have you been at school, my 
]irccioiis child ? Do.you think you have got on in this 
lesson the Iasi year ? Now 1 see an enemy peeping 
over your shoulder, and whispering, “ Oh, no, not at 
all ;** and as he steps back, he suys in a modest, voice, 
J am Mn Humble Mind/' Tell him Liar is his 
name, and liar is his nature, .and when he speaketh a 
lie. he speuketb of his own, and that he just came 
in»w to jnit down every nsing note of praise in your 
heart, and to quench the kindling fire of love* May 
y(»n be enabled increasingly to live njmn the truth, 
** My Beloved is mine, and I an,) his and may you 
increasingly hud it thus every coining day of your 
pilgrimage, a quickening spur, a refreshing rest, a 
soul-satisfying jjortion, a desire-quickening stimulus, a 
pillow on every stormy sea, a call in every treacherous 
calm, a dark mantle over earth’s vanities, an alluring, 
glory over heaven’s realities. Thus shall thy Brother 
and thy Husband be unto thee a covering ^ the eyes 
unto all that are with thipe and with all other, and . an 
opening of the eyes, to behold the centre of all doire- 
linoss and all love, the desire of all desires, the mst* 
flowing Filler of every void. .... , a v * > 
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. . . fr How cold the weather continues ! how sur* 
priiing that the birik do not make an excuse of it to 
defer their songs a little ! All things but man serve 
him with an elasticity, and punctuality, and 'straight- 
forwardness ; the hitch and the crookedness is all in the 
one great wheel, man; but soon the Mastei'^s hand 
shall set that right, and then, when is fulfilled ** His 
sermnU shall serve htm,” what a master-piece will he 
brought forth ! what a testimony shall be bonie by all 
the world, ‘^Behold, it is veht. good !** .... I am 
prised out of measure to-day for time 


LETTER LII. 

To E. S. P. 

— w, Hirtft 21s/, 183G. 

I WAS almost tempted to think that I. would not 
again disappoint you, and manifest my emptiness, 
hy another birth-day letter ; when I wm led to observe 
that which had previously entirely es^ped my notice, 
that God, even our own God, observes birth-days, and 
especially comes dowp to talk with |iis dear ones on 
that day. I open^ at the moment^ on Gen. xviL and 
f^id in ibis, as in every tiung else, that if we closely 
study our Exemplar, we may find the pt^ious print of 
bis perfect steps uuaddng out every inch of our walk 
^^gh this great wilderness. While, 1 see my God 
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thus coming to bis child, to cheer and instruct him, 
on his birth-daj, -while 1 remember that he will be the 
some on the 24th of November, 1836, that ho was the 
day that Abram was ninety years old and nine ; while 
I know he is no respecter of persons in his beloved 
fiiinily, but that my E — — y is as fondly cherished 
by him as was old Abram; I would fun follow the 
Lamb into your room, yea, into your very heart, and 
i«]>cak comfortably to you, and echo his gracious words 
of oxhortiitiou, becoming in this, as 1 ought to he in 
every thing, an imitator of Go<L” 

Hut now, 1 would rather talk to myself than to you, 
while 1 look at the cup of consolation filled with his 
«j[wming address, « I am the Almighty God.” I fear to 
<lilute the rich wine, which none but Jesus can tread 
out, which nothing but his precious veins could yield; 
mid even he has, on more than one occasion, left I am, 
with a blank, as if every language stood bankrupt 
before it ; as if. time at its longest stretch was too 
strait to utter it ; at if all worlds could only in breath- 
less silence express it. And yet, we, even we, are 
the beings -who shall know most about it, shall lisp it 
most correctly, while principalities and powers shall 
press arouud to hear and know* by the church something 
of that name which is truly above every nanne. Dearest 
£., do yon not find day by day, 1 had almost said, hc^ 
by l^ur, you arc learning to lisp it a little more plainly? 
Do '^t your hourly flittings^tell whitlier you would 
but for the Almigktiness of that hand, which holds ydu 
in, and restoreth your soul? Do not every .moment’s 
undeserved mercies show you another letter of 

0 8 - 
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rious name? Does not this very birth-day procluim. 
that 4t is only because yon have obtained help of an 
■ Almighty, that you coiititiue unto this day ? Does not 
the filling up of many a craving voitl, the exchange of 
Chat vrhich. is not for that n hloh is, bespeak also your 
' God ? Oh, that your happy heart may un- 

hesitatingly answer lum when he thus talks with you, 
Jt is eiMUffh, But now, he will put his loved child in 
the way of walking safely and couif(»rtii!)ly through the 
coming year, and what is the solemn and c^xhilarating 
precept ? « Watk before me^ Don^t you almost see the 
loving leather, with his eye every moment upon the dear 
little creature as it moves onward, ehoered with the 
sweet assurance that tlic &ther is close behind ? Do 
yt»u not see tlie father ready to correct the first wan- 
' deriiig step, and to uphold the first feeble one ? Do 
you not see, upon the least alarm, how the child turns 
hifi anxious eye, to maiw sure; that the fathm* is closer 
behind, and gathering fresh confidence from the lore 
and wisdom beaming in the fether’s countenance, presses 
forw'ard again. But there is something solemnizing, as 
well as cheering in the coinnuuid. If but a ];>oor fellow 
worm is behind us watching our every step, it makes us 
go rather warily, and w'ould be a check upon the need- 
less loiter, the senseless haste, or the unnecessary turn- 
ing to the right band or to the left. What is it, then, 
to walk before him, who can find folly even in the 
angels, and impurity in the very heavens’; who under? 
stands our thought 'afar ofi^ and actually winnows our 
is our Father^ and it is our joy 
to know that he is acquainted with 
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Ahh our ways ; holy and pure as he is* 1 would rather 
walk before him than before the most partial friend I 
have, fon he knoweth my frame; all my desire is before 
him ; and, thanks to bis wisdom and his love, he puts 
so trust In me, so that I cannot disappoint him, I eon- 
nut deceive him, and 1 cannot he left of him for one 
moment. Ob, the horror that would overwhelm me, if 
ho told me he meant to trust me for oiie moment, or to 
leave me to take one step by myself! But this is not 
the manner of our God, therefore walk before him with 
joyfulness and gladness of heart ; and while he is yoiir 
glorious reroward, he will also bo your forerunner, 
trying every step, ere he suffer you to set your foot 
upon it ; and when lie ceases to coma down to talk with 
YOU on yuiir birth-davs, it will only be to take you up 
to talk with him, and to praise him for the wisdom, 
love, and power, with which he has guided, cheerod, 
and protected you through this waste howling wil4er< 
n<*ss. I hope to be much in prayer for you on the ^ 


LETTER LlII. 

T 0 O.A.P. 

C Febrmrjjf KjVA, 1837. 

1 WAS hardly awiare with how eager a gr&sp I held 
you, 1^1 the idea of hating you frStn me was 

forced upon my affrighted heart ; and truly |t has come 
with a Turn again, sou of num ; thou shd^^See greiEt^ 
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abomirmtions than thesc«** Ah, what abominations !— 
ignorance disputing with unerring wis<lora ; Idinduess 
<|ac5tioiung pei*fect ominseleiiee; a thing of nought 
contending with oinriliHitcnee ! So wavwarU was I, 
tliat I scarcely dared to open Ills coutisc'ls of peace, 
lest I should meet with some word that might militate 
against what my proud heart had drawn out as the 
only plan for restoring peace to my mind. My pftrtion 
oil Monday night was to lie in the Stmg of Songs. I 
did not exactly remember which cha]>ier, till I ojKned 
the Bible ; but the only feeling with which I opened 
it, was, " ] only hope it is not tlmt almut gathering 
lilies.” To my dismay the very pirtion was, “ Whither 
is thy Beloved gone T* &c. My hoai*t did iiidecHl melt 
like wax ; still tlierc was such a wondrous gc^utleness 
in the accents ; such a most lovely representation of 
what we call dc^atli ; such an enchanting view of our 
•Beloved, of his visits to his garden, and of his *.*iiiploy- 
ments there, that for a momeut night was light about 
me. I could almost bid him welcome to his gardezi, 
«and smile to see him crop one of my most cherished 
flowers, to place h in the hosoni of love, far aw'ay from 
every wildmiess, blight, and storm, and scorching ray. 
But quickly I was like a child, who cries to liavo re- 
tuni^ that which, but a gminate before, he appeared 
cheei*fulJy to give away. 



LETTER LIV. 


To THE Same. 

C », Ft^twry 28<4, 1837. 

^ Thou drewest near in the day that I called upon 
thee : thou saidst, Fear not I” Could any precious text 
have more falthiully recorded what passed between the 
Father of mercies aud^the veriest of shirkers, three and 
twenty years since ! 1 started and blushed, when I saw 
t])e text for the day, as if conscious that all the w orld 
had been let into the secret, and were now puldishiug 
it abroad. But w'hcreforc start and blush at the very 
idea of being Urns marked, and pointed at? Hush,* 
guilty pride, and hold-iaced shame, and dawn, thon day 
of wonders, wrhen I shall delight to liave tliat which 
was spoken in the ear in closets proclaimed upon the 
house-tops. When 1 shall glory in the exhibition of 
that thick darkness w'hich was cliased by the liglit of 
life; of that doep-stained filthiness, which has been 
thoroughly purged ; of those iron sinews, which liave 
been snapped asunder ; of tliat rocky heart, which has 
been broken in pieces ; of that wayward will, which has 
been brought into captivity; of that duiighiU wcqm 
which has been made to inherit a throne of glory. Yea, 
tlie secret transactionB of my life and heart, if all were 
made manifest, shall be no grief of heart to me, for 
while they would exhibit the meet loathsome and the 
most stubborn of sinner^ they would display in glow- 
ing colours that Frien^: whose love is so strong, whote 
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patience is so long, whose heart is so very pitiful, whose 
mercies are so very tender. Yes, even now, I could love 
that all the world should know what ho was, Ei>ecially, 
that day when he drew so near ; when like a torrent of 
love be flowed in upon my soul, and so quickly filled 
the craving vacuum, wdiich I would fain have hlletl 
with any rubbish, to the exclusion of iny God. Oh how 
woiidrously did his bowels yearn over me ! how uE.iOV 
was he to help me ! Had he sUx^d uhud' those tweiity- 
tlu'ee years, and now' just begun to take one step 
towards me, it were love uiis[Hnikuhle — but it was in 
the day^ the very day, he drew neai*, so msar, that 
every crack in the thirsty earth was well filled, and the 
|}arched wilderness liecame pools of water. And did 
*he not immediately hush the storm, and create a great 
calm, while he gently, but |M)wepfully wliispered the* 
two words which, jierhnps, of all others, my temjH-st- 
tossed heart most needed, << Fear nOt.” 

Forgive my hurst over my text, and the selfishness 
which has swallowed up your dear birth-day in mine. 
I am afraid it is generally so in your birth-day letters, 
fis 1 have to write on the (to me) ever inetnorable 28th 
February. And yet I think I never anticipated yours 
with, what may I say ? perhaps it is too much like. 

Ah, we have got you still f for yet a few days back, 
and the mention of the 3d of March pierced my in- 
most heart, and oli! such a tliought of gloominei^ 
overshadowed it ! Yes, my beloved child, we have 
still amongst in, but oh, with whaf; fresh, what sole^' 
injunctions, him who l^s yielded to our im|)o^ 
lunate cries, and granted us a £Ule longer, of you,. 
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How has he rencwc4l> for our Icarmng^, the almost 
eiToeed chararters inscribed upon vou, “ Possess, as 
though* you possessed not!’' How has he written 
afresh from top to toe, ** All flesh is grass !” I find 
myself )kronHslng not to forget it, if he will only let 
me keep the grass ; ljut how' then is the solemn lesson 
to be brought into practical use ? Lord God, thou 
kuowest, thou knowest thy servant, and this, through 
grace, we know, no day of life’s little jnigrimage can 
come with any load, but thou hast weighc»d the moun- 
tains in scales, and prepartnl strength aecordi)ig to the 
day ; yea, after tliine <jwn heart. Lord, good measure, 
pressed down, and running over. For you it is ** all 
jt)y,” whether you go or stay. Oh, it is a yet unknown, 
unfathoined privilege, to be allowed a, long day of 
single-eyed service in our adorable Lord!s', vineyard. 
It may be your God has added to your days fifteen 
years, ycii, twice fifteen. It may be that he has or- 
dained you. an instrument to plant the heavens with 
many stiirs, aud bring many sons and daughters to 
his feet. Is this wt>rk worth staying for..? It may be 
given you also, in the behalf of Christy to suffer for 
his sake, and to know' that of your Jesus in a seven 
times heated flirnace, aug^l with outstretched 

nock has ever yet knbWii of him, no * nor ever shall. 
It may be, my child, that these added days you have 
such a lesson to leaim, Its you never yet learned, of 
whiat'huks In your naughty heart, something that shall 
lead you to cry with bitter tears, Oh, that I had been 
piitib bed when the candle of the Lord shined upon 
^sraen by his light- walked through darkness.” 
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But is oue striag of Hezekiah’s harp broken by his 
fall ? Is one chord untuned ? Nay, luis he not, from 
these very depths, had such, melody put into his barj*, 
.as it could never otherwise have received? Has it 
not, by this very thing, been raised to eom-ert pitch, 
“ Wortliy art thou, O Lord.” Fear, tlien, xonk of 
lliese things that shall come upon you ; be content to 
tarry oven among lions, even among those that are set 
on fire of hell, while you jice yourself but a mass of 
tinder, ready to be ignited every moment. Everlasting 
arms cannot give way, everlasting love mnnut wax 
eold. Faithful is he that hath called you, who also 
will do it. May you never labour to give a lift at a 
to-morrow, for tliere is no strength iinjuirted or pro- 
mised equal , to, this. It is this that too often nearly 
. ^breaks n^y' shou^er, and makes all my loins at a stand. 
' It is this that swallows .upK;thd enjoyment of thousands 
of to-^y's marcies, the notes of praise and 

tliauksgiviug. / Oh, for]j^e!rpt^K^ of the 

little child ! the hope pf a glad t4|j&|prrow often gilds 
its happy face, but to calculate -.upicm a to-morrow's 
wanU seems quite out of its reach. My darling little 
P— ~ is feasting upon his anticipated btiih-day joys 
to-morrow week, over and over again, but laugbs at 
mentian of. a cloud ; he would eat the last bit of bread 
in the house to-day, quite sure tliat there would lie 
more to-morrow. In this, then, may we be ehildrea* 
while in ux^rstonding we are^^n — ^men whW'have 
wdl learned and soberly weighed this certain truth-— 
In the world ye shall have tfdnilation men who:^ 
alstf as' sure of the {act? ^ In ye shall have 
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Soxnetimet mj heart sidI^ mrithin uie, and I 

feci mmt anxious uhout our precious ¥• y ; I ex* 

claim, d^ord, thou Aast kno^rn soul in adversities ; 
thou hast been a//*sudiciciit. Be still, my heart, and 
be very sure that all is, and shall be, just os thou wilt 
rejoic^e that it should have been, when a few more years 
are come, axid 1 shall go w'hence I shall not return. 
I was ashamed of my last letter, and what tliis is like 
1 cannot tell, for it has been a hustling^ day with me ; 
but it is well, you should cease from me, who am. but 
dust aiifl ashes; yet dust that shall show forth his 
truth for ever — ^redeemed dust, precious dust, since I 
was precious in his eyes. 


LETTER LV. 

To E, S* P. ANi> O. A. P* 

C—ftf JtfarcJk 8M, 1837«^ 

What aJbtc’ do you do world it is ; . sometimes 1 tfonk 
my heart is just made up of it. Do but think of bcmig 
in a country where such a sound has never Jbei^ hoai*d, 
nor over will he; where health shall springy fortih as 
spontaneously as sickness does here, and where , ^e . 
, 'atn^ttphere chases away all pain, aU siclaiesa, ^^1 
sorrow, aU sighing, all death; and thai is our own 
country, our ^chased possi^lon ; sure . and 
sted&st as the thronjs of God, aUd yet a little day and 
; ^ ' .... o 4 - 
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we are tlk€fre» thecas to go no raore out, tlu re, with 
all we have loved in Christ beU»w, tlicre, with our 
altogether lovely One. O woman, why weepest thuu, 
with such a simshiny home in view, and such a little 
sfep between ? Pcrha 2 )s you don't weep ; 1 often do, 
bnt I ddii’t think they am bitter tears ; 1 am quiu; 
.sure they are not bitter against my precious Lord, for 
I do see sucb wisdom, such love, such tender pity, such 
'depths of mercy to one so only deserving of the lowest 
j hbll, how- could I find fault with any thing ? O foolish 
how could I do any thing else, but for that 
> iA^bernghty kmi which supports every moment, that 
pieced hand wiru*h pours in plentifully oil and wmc 
into the wounds of the pour traveller, &c* &c. 


LETTER LVI. 

To THE Same. 

iVbrcM^rr 7//i, 1837. 

FATiiditLKSS ten years ! Ungrateful words 1 Actually 
with such a temkrfy indulgent Father, that were he 
not God,^ fund not man, I could think he was spoiling 
me, and toO much sparing the rod ; and yet, from his 
being so very tender over me, there is keemioss in the ' 
slightest touch, or the shadow of a fii^wn, that cuts 
very sharply indeed ; but lOay it ever be thus, till I 
basic in that presence where is .fiilness of joy. I long 
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to be of yi*t quicker " sceiifc,” (and surely that is the 
quickest of all senses,) “ in the tear of the Lord-" I 
have not yet beard one miliioiith [lart of what the 
last rod has had to say; but I eaii listen to a very, 
very little at a time* I literally atn a wonder to 
myself. I look bock upon the past ten months, and 
seem to see as miraculous a power exerted, as if I bad 
been raised from the grave ; yea more, for truly of how 
many days and hours 1 may say, it was not I who lived 
or moved, or spoke, but Christ in me; it was not 
human strength, it literally was not /, it was so 
unlike myself ; such a calm over such a peculiarly 
stormy disposition; such a sclf^jmssossion in one of the 
most nervous of beuigs ; you need no more think it 
wiis /, tlian that it was you; but you may just 
believe that God will do as he has said, when he 
engages to j>wkll in ns and vralk in us; only, we 
don’t ilnd it out so much when our path is pretty 
smooth, and our strength pretty firm, and our way 
Igetty plain; if ever you need it^ you will know it, 
and 1 would only now say, as the pra^cai comment, 
** Trust, and be not afraid, tlie Lord Jehovah is yoor 
strength,” and it lias only to be tried to be realited. 
It is the anticipated^ or the ndrospected trial, stripped 
of the accompanying grace and strength that is so 
qrushing; so don’t think it is 1, or don’t say, how 
could 1 f Consider the lilies, thev toil not, l . 

«... The precious babe is better ; it is no answer to 
my faith or prayer, fur 1 literally had none. It 
seemed so. maoilestly the will of God to iilm, 
tliat 1 became dumb, ^and opened not my mouth, 



and €niy Icared Aat any secret anawering again in 
any dark comer of my beartf mighf oompel my God 
to lay a heavtmr hand tipofi the dear child, to make me 
more unreserredly ready to let him go* Is he indeed 
to lim here below to declare the praises of the Lord ? 
, * . . I ooght to have answered your letter ero this ; 
but I lea^’e uiidoue the things that I ought to have 
• done ; iny sins of omission aro wonderfully great and 
many, and stick about my poor feet every night, with 
such a tenacity that much soap and nitre would be 
iiidei'd but vain things for removing tlieui. Nothing 
less than a fountain, and tliat fountain llowing with 
the blood of God, can make them clean every whit. 
.... I dure not ooniineut on your expressions of love 
to me, for it would sound like humility, but it is not a 
shred of that ; I will believe It of you, if I can believe 
it (»f auy under the sun ; yes, if 1 had been Elijah, 1 
tliiiik 1 should liave got fond of my two servants in 
black livery ; but, have 1, really, ever brought you 
one bit of flesh or meat ? well, I would go and take my 
stand beside tib poor ravens, and let my precioos Miis<’ 
ter have all the praise. 


LETTER LVII. 

ToE*S.P. 

C «, Novemher 1837. 

I AM quite'at a loss to guess why ytord^do not like me 
to write to you this birth«day« I can only thank that 
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yon nte afraid of the last ; but tben, if I don’t write 
this time) the last will Ik: the hut) won’t it, dearest ? 
Oh ! that is a sledge hammer of a word, calculated to 
break tliese adamantine hearts into shivers. Yet) how 
unspeakably sweet in that mouth which is most sweet, 
say what it will. Does he call himself i/te last ? Ah ! 
everj" pulse of tlio heart boats witli joy, and testifies, 
that is just wliat I want; Quo to stay when all leave; 
One to see tlutt all is right, nothing loft behind, nothing 
wanting, no enemy to get at us slyly, and thrust at us 
where we have no armour, llow^ it tells us of Lis uii* 
tiring love and patience, his determiuation to get his 
iiride home ; and then he sjiys, “ H7M. the last,” what 
think you of those words? How do they cheer the? 
baiting, the poor, ♦ the breathless lag-last. Ah, my 
(‘liild. :<hould this be w/y last, it will not be liis last. 
You shall have a note from him, when you can receive 
iM»ne from the creature. You shall have a woid froiu 
him when human voices die upon your car, and human 
beings vanish from yoim sight. May he very truly be 
mure our all and in all; yet I treinbft to ask it 1 
look at one pi*ecious cistern after another, au^ say, 
must this hb broken quite up, ere I know where to run 
to get my pitcher filled ? How unconsciou-sly have we 
written over many a one, " This same shall comfort 
me !” I could marvel that, so loving a husband bears 
with us so long. I marvel not at tlie awful compliant, 
1 am broken with their whorish heart.” Could 1 tell 
you what mine is now going through, with regard to 
our preciouir little gourd, you would almost gloiry^bver 
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me, and agiiy, “ Art thou aUo become weak as we ? Art 
thou become like. unto He fceAs well, but fades 

last. Wrfi, if he is soon to be housed, the “ as” will 
still cover the day, and prop up under the burden. He 
is, indeed, our object of deep interest, lingertnj^* on the 
banks of Jordan, and seeming to say t«> eacli of us, 
when a’ill you be quite j*eady to let me go over t‘» that 
goodly land ? 

I trust, whenever we may l>e pennitted to meet, I 
shall hf' able ipiietly to tell you of all the pist, ri hitive 
to our beloved F. I was afraid I shoidd not like to 
mention her, or hear her talked of ; but I bless iny 
inouth-keeper this is not so. I can talk of her as of 
one just taken into the king’s dratving-rooni ; one who 
has left a few joVis to do in the kitchen, but with a 
VERY few steps between us. I take such an interest and 
pleasure in doing every tiling just as 1 think she would 
like it done, and then I expect to praise over it all with 
her, and admire the wisdom which ordered 

all fur us. 

Accept my ^dcrest love, and now take a glimpse of 
the heart of your God towards you in Zeph. iii. 17f and 
may you rest in him as he rests in yon. 
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LETTER LVIII. 

To O. A. P. 

C — — February^ 1838. 

I Un’ow not whether yon mean to f;;ive me leave to 
rite to you ; but 1 do know that I mu&t not forget 
niy i>irth-(lay 4 or ratlier, the uiffhf when the ^rd 
niy God brought me forth out of Egyj>t. But how 
ijuickly did he turn the shadow of night into the 
morning! How gloriously did that sun rise w-hich 
was no more to go down ! w'hat clear sbming was there 
after rain ! Dost thou, Lord, remember me and the 
kindness of my youth, aud the lovtt of mine espousals, 
when I would have followed thee through unsown, 
untried^ wildernesses*; and shtdl not I remember thee, 
who didst love me all uidovely and uidoviug, and 
drop these o%’erHuwings of thine heart upon my poor 
adamant ? Dost thou remember when tby wearied 
wanderer was driven to seek her all lin thee; and 
shall not I remember what sl&e found in thee? Dost 
thou remember the kindness of my youth, because 
I took shelter in tby bosom from an unkind world ; 
and shall I forget the loving-ktndness with which the 
prodigal was welcomed to that bosom, while not one 
upbraiding escaped thy most sweet mouth? But 
why d<H*8 “ 1 remember thee ” fall w'ith something of 
an upbraiding sound upon my heart ? Ab, there is 
a stiU snmli voice within explains the little note of 
reproof .in this wondrous message* Where are the 



frequekiiogr fipi^ency of thy prayer* ? where thy 

glowing £ar poor sinners? where thy hnngerings, 
Ihiratlit^ lougbgsf pantingS} breakings? flath be 
been a wilderness unto thee? Hast thou ^ihaosted 
his unsearchable riches? Hath he ever sent thee 
empty away ? What shall I say unto my Lord, what 
siiali I speak, or how shall 1 clear Thou 

siialt answer for me, O Lord my God. Against thee, 
thee only have I sinned, and done this evil in thy 
siglic ; and tliou, thon only, canst say, ** Thou art all 
fair, my love, there is no spot in thee.** Oh, the 
deptli ! llemeniher, we/i remember, these forty years ; 
specially, these twenty-four years ; very specially, this 
last year. I wonder what 1 said to you at the close of 
my last year. I should think, if I at all antici[)ated 
the events of the year, I must have anticqmted the 
very nearly total dostruc'tion of Iwth body and souL 
I could not have f4)resueii cireuiiistHnces more calcu- 
latCMl to swallow them up quickly; and, behold, both 
are here alive this day: the former, in more than 
usual health and the latter, a mass of evidence that 
he who keepeth Israel neither shiiiibers nor sleeps — 
that the redi^enu^d soul is garrisoned in Omnipotence. 
.... Say I these things to exalt the worm? My 
God, thou knowest. If I do, let them be the means of 
greatly*abasijig her, and leading her beloved sister to 
think ans]>eakably little of her. But 1 do hope, I do 
desire to speak it only to thy praise; for very, very 
sure 1 am, it is all thy doing ; and I hope I do want 
every one to magnify tht work. Only, my child, 
■a^i this— -to trust without any reserve of an or a 
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he cdife JOB to^ h« wiU fit JW fiw i tliBt, WiMT*-,' 
KVKft ytxfT day may ytnir aUAXt W equal 

t<) it. Flesh and heart must faSI, quite fail* ere we fait 
flat u}K)n TUfi strength of our heart» and our one 
abiding portion. 

My poor letters now seem os if they were only to 
coiivlnci* you that wherein any is wcak» I am weak 
also, anil still but a very bid>e. May they tend to the 
loosening of your soul from earth, and for the strength- 
ening of it, in leading to liiin who alone is strong. 
Our own God is greatly indulging us with providing 

iur our wants I'hou openost thine hand, and 

satisfiost tile desire (»f every living thing. What a 
pieturo of that precious hand! what a treasury, and 
of what satisfying materiuls ; how' diflerent from the 
creature*^ empty, unsatisfying hand! Those onfys in 
the Psalm yesterday (Psaiiu JxiL) fell with a ponderous 
weight; and, uot the least so, the “only” plot of our 
many enemies, 'flie l.ord bless you very abuudantly, 
and make your 'wJioli* heart and soul and spli'it one 
with himself; then how happy you will be! “giving 
thaaks always for all things.” 
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LETTER LIX. 

To E. S. P. 

C », Nor. 2()^A, 

1 FEAR I have been too long in your debt, and even 
now I could listen to about twenty oCher calls, but 
then the voice of the 24th seems to drown all other 
voices. Dear Mr. Jones was speaking the other 
day of Mrs. B., and her complicated and extensive 
concerns, and his emphatic summary was, ** I never 
saw that woman in a Imstle.” I could but think 
of the wisdom and prudence of not entangling the. 
skein, but I have not learned it yet. I just kiiow iMi! 
far, that one grand point is to get hold of the rtffhi 
end. Oh how differently it all runs! And now, 
my beloved child, what can 1 wish for you as you 
enter upon another year, but that you may be enabled 
to take hold of every thing by the right end. And 
what is this but that precious Oiie, who is l>oth 
beginubg and end, first and last ? just to enter upon 
every duty, every providence with, " of him, and 
through him, and to him, are all things, to whom 
be glory for ever, Amen.* I don^t kiuiw which of 
those prepositions I should recommend you to weigh 
'oftenest ; indeed, 1 must acknowledge with shame, tliat 
I never felt tlieir w'eight till they glided off rny pen 
just now; but they will be beautiful words for you 
to turn over, and taste and eat, when you enter into 
the cloud. How sweet him, all things.” Aye, 
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and hc»\\ it TTill ji^ladden sunshiny days, how does it 
enliven the most valuable present wlicn the j^iver is 
dearly loved, and the gift known to have cost him 
much. Through liim,*’ aye, what shall we say of 
this ewe«*t? the cloud, the sunshine, the food, the 
medicine, has not slipped on one side of him un- 
noticed, unsent, no, all weighed and ripened in his 
eternal counsels, his unchanging love, his unerring 
wisdom, liowr can we feuf that which Ims come 
through a Fath(n*'s hands, a Father’s heart : and, 
*• to him," sweet qiiioter, grand centre, rnagiiificent 
maguct ! there the most crooked Hues shall he made 
to meet and form additional rays of glory. Oh the 
mercy if our very hearts can finish this verse, and 
rejoice in this blessed truth; and then, wliile we re- 
joice ill that all things are for our Bridegroom, to hear 
him rejoice in that all things are for his bride. To sec 
him tossing about crowns luid thrones, shaking earth 
and heaven, and tlieu sweetly turning to his trembling 
bride, with ** ai»l things are for your sake !” Is it not 
almost crashing? It must be, if liis left hand we^ 
not under our hood, while his right baud doth thus 
embrace us. Indeed, indeed the bride may well look 
diligently to her toilet, and be careful to put on all her 
omomentB, and to act in character with such a bride- 


groom. 
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LETTER LX. 


To E. S. P. xsi> O. A. P. 

C rt, Apri! 2(IM, 1838. 

May he who is weighty in jx^wer keep all our heart> 
from answering again or liavbouriiig one hard thought 
of him! I thought you had enough to do, to live 
over again this week* last year; but ho had other 
work for you. It was time to try whether we Wiuild 
spare him a fresh flower out of our richly eidtivated 
parterre. He himself has takeu out the stones, and 
fenced it round on every side, and planted it with 
the choicest plants, and watered it with his own 
blood 5 and is he not %vorthy of one lily to j>laee in 
his bosom — ;5ust one, year by year? Oh, may he 
see no evil eye, no begrudging look; may he hear 
no whispw of dissatisfaction, no murmur of disappro- 
bation. I am very jealous over iny own heart, and 
over you all. That tvas a choice lily; I have very 
seldom seen its like ; my heart rested on and tenderly 
loved her. Even / feel an immense void; what then 
must you all feel 1 But, wimt thanks can we render 
unto our God, for all the joy with wliich w'e joy 
over that lovely child, for the full assurance of faith 
that she is with the Lord! Surely it is only to load 
us who tarry awhile to more grateful, more loving 

* A tieloved sister and a nicer, in the course of the same 
week, in Uro successive years, were called to their eternal rest. 
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sen'Icc. Let U8 all try and count up our mercies* 
and ofFer up ])rai$es fur each ; you can hardly think 

how it makes the solitary place j^lad. Dear is 

always thus employed, so tliat you would not think 
he had a solitary inch in his heart ; and yet you know 
thes immeikse phiee that precious one occupied. We 
ought to learn of' him ; it is comely, and it I8 plea- 
sant. ... 

.... You must (if late hare thought me very idle, 
or something worse, and yet you have not reproached 
me. Well, I am used to this from every one 
fnysf Jf ; but we have sad quamds, and frequently 
cannot settle it without many tears. If you have 
known what it is to puss night after night wondering 
w'hat sleep is like, and thinking each hour double the 
length of its predecessor, and yet all ^is without any 
real pain, you have kuuwm wliat it is to get worn and 
irritable, as I, alas ! have lieen. Nature lias writhed 
and smarted under it; but oh, the wine and oil the 
spirit has found in those few words, Wearisome 
nights are Arj*oxNTEp me.*’ Nothing has taken me but 
what lias been common with other children in the 
roily greatly beloved—^/us^ irraristme — and this from my 
own Husband, and above all, ** appointed^ — no chancis 
How each word fits in w'hen he applies ! What a well- 
prepared plaster fur every sore ! But alas ! how often 
wc need a sore before we care about the plaster ; and 
how w'onderCully unintercstiiig can that be, which at 
another time drops with honey or wdiie at every letter ! 
But don’t think 1 liave been learning ipuchl I am 
amazed at the doadness with which I haiss pteed 
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through li all. I verily believe my mind miglit have 
been put in a nutshell most of the time. I feel now 
a little expansion of bratp, which is very delightful, 
and which 1 now take inch by inch ns a sovereignly 
free gift, ill a way I never realized before, &c. 


LETTER LXI. 


To O. A. P. 


, S n, Fk.2iWkJim. 

V 

You vrill be rather surprised to see uiiotlSSh letter 
dated from this dear spot; but could you just take 
a peep, you wxiuld, jierhaps, he more surprised that 
we could think of leaving even tliis week. Your 
dear birth-day is upon my lieart, and my monioiits 
for writing bedng few and far between, I must catch 
them as I can. I must begin by telling you that 
our watchful, loving Father made his teiirler mercies 
speedily prevent usy while we were in town ; they 
were indeed timdy, pitiful, great, loving, in the little 
adventure 1 must tdl you of. As to my pre- 

sent employments, you would wonder how many “ taker 
hearts ’’ I have, could you see my peculiarly dull peri- 
cranium on such , subjects, contriving beds, curtains, 
&c. &c. &c , ; but it is no trouble now, and I only 
tell you this, that you may be quite sure, if your dear 
Master sets you to pkmglh he will teach you what to 
say to the horses, and how deep to Jti$ke the furrows, 
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" Tbcm «bo hast ali ov 


works in us**' Fear not, my diftitig eHUd/ Ymi laby 
have strange work, new work, pcrplerii]|p wmelc^ in the 
coming year ; but nothing strange nci^mg licnr* no- 
thing perpleaitig to hini, who hath wrought all for you, 
and will just let it pasi$ through your puny hands^ that 
he may smile i^n yogir^willing^Lcart, and prove to 
and to a naughtj worldi that you are created 
in Christ Jesus unto good works* the pattern of 
was drawn in thc^ mount of the eternal counsels, and 
shall all be filled in by your well-taught, wdi-instructed 
fingers. The dark back-ground is also to be filled in, 
but sovereign love has drawn the plan, and every stitch 
is right. 

. « . • What a birth-day letter ! as if it were to pre- 
fiwe you for feathering a poor little nest at the top of 
some fulling tree, instead of directing you about making 
your nest in the Uock. Oh, my feeble cony, hide, hide, 
hide there, and sit and sin^r* 


.... I will not say I have not had time to write, fier 
I quite believe that there is a time for every thing that 
ought to be done* and that we impugn the wisdom of 
our infallible employer* when we say* ^ I oug^ht to have 
done it; hut had not time.’* No* ^ the work of a day, in 
his day,** is fitted as precisely as the strength required ; 
and if we think we havb more than we can ^ or bear, 
it is because yesterday’s undone work* and yesterdays 
untransferred burden have got into the wrong plaoe ; 



or tt it dill we ladii^ tcndfiy with the 

emplojmeiit and careAf the morrow. 

1 have had many ^ fight ti> eome to this conlliision ; 
^ flesh and 'Mrs. I^radence, and till their (dan, are 
vociferons in their deftkls of It; hnt, alter twenty-seven 
years of happy sarvice» I do: feel hound to stand up 
^ my precious Master, and to liechure that he is vzur 
'^ii^u!, and never reaps where he has not sown, nor 
iwks for more tlum he reeeoa to expect. O dear, 
have ! fefed a page with I don*t know what ? no apo* 
i no mmiue. I meant it io be a confession of idle- 
ness and mtsnuuiaj^d time, /and perhaps it will make 
ine appear pecufiarly wise imd diligent in the laying 
out of this talent ; but lest I should thus deceive you, 
I will just say, in. plain Ei^lish, that you might fH- 
quently have seeii'me asleep on the sofa, when 1 should 
have been writing to you. 


LETTER LXII. 

To E. S. P. AN© O. A. P. 

S •«, Ocf. 2G^A, 1829. 

You will like a little bit from this dear old place, and 
a little bit I will endeavour to send you ; though if 1 
sit down, my abiding feeling generafly is, I ought not 
to be sitting. How much wildom it needs daily and 
hourly. to diapover the exis^ng claims upon the pre- 
sent moment; to hush nature and hear grace; to 
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«tand ready sinong Mary’s j^ricnte . witli that one 
order, “ W]lkT80«V£R HE vsdo you, do it.” 

How eivsy to s^ triten ^ is by, what 
ought to have been <laoe ; Iiqp tmeoniicfoii to be of 
quick uriderstaBdiug Hbl disco Vcrkig, and of a ready 
mind in ]>ertomiiig«^.. t ' 

It was tmderly kM of you to^ rememlwr my ^o^ 
birth-day $ my i^ery heart wCs laid open fuid 
in the sweet text, {Pa-lvi. 3.) 1 am such a.pC:^^., 

coward, and, 1 should think, have more^tium a itiw 
share of dread of sufierings for myself, (&id lor 
iiiaiiy too dear to me ; to aadcipate an evil neaidy 
crushes ; hut having by line npon line in expetimice 
found that suflicient strength is given wheii the 
conies, I think 1 have a little learned KOT to 
and to put away a dreaded evil udth ** whai time l.M. 
afraid, I will trust in thee,” So weak is my heart, 
so ner%'ous my ihinie, that bad not my God teuderi^ ' 
an<l iioivcrfully taught me a little of this, there' are 
occupations or e>Jubitions of almost any day of my life 
which would make me ill to think of. Sometimes I 
think 1 am growing almost too careless^ but 1 would 
not be ungrateful to my Care-carrier. 

.... My birth-day vras ushered in with such a sim- 
sliiny dream, I did much enjoy it I w'as gaaing upoir 
a dying saint, with hcains of heavenly joy radiatipg 
from her hice, when a serious and almost luixipus bok 
was spread aver it 1 oaked, << Have you any doubt jor 
fear?” With an uu8])edkahie look and ^laanner, . 
replied, <*Fear! O, not tlie'^tglitdst, as . to my 
safety and jusiillcution $ but you may well tthu^ 
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uA Ik YAkgnamf I must lie « little pertionlar 
about «jf foileti and vmy deairoiiii to be adorned as a 
bride ought to be for enctt a Husband •” With tbi» I 
woke» and found it but a dream-^jat a dream aliich f 
trust will tell upon my brart whilst I aojonrn in the 
Bride's cliamber. It gave me a seeeterj happier %tew 
of sanetificatioii than I could e\er bare got fr«>i» hook 
or self. Perhaps you won't see as I do ; but it wa^ u 
birth-day present from my Bridegroom, for uhieh i 
would gri*atly tliank him. 


LETTER LXril. 

To THE Same. 

C w, Aar. 20/4, 1«30. 

.... While 1 was dreaming of the happy hriile, the 
reality was taking place here, under Mr.««. IVs rejoicing 
eyes. A school girl, whom I had left very ill, but ap- 
{Kirently very dead, was quickened one day, while her 
mother read, Hath broken down the muldle wall of 
partition.” She started — ^ Broken dcjwn the wall ! Is 
it so ? Ob, I bad such a dreadful feeling, tliat there 
was such an immense wall between me and Jesus, 
which could icbveb be broken down ! And does it say, 
hath broken down ?” See. Sec. Thus she iqiplied it, or, 
1 would say, my God applied it, and the Bride was 
quickipied,; but during the remaining ten days, it was, 
Jndeed. a Bride adorning and adorned by her Husband. 



1 iv^uld not l^ lt io tnimj, an<l^| am pwibic^ faith- 
less about dam-^eds t but it appeared , ttich an exaiet ‘ 
illustration of^aiiy drsjjMa — jrvtx assurance of hoi>e — ^ 
simple taking. Gnd at Ibiis urard - > th e bsiUiant sliining 
forth of everjr grace and omamcnstt and, as sober 
Mrs. B. said 9 .^^sacli besaus of gl^ in b^ £»ce;, as she 
never thought tO' see.** 1 wrote to ask if any one hod 
gone home extremely happy» since 1 had been away> 
but heard nofthing of it till my return. 

.... Forgive this emptiness and shortness 

LETTER LXIV. 

To THE Same. 

C Feb. Si/t, 1840. 

I ouGiiT to have written to you ere this, but I have 
been unable ; my uaughty eyes are misty with having 
parted this morning edth our precious trio. Tears of 
joy, and tears of sorrow, I woodd hope, tears of praise, 
and tears of prayer. 1 never sowed so many tears over 
tlio live boys as this Christmas $ but he who gives me 
the seed and tim showers, giv&i me also to rest upon 
the sure word of promise, and 1 have no question of the 
certainty of the golden sheaves. 1 sometimes wonder 
how 1 am w^p, when I am so enabM to see tiie <md 
from the beginning ; but the zno^ clearly I see it, the 
more LoRen weep. God hath johsed the two together, . 
and;;h<me m them ^^nder* What a treasm^y of 
emiti^ieSi my^i^ies, anomalies, feplkimesii, ridges, 
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jJltliethingi^noermg.tfe Othat 

would W oontoMt to be stents of wYtTicBxiss. 
' How It Uceretoi^^m^ .wbeu tbe^ bring tbeir puny i*ule 
|md pituntaietyaad soaks and weigbto^io make all straight 
; and even. It would grieve me less to see an ojster sit 
as prime minister of Engtod, and a worm and a mole 
at his right hand and kfL I believe m my very heart 
that they would he as opmpeteiit to their ealiing, as 
' the human mind to make th.at straight whioh Ood hath 
made crooked. How did I get to this? excuse my 
raniblings. 1 was weeping and smiling, and the smile 
and the tear were arguMg which had the greater right 
to my poor face $ the smile declared the tear had no 
business there, while such bright prospects lay bt^fore 
me ; and the tear averred, that, the smile could never 
have played there if the tear had not introduced it. 1 
was called in to settle the debate, and each had so good 
a cause and aigued it so ably, that 1 was obliged to 
decide, in spite of common sense, and all the learned 
counsellors that could plead on either side, tliat both had 
a right to ocen^ the filaee, and that both must ofb- 
times resort thither, till he who united the two should 
sever them for ever, and with his own onmlpc^nt hand 
wipe the last Ungering^tmr away. , Come then, tears, 
for weep I . must, while my children ere in enemy^s 
land. . Cme.then, smiles, kr rejoiee Imust^ while he 
is fiutliiul who hath promised, and who hath i^blad md 
. to belicNre that he will remember fito wmd which he 
has<»t^ 

/. How I Jkore run on, and to little purpose ; 
only iidse of a heart running over 
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wstlb love to jott. I m aakamed to Mjr what 1 felt 
when 1 heaitf yoQr fai^ vmt 9o ooba to he turned soutli- 
warde again* 1 had looiiddy hoped H was now set 
northwards, and would ere long' cheer tia here: well, 
may it only he stjsikfAstlt set to go to Jerusidem, so 
that no Samaritan may wish to harhour yout or have 
any thing to do with yon. O that we were more 
peculiar, mm like the brides have yoii not thought 
of our raiment uf needle^work and wrought gold, and- 

the being brought unto the King in it ? See 1 

am often surprised by things in your notes, but never 
more than when you taJk of gettis^p a crumb J&om mine ; 
1 marvel what you make it of. 


LETTER LXIV. 

To O. A. P. 

C— a, JVd* 2Sth, 1840. 

No, my beloved child, 1 quite believe that I shaU* 
NEVEU Iprget the 28th, the day of my espousals, the , 
day of the sadness and gladness of my heart, the day 
when , a chafed, disappointed spirit found welcome, 
healj^'and rest in One, whom she had^^ue 1^. 
utterfelost to be independent One whose door^ she 
would still have passed, bod not every other door beW 
closed; and yet, 1 cannot remembw one singU ; 
hrali£ng, one look of r^coach ; the vilest nmne I o^|d. 
give myself, was made b|it a £oo^ to 
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tays of his love» tiU the xoarred pi^ce of potter^s clay 
spuflded like a little sun upon the dunghill. The joy 
of H^RMiml over his newly disoovered planet, was 
l>egg 4 cly ta the ri 4 )ture with which 1 first gaaed upon 
the word transgressor, refiecting the beams of the 
Son of righteousness. He made intercession for the 
transgressors.” I well remember being so dazzled, 
that for a time I ^thought it a delusion, a misprint. It 
was Bomeihti^ so altogether new to my prOud, hard* 
working spirit, that I could almost wonder 1 did not 
erase it, and put in, ** the penitent” dr, ** the humble,” 
or one of nature’s prowl epithets. 1 have heard it 
said, *^hsA men eq/tld not have written the Bible, and 
good men would not.” No, indeed, for more reasons 
than one, I do not believe the bravest man in the 
Christian army would have dared to trust his fellow* 
soldiers with what God lias trusted them with. Therd 
would have been a scabbard for this, a case for tliat, 
and a ihant measure for the abundant consolations, and 
a good fencing ronnd promises, till every battle waa 
fought, and won. Wbo would venture to >iiay to the 
soldier just entering upon bis campaign, arx 

more than conqueror, no weapon formed against you 
, shaB prosper?” &e. &c. How poor gx^y headed reason 
slcidks Into the iipnier, muttering as she go<^ ** 
dangierdits I Fm glad you do thii& so, old 

that wanted fo be iu irise as G<^.! now y«m may just 
find the diffin^sp^ aiid the you are* mortified 

and ast aride^ Yos, f ^iht^ that word 

^^^nosgresfors,” was glowed with 
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* : f can't tliink what me tell you about it now^ 
i^r I dare say I hare told you doseita of time» before; 
but your Undiy thiukuig it neceasary to remind me of 
the 28th, brought up a few prominent speckt of by*gone 
daya, and like an old 'traveller, 1 find a pleaeure in 
telling them over and over again ; butfiow you can be 
so weak a« not to be weary or so civil aa not 

to betray a yawn, docs surprise me I Ah.okl traveller 
oifffht to be a good one ; accustomed to a& the vicissi« 
tudes of hill and dale, comfort and dtsoouifort, storm 
and .sunshine, rough and smooth. But, truly, the longer 
1 journey, the more difficult does it appear to me in 
every sense of the word to be a good traveller. To 
take every thing in a right spirit ; to die every thing ui 
a right sjiirit ; to act as one who can pass over the 
ground but once ; to be diligent in doing all the work 
that lies in the way, and yet not entangled or hindered 
by that work ; to make proper lue of fellow travellers, 
neither holding them too cheap, nor prising them too 
highly ; to rmi, and yet with/m/icMcc ; to have ^es all 
around, and yet no eye but for Jesus ; to be quite con- 
tent, yet pressing on ; to be quite olive and quite dead. 

Is fdl thb easy ? 1 trow, not; the way appears to me 
to narrow and to steepen as I proceed ; not a hq{)« of ' 
reaching the end dawns, but as 1 know my^df to 4|e 
leaning on the Beloved i in his strength I- ra 
as if already at hcm^; hmking off fram .^m, t 
a bottomless pit on mtber ;«de, into which |/^uow ho|t^ 1 
whethm* head odr feet woi^ 6rst phmgc, h^.|i!rabtd^^ ; 
the faU wouM be stninltaj^M^^^^ / ' , - 

Bat really one's hc^ ^iiira rcmnd, as m; say, 

’ p-a-: 
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tke iwarms of matures in ttie narrow way, runikbg 
hither tad thither, and an one knciwt, whither ; some 
catchhig hutierflies at the very edge of a precijiic<*; 
some springing up to seo whai’s in the moon, or to iu»k 
her how long she is to last ; utherh liiggiiig into the 
earth, t(» eoiisnlt these who mutter an<l {kk*]i, to iibk how 
and when it was made; they have luatie lighters of 
some leaves of the Bible, just to put a I'lttie «>}»ark to 
their farthing ritsh^ght ; and now they ur(> groping 
down into the bowfds of earth, till the foul air extin- 
guishes, or timo hums out the ta|M>r; and 1 hare to 
go so vei^i very near to their deep holes, and one him! 
another says, ** Do look in, it can do you no harm to 
look, they are oniiiicntly h(»ly, learned men.'’ O tiiy 
soul, come not thou into their sei*ret. Theti there's 
a little oomjMiny who do look like pilgrims* indeed their 
very dress and manners would say, << we are tlu* people» 
and vital godliness abides with us." Aye 1 I'd rather 
not see ISO much of ** we are" in your looks and man- 
ners ( and what’s the matter with the good old way, 
that you have raised up that little cramptxl, eoi*kling 
l>atii, just for you, and yet you all want to go abreast, 
and every body is to be nobody, and noliody is to be 
everybody. What do you oaU it ? spiritual sociaikun ? 
It d(»es not look like the work of my God. I seo gra- 
daiiuu and order in all his ways and works, from tiic 
useful dephant to the indnstrious bee ; from the think- 
, ii^ head to ike workiug thumb, The Lord keep me 
from setting a foot upon your path 1 there are quick- 
sands and gins of pride and vanity ; a voloutary 
huniltty,'’ own motlicr to the crossest arrofFanoa. And 



now eomes a Urge companj, rolled in M\ ciwpiuoii^^ 
and looking so like dear old mother tJiiirchy that « 
the leanings of birth and education aide with theitil 


But stay ; what a crackling of starch &i>d buckram ! 
Oh yes ; thcsii form two-thirds of their devotions ; 
and what is that which they are lifting so high ? ts It 
the cross of Christ ? Well, it is the wood, but my Lord 
Is not there. Ah, where, where have they laid him ? 
They liave buried him under the font; and can my soul 
rest, or journey with such ? God forbid ! ratheii^ Ut 
me never see again a shred of my old mother’s. 
ments, never hear again the accent^ oCn voice W|neli' 
have a magie cliarin to open the oeUs.vof prayer 'and 
praise in my heart. Lot me for ever bid'Odieu to these* 
1 ‘ather than have the shell without the kernel, the body 
witliout the spirit. And is it easy to let thine eyes look 
right on, and thine eye-lids straight before thee, in 
such a wildemeas maze as this? Oh, Lord God, thott 
knowest, it xs easy, if thou wilt be eyes to me in this 
great wilderness; it is easy, if I walk up and down* in 
the name of the Lord ; yes, it is done, and weH done, If 
thou, iny God, dwell in me, and walk in me; then 
shall 1 walk worthy of Gud ; then shall all my ways be 
ordered aright. 1 shall. not turn to the right hand or 
to the left, but shall remove my foot ftom evil. 

Have 1 actually filled more than a sheet, and 
about the old travel and^imt a word about yo^r/.' 
dear birth-day, and yoiff journeyiiigs in the desiS|. l 
Welli that which has heei^ is that wlMi sbidl 
you are young and 1 am old, yon wiU isy 

day, "1 HAVE BEEN yodngi and now am old; 

. • . • tA 





spared tUl theiiy Iknow you will add, <*yet saw 1 xkver 
the righteous forsiakcu f ah, and you may peep back at 
your.bld sister, and add, nay, nor the abominable, the 
unthankful, the backsliding, the heady, the high minded, 
and the disobedient. .... 

MajNik 2nfL — After I had sent ofF a lon^ letter 
directed to F— 1 found you still iu Loiidom 
This has dis<|uieted me, not only as to your health, 
hut lest the naughty thought, She has forgotten my 
birth^day,” should find a momentary lodging in your 
heart; Ah, how keenly do we feel the most distant 
suspieitm of our love and &ithfulness, especially when 
we are oonsdioUd loving with an intensity and un- 
rarlahieness tlUtt^ to our own minds, cun admit of no 
i^uestioQ. Earnestly do 1 desire for you, that htdy 
elevation of charaeter which flows {ri)in the quiet as- 
surance,. ^*My Beloved is mine, and I am his; his 
desire is toward nm,” The Bride wiU not forget her 
attire, and will be specially careful to put on the orna- 
ments which her Beloved has given her ; and to show 
that she prizes them as his selection and his gift, slie 
does indeed now pay attention to her toilet, seeing she 
hath fbniid grace in his eyes, and that lie rests in bis 
love ; and he is to h<nr ^ a covering of the eyes unto all 
that are with her, and with all other.** Oh, that we 
may comprehmid better what our soul means, when it 
ventures to say, The Lord is uiy portion !” Oh, that 
we may better understand what is the riches of the 

glory of Hie inheritance tn the saints But 1 only 

meant to tell you that yOtff hirth-day letter was gone 
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LETTER LXV. 

To HEE MoTBEE. 

S—n, April 1840, 

I FEEL if I must write to you once more from tlii» 
iriuefa-endenred spot^ mj precious luotlier; wheE« or 
ever, siiall I write from here again P Well, that is no 
business of nune, and we always suffer if we aro busy-’ 
bodies, and more esi>ecially if we endeavour to pry into 
those concerns which our God, in equal love and iet^ 
deriicss, conceals from us. 1 can neri^r thank him 
enough for the thick veil which he hung over many a 
coming day, the glimpse of which ivould have be^ 
clouded every ray of sunshine once enjoyed here. . Oh,, 
he IS kind! May we just live by the hour. to glorify 
liim, and do the work appointed for us $ for every other 
life Is but death I 

How I longed for you all last night at our mis*', 
sioiiary meeting ! Our beloved old pastor, Mr. Jones, 
was almost more than his former self, with such a 
crown of glory as, I should think, could hardly be 
found again under the sun, — thick, flowing; locks of 
the most silvery whiteness, and so truly f^und in the 
way of righteousness ! He began thus: person 

once wrote a book, which he criled, * The last words 
of Uaxter;’ not long afterwards he wrote another, 
styled, « More last words of Baxter/ Dearly be- 
loved friends^ I have frequently given you what I- 
verily and truly thought would be the lost vi'ords. 
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but lAijrmigh tlie 'wonderful forbearancoy^ patience, and 
love -of my God, I aiti now permitted to give you 
words; they shall be few, and niay God 
tnaite 4hem useful.** He then dw^elt upon the tre- 
mendous state of all who know not God — gave a lively 
comparison of popery, and the spider and his web. — 
•*I warn you, hi the name of my God, 1 warn you! 
J shall escapih, 1 shdi be clean out of the way ; but 
you may have a popish chapel in tliis village, and let 
me tell you, if you have, it will be filled, in spite of 
all your privileges; such is human nature, and our 
strong propensity to drink in what is evil. I tell you, 
God has but We instrument with which to build up 
Zion; he tiiay have many ways, but be uses but one 
ioetrument, and that is his own IHenial Word. Prise 
It, pity the nations wlio have it not, be in earnest t<» 
send H forthy- te. He stayed tlie whole time, and 
was cbeerfitl as ever at the end, though H was a long 
meeting 


r LETTER LXVL 

To £• S. F* ASD O. A. P.. 

ybv, IBiO, 

. . . w What tender mercies we have to. reckon up! 
aoefa hlttlthy and peace, imd quietness, ahd confidence ; 
it ii^jreally perfect peace at present ; I feel bound to 
wwai it^ to the praise of him wlm con qieak the storm 



into a oalm. To aniieifiote tuch a storm aa dbis* woiild^^ 
have been oiiNErwhe]imag> ; but truly when he gtveth • 
quietneu^ tbflire U not a ripple. .... And now, beloved 
Bisterft, what shall I say to you ? You are at a distaaee 
on sliorc^ and it may be yon are beginning to look 
at the windy and to see the sea bdisteroiiSy and some 
gale may waft far away from yon the cheenng sound, 

** It Is I, be not afraid.* Oh, that you may just see 
him, see oil his heart, and hear all he ^yst It is 
quite nothing but love ; yes, you believe he rests in . 
his love towards us ; you are quite sure ali things Bite 
ours ; you know he hos prepared ns for all h^ has pre- 
pared for ns. Fear not to leave us on siieh a tmsom — in 
such arms. Did we not think and say, our bright speek 
probably was to strengthen us for some storm? . . • . 

.... We have l>een so very happy of laie— the defv 
absent children so well— the household so peaceful! 
But qh the list! It is almost affronting to the 
to pretend to tell of mercies. Do praise and pray for 
U8, yea, and rejoice with us, &c. .... 


LETTER LXVII. 

ToE-S-P. 

I THINK I feel doubly pleased to have a ^ery 
report to make to-day, as it will re^ ym W. 


* The sesriet flm hsd t^peiu^astoiift 
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deiMT, bil^-day. Ali, foolish heiirt.! it w«mU like to 
have losing bat good, irepoi^ and joyous tidings to 
se^^yoa for li^is opening year ; and One loves 
you infinitely better* but with infinitely wise love* may 
be preparing to send you a roll written ^Ivithiu end. 
withont— a roll which he will spread before you — a 
roll whereiu m written lamentation* mourning, and 
woe. But dry your eyes, : my child, and gaze u|)on 
the hand which iqireada it. Do you see the print of 
the nail, and can you aide, “ Lovest tliou me ?” Ah, 
did you get a glimpse of his heart* did you observe 
the reluctance there* the unwillingness, the afllictioii in 
ALL your afflictions, d^ you lioi see the other hand 
pointing to ** the end of the Lord*'* showing you that 
he- .wiw only jnst bringing about the very thing you 
have so often asked for ? Yes* if he has a dismal roll 
to spread before you, it shall be so lighted and gilded 
with rays of love and glory, you shall almost forget 
that it is a cloud, while it does but set off those 
wondrous rays. Now do*8£TTLE it in your hearts, 
not to meditate befmreliand upon what may be iji 
this roll* or in that cloud. You cannot get strength, 
and Joy, and peace, in but with the trial 

they will be isitre to come. Our light has burst forth 
almost we had any obsonrity* the dear children 

are to much better. » . . « 

^ ... . What a summer and autumn of peculiar mer- 
eies i have had* and still he is showering them down; 
whait A fimiflhl garden. I ought t6 he under such 
showers I He looked-— oh* that wprd, ^t look ! But 
«*iiiy vinsyard which is mins is mb;** pre- 
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cious truth ! like a dear heat upon it, considering whit 
is best for it, aye, and dmnff it^ though it be a north 
wind, &C. Wky yon enjoy the blessedness of beliering ; 
blessed is she dmt believeth. 

.... Mercy has embraced us, and does embrace us 
on every side, even blood-bought mercies ; and when I 
ask, what shall I rendiv? I find I ani still to take^ I am 
innted to his storehouse to offer him of AtV oten / It 
pleased the Father that in our most loving, most gra- 
cious Husband and Brother should aU fulness dwell, 
and well may it please his peo|de, members of bis 
body, of bis desh, and of bis bones, the purchase of his 
blood, the peculiar treasure of his souL How boldly 
may we say, All that he has is ours,” and it would fill 
eternity to count over the riches of this « AtL^' May 
we be diligently piying into our treasure now, and 
take largely out of our precious storehouse for the 
refreshment of our souls by the Way. 

LETTER LXVin. 

To O. A. P, 

Homs,, sweet, swi^ hornet so sweet, that of very 
faithfulness '^ere must be some little thorn; to testify, 
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yoar iest f aye, and tlm is a goad loud 
ciy^ many a bittei* gy^ conttna^ing 

tbf wby and ’#iier6foreb ^ beeawN^it is pollutad." 
' .3Sia teat ^ to-day My strangtihi ikileth because of 
. miiie iniquity”) u-as all in tune, and played upon the 
ininor key4o my tears. Tety really, the bare appeer- 
flinoe of a ehasCenkig does manifest such bowels of 
mercies, such Firm^VEss, sueh JCijrvFVi.irB8S ; so 
. tboroi^bly <*Uie Lord ikmketh upon me;” such rtt- 
l^pewBd proofs of my indulgent Fa^bei^s heart, such 
making haste to help and relieve me ! 1 do earnestly 
hope 'you may not be tempted to think one hard 
thought of him, or for one moment to question hts 
lore, hk ariadom, or his power. My chief fight of 
faith is about the latter, and yet I codd almost rttuon 
myself out of it ; perhaps, by the bye,.^t ts the cause 
^y fiidh can fiml so little footing. Power over ail 
'Sash, power over sinful fiesh, power over mouldered 
ftmh, ami not power over my poor, weak flesh, to patch 
it up fiir a little seasdb ! What a beast am I before 
him I and yet, the dearly beloved of his soul, without 
, Ypot or wrinkle, or any sueh thing ! 

My precious child^ this probably wiU not reach you 
oU your birthday^ and I am not a little tired to-might ; 
but 1 most try to^nake you bdiev^' mofc than ever 
the love, that I Imve for you, .and how. I do ask 
;my jMbyter to instore you a bondreddbld4j^ y^r 
bosom for ail your love towards and^ iaiibfoi 
'Servitudes and whatever more you my db\lor wuh 
. i^y you be enabled more to serve the.Lord O^ii^ i&^ 
^r me, doidg H aa lo him, fr^m bfodit and ^ him. 



WIiAt .1^ it to me to havi radhi « treasurjr to go 
to my wondfotiiiy kiod fnendf, tad to luiow tluit 
even to tke mip^oC oold water he wfll |iay iheiuu It is 
he reyeves m what wooid, otheipdise^ indeed be 
a burden too heatj for me to bear. 

May he just open to you his " good treeiiu^’^ and 
enable you to help yourself very abundantly. > He loves 
to be treated as a King/ and taketh pleasure in. those 
who hope ksgely tn his nieroy« May he rest hu 
love to you» finding no qimstionings of it £rom the 
lu^urt on which he rests. 


LETTER LXIX. 

To E. S. P. 

^ C — -41, November 22nd^,l^L 

Mf hetoted £ - >■» do you know it is ibelve dgys 

since you wrote to me, and love is a g^^eedy thing; it 
makes me fear that you must be still single handed,; 
with quite as mueh as you can possibly get thro^|^; , 
I was going to say mors; but tins woiold be to tpeide: 
evil of your ludknnhle Mastmr, of whom no true 
shall say that he is ^a hard man." No, /iu>t 
require a mop, ef^rety blade, eveiy ear 
wtoof^ in Christ Jem He will nuniiter s^ 
the sower, bread for his food while he js 
and, 'White happy 'labourer just smitiei^<tho^^^^ 
pared seed ifrom the arms of han^ made 
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ij^nds bit ^ Jmeaht ditii same wcmder 

bpbi^ing p is \kHk the seed so^bi in- 

ereasing the fraitft of righteoiisnea^ blessi^ wkh 
.. Idesshigs of heaven aboT6» and me blessings of 
the deep that lieth under* We knonr little about 
these blessings of ihe deep» and often miscall theinj 
inA this yre do know, that 4h. his huid are tbe deep 
places of the earth ; and we can see the print of the 
nail in that hand, and can we question if anjr thing but 
a blessing can come out of it ? He that ascended is 
tbe same also that descended, that he might fill all 
things, that his beloved may be in no height, no depth, 
but she may find her Bridegroom there, and exnl- 
ttE^ly exclaim, ^ 6Tii*i. . with THEE ! Z will fear 
uo evil/’ . 

Now, my child, if any body or any thing would set 
you to do more than you can do, more than you oug^t 
to do, know whence the temptation cometh and whither 
it gc^gth* This is not of the Father ; oh, no, it dqes 
not look like the Father, does it ? I was much Im- 
pressed' Jgi’- a few words from dear Mr* Browne at a 
Bible xneeting. 1 believe they touched a sore place, 
and that made me so feci and remember ; ** Never come 
to one duty with your hands stained with the' blood of 
.another*? Oh, I have often hod bloody hands, while 
, poor, slain, or maimed duties have been lying around 
.me and I was bustling on to one which 1 conSi^red of 
. more importance. But duty is duty, andeaiqli has Hs 
' place; and we shall make but a skebton piece of 
work,** if we attend only to outlines and neglect ftUing 
Some ’mornings I must acknowledge I have^kad siich 



aimsh of o<^ttpatbii9 Wore tae^ikat 1 lum Mt almost 
to sink wfdi doitble ;:wlgbt u]^ mj ..bed, crymg^ 
** Who \B sufficient ?** I have becm guided with strength 
by tlie sweet assurance, bis bands SBai*]; be sufficient 
for him; — nothing to spare, hut M90eie9U, With this 
I spring up, and endeavour to undertake ^ day, not 
by the day, no, nor by the hour, bat just by the 
moment. I find if 1 put two moments tc^ether they 
are too heavy for me but just as my Father gives 
them to me, one by one, I can fiy lightly along vrith 
them, and do all that he has before ordained 
1 should do ; and all the rest is wood and hay, and 
stubbie, spider-spuming out of our own bowels, which 
shall not profit us or others. 

. • * . I have told you nothing of my most tender, 
earnest desires for you. The fulness of the exery day 
salvation,— kept os the apple of the eye ; and llie cir- 
cumsjMH’tioii of one who felt that she was so closely 
watched and kept — ^yos, privilege involves duty ; and if 
the Lord says for our comfort we are so kept, he says 
it also to lead Ills children to do every little thing as 
just under his eye. 
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LETTER LXX. 

To O. A. P. 

WBITTrN WUSN rXMt ILL. 

February 2f^44» 1 12. 

N 0 | the little cliarm must not, need not l>e brolvoii, 
I wtU send something tluit you shall call a birth-day 
letteri my very precious child, and you have had nrnny 
shabby ones. He sealrih up the hood oi' every man— 
none could help, that all men may know bh uorL $ 
and ho is doing it in his own very gentle, steadv, firm, 
tender, losing au;y. I just turn to him, and he i^ ready, 
and that errr// motnent. Oh, it i» nonderFtil. Happy 
hirth<da;v ! I am hrout^ht iiearcT to iii} place 

tliaii 1 etailrl have lio]aHi for, much nearer than I <ould 
have usK(d for had 1 kiamn the viiiy. "W e littK know 
lion much ahull be ue gods^ still rulea in us: 
to come to *‘«o m^ghU^ to fore no might, to be )uat no- 
thing, and to gloi} in inhnnitiea, theac are h ssons not 
learnetl in a da^, nor learned at all, but as <iur owti 
dear Teacher leaiK on letter by letter. .... My oan 
ever dearest mother ^ tossed about with all the diffe- 
rent aciounts and plans, and so kindly willing to spare 
one of 3 on. The Lord reward her a hundred-fold into 
her hobom. Ma} she increasingly love my precious 
Jesus who has been such a nurse, physician, comforter, 
tender helper to her dear child. 

. • . • I have no pain any where ; what think you of 
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such a stay^ east sntid? 1 fe^ ' ^ 
showers of answers to jlrilyerih^^ 

.... 1 have writtfki too muc^ May you W>w . 
more than ever of my t^ild» ai^ he wiKb^^to 

have the hand of every map sealed up. Tender lovie 
to all. 


LETTER LXXL* 

JlforrA 6tkf 1842. 

Mv very, very predous mother, 1 grieve to have 
such a grief to you, but I do trust we 'are all eiEpcri*- 
(meiiig Messed fruits of these gifts. The Bible and 
prayer, much more precious, and beyond every thing 
precious, that Brother bora for a«lversity ; 'we get 
nearer to him, and understand a little metre of his un- 
searchable love. 

.... After all, my precious mother, the way is so 
swe«^tly siinplo and plain, that the wayfaring man, 
though a fool, shall not err therein. If we are but 
willing to be nothing, and to let Jesus he all, we are 
safe, and 1 am sure we arc very happy. 

Here your helpless child has lain, ^complete in 
and who can add to complete ? 

Atwept my very, most grateful, fullest love; give 
muck to the unspeakably dear ones around, and pray 
and praise for your own Helen. 

* Her last tetter, written a few days before her death. 



L'feTTBBS TO 


HtB SLfiSSV BBOmSR. 


LETTER L 

February 17#^ ISlfi. 

. . • . I BEARp a good deal of you ycstcnlay, my 
deuresi %otiieri I could have 'trembled for you» but, 
.that I called to mind you bad no less a pilot for your 
. little bark than the King of kings and Lgrd of lords ; 
that he had undertaken to conduct you safely through 
the most tempestuous seas, and that his jiromise never 
has, never can -&iL Yesy our warfare is accomplished. 
^*Tis finished, atill may answer all, and silence every 

cry.’* 1 l^ve been to see poor Mr. to-day, and 

found it necessary to enforce the doctrine of the final 
perseverance of believers; he said he. was kfraid of 
coming to Jesus lest he should fall away; and lie 
groaned over the weakness of flesh and besetting sin, 
•which inight at last quite tear him from his Saviour. 
vHe wept much, nor do I wcmdeii ^hile enteiitaitiing 
such thoughts ; buty blessed be God, we are horn, not 
of corrupUhle seed ; <‘bit we are confident of this veiy 
thing, jdiat he which hath begun work in us 



will perform it outil the day of Jesns CSirist.* Tt||b 
doctrine I onVe ecareely dared to ▼enture upon ; but to 
am convinced that ereiy ihing adiich indhsases our 
debt to the bleeied Jectu, mcrcaMs aUo our lore and 
grateful seal. 

.... 1 truet you bear me on your heart to the God 
of all xnero>. It dooa rejoice me to remember Uiat 
the eir(*cttiul fervent prayer of a rigliteoua man avaib?th 
much. Wliat joy ouf^it 1 then to feed, when 1 think 
of 111 } High Priest, entered witliin the veil into the 
holy of holicii, presenting his own blood for my |>ol- 
Inted soul — making intereession for the trantgresmrit 
and dihoppointiiig Satan of his desires— preserving hts 
[Mjor grain of wheat to that joyful du}, when he dball 
separati* it from its ehaiT, and place it in his own 
heasenly, Imjipy garner. 

We have dear S- - — with us now; she lias been 
reading to us Cooper’s life, written by himself. I 
kiioi« not any thing more calculated to inspire you 
witli an assuranee of the extreme lixtherly love and 
watchfulness of our God, or to poiiit out more forcibly 
the darkness aud shades of death which might over* 
whelm the soul, did not the bright moruing star arias. 
Five times, by five different methods, did the poor 
creature endeavour to destroy himself; the inter- 
imsitions are nothing less than miraculons, and then, 
when halm of Gilead was poured in, hts soul waa 
in an ecstaey; his ^rst love is so pourtrayed, 1 hit 
more than ( can describe, and^ what I hope not to 
forget, I <^d remember the time when that joy was 
mine; when a gvsat portion, at least, of that love 



my frozen lienrt ; Uut I remembered it 
only sliock me with n ^riew of my jpre^Biiit deiulncsa, 
and to make me cry out in agony of aoul, “ O that it 
Wifere with me ae in montlw past, when the handle of 
miy God shined brightly on me !” I have neglcctetl the 
deareat of friends. I could ft^r%'ently thank him when 
he had brought me through the lied Sea, and now that 
he has added to this nierey his tender care in earryiiig 
me thus fur through the w ilderness, my heart hecinnes 
colder, and chilis the bosom from whenc'e alone I de- 
rive one ray of warintli or life. I low much has he to 
say against me for haniig left iny first love ! I really 
do detest my horrid heart ft»r its ingratitude. 

I was willi H the other day ; he wants 1o hear 

from you; I said you had not even time to write to 
ns. I could almost be sorry that he exjH'ets it, as 
others will also; but 1 iMdieve if we look to the 
counscli^ of the* heavenly court, we shall find nothing 
there ^at would coudemn oiiy aethtn, that tended t<t 
bring a soul nearer to the atlornhle Jesus. What <ljfli- 
cnlties did they encounter who took off tl»c roof of 
a house to let one down in his hc^I to the heavenly 
Physician! Did he think they went t<M» far? He 
l)cheld their faith, and s{>oke life and pence. 

. . . . De earnest in prayer for dear M ; I feel 

assured the Lord has purposes of mercy towards her. 

It seems sad for her to stay at K , but we have a 

friend we may trust in, when we cannot undcrstanil 
him. I never lost any thing by trusting implicitly to 
him ; my losses have been tlirough unbelief and dis- 
trust ; he still says, “ According to your fiiitli be it 



unto you.** May your Father and my Father, y wr 
God and my God, tilesii and preserve us to hts 
heavenly kinjplom. 


LETTER II. 

To THE Same. 

November 1816. 

How you exist here ! Nay, it was not you that 

lived, hut Christ which livetl in yon : the life of my 
beloved brother ij« bound up in the bundle of life with 
the Lord my G<»d. How' secure! how far above, out 
of the reach of worms ! Nay, it is hid ; they know 
not where to attack it; how harmless is their rage 2 
They who “ .si»ek our life, seek the life of God.** Yet, 
my son, walk not thou in the w*ay with thesU, r©-^ 
fraixi thy foot from their path.’* If thou wooldest be 
blessed, “ stand not in the way of sinners,” neither “sit 
in the seat of the scornful.” I desire to thank my 
(Jod most fervently that he hath opened your eyes to 
see more and more clearly that there is no conimuniqn 
between light and darkness, no concord between Christ 
and Belial. I feel assured that this is the teaching of 
the Spirit, and that those are in a very low form in 
Christ’s school, who have not learned it. 1 pray to 
be taught it more practically. I pray iqr a heart to 
assent to it. Let us remember that Satan is an able 
teacher on the contrary side, in thiii ; iessqn, and baa 

<l2 ' , 



but too apt a scholar in onr worldly hearts. Wc have 
f^at need to suspect the w'hispera of the expediency 
or neoessity of keeping in a little with the world. 1 
do not &nd it ance recommended in the word of truth. 
Can the soldiers of two such 0 [>en and eternal enemies 
as God and the world enter into any agreement, tmy 
. bond of union ? What ! is the warfare accomplished ? 
are the arms laid down on both sides? or is the 
Cliristiaii warrior to lie the first in yielding, and in 
making concessions, which the other would scorn? 
Surely we ought to suspect that there is some lurking 
affect iou for our former eommamler ; some unacknow- 
ledged partiality to his ways : we are rtftker inclined 
to shrink from a yoke, wliich our cold, unht'althy 
souls too often find any thing hut easy, and from 
our burthen, w'hich our Bagging, faitldcss souls think 
any thing but light* It is n(»t sweet to us to be 
counted the filth and offscouring of all things; we 
do not like to liave the sign of the cross on our furc- 
heads too visible; we would erase sometimes, or at 
; least veil that glorious badge, which an areliungel 
would prize in his m)wn. Asliamed of Jesus,” might, 

1 fear, be stamped on many words and actions, which 
we would fain style prudent or charitable. But why 
do I run on thus to my dearest brother, to one who 
feels^ what, I fear, I only acknowledge ? Oh ! that 1 
might say, am dead,” and ^my life is hid with 
Christ in God.” What is this world, its pomps, plea- 
sures, allurements, comforts, to a dead man ? Indeed, 
indeed, we ought not to have a spfurk of like for this 
world, w any of the lusts thereof. How entirely dead 
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IB we worldlings to all spirttdiil' tbingss ! Oli, let ns 
leani of the children of this world in this : they serve 
their master, more steadily, more faithfully, than we 
serve ours. There is much to be learned in this house. 
Methinks God takes us to Christian families, to show' 
us tvhiit to do, and to worldly ones, to show us how to 
perform it. What unwearied exertions, what activity, 
what devotedness to their pursuits ! 1 blushed when 1 
saw their eager anxiety to get a little ivory hall into a 
right hole, and could hut reflect that I had often not 
felt so much solicitude, to bring a soul to heax'en 1 . . . 

I have just received the frank from F ; 

M — ■■■ y seems very sanguine about dearest — 

Oil, let us take heaven by violence for him ; those art* 
awful words, ** Ye have not, biE^causc ye ask not.*' Now 
and then 1 am enabled to wrestle for a blessing ; but 
it is not the steady, jierseverlng knocking of the poor 
woman, ilisphiyed at the unjust Judge's door. ^ Rather 
might the Lord suy, Thou hast not called upon ine, 
oh Jacob, thou hast been oh Israel.*' 

We have spent a very happy werfit at A— C— — ; 
it pl^ed the Lord to sharpen his tool once more, 
and to bri^g it into use in that dear village. • Are 
you, earnest in prayer for me? Could you see the 
hosts that are encamped against me, you would eall 
down a legion from heaven to fight on your poor 
sister’s side. Mr. M. is blindly partial to me, but lie 
knows me only by hearsay. I would thankfully ac- 
knowledge, that what at the time seemed to have a 
tendency to puff up, was truly painful to me, and 
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aMMribg Fhydoaaiiy I i^oaUl gita ail ovtr for U»i $ 
hul lie wbo bat drawn tbe serpeot'a sting, bag s ntn* 
antidote for the [loison inuler its tongue. How careful 
sbottld we be, my bel<»red brother, of each othcr’h 
aouLi! I too often feel an InvliiiMtion l«> eoiinuentl 
highly what I nee of JiWUH in my friends. If 1 aiii 
betrayed into this hiu, I limk m^^elf iiftemanis 
as one who has earned nine and milk to Kfrengtheu 
and refresh the old man u|tOii the cross, and tn cwiim 
new and strougiT struggles between him and iji\ 
friend’s sonl wc bi*coine atnha'»hadorh for Satan, and 
do his aorh 


Our (iod hits enabled us to upjM'ar n |wcu)tur {U(»|d( 
here; we arc in the buti|!e of |Mcking and lisitors. 
I am ashamed to send you sneb a letter, &c. 



‘LBTTBBS TO C.T.P., 


ttW «tcoin> mmoTUEMu 


LETTER L 

Fi*htuary 23>v4 

I TRKWK 1 am to }4m for somo of» if not 

the kap{iicftt itf my life. I have often 

htu'ii almost rent!}, with St. Pauh to wish myia^U' ac» 
<«nrHe<l from ( In isU nii^ht inv brother tnit take in\ 
|)ku*e at tin* well of liU>. Heinemheriup^ how inuin 
IhoiisamK will ujwm \ou for the hiead of Jiti, 

I i'ouKl wislu'il iinM'lt Htanetk t1i.it \ou imaht 

have whoiewithal to vcmrdelf oiid t^tliera. Eut 

iif»w tny grateful heart it called iifKin to adore tliai 
tender Father, who hu'i erioui^li ior all and to s^iaiv, 
who lias prepared juunv lnail^lo 1 ls, and will not let 
those NO Btroiis'ly attached in life be bejiarttted in 
eternity. O my brother, when 1 think of having you 
to walk with lue in the narrow piith, to join with me 
in trampling a wretched worhl under foot, to stand 
witli me on the right hand side in the day of judg- 
ment, with the same rnhe of righteousness, casting 
your crown wrhh me Imfore tlie throne, and rejoicing 
together through a bleShcd eternity — 1 fetd that the 
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wamest irishes of my heart are gratified, and the 
str<>nge8t claim. U laid upon me for the most devoted 
love to the Gjver of every good and pexiect gift. Do 
not think me too sanguine; wbra any are brought 
sincerely to acknowledge with, the heart, whut the 
lips have so often uttered<— that Uiey are miserable 
sinnerai ood that there is no health in them — ^leti they 
take the first step towards that PhysiciatJi, who finds 
no case too difficult for him to cure, and who has 
sweetly promised that no one who comes to him shall 
he cast out. The mountain between us and Christ is 
pride; it is he alone can lay it low*. Adams says, 
** Christ thinks no one too bad to receive, if tliey 
do not think themselves too good to come/* 1 ho|ie 
your eyes are really open to see how vile you are in 
the sight of a holy Go<l, who hates even the unclean 
thought and idle word. Should Satan endeavour to 
cloud this from you, and to make you imagine that 
you have not been w’orse than others, that you have 
read your Bible^ said your prayers, been sorry when 
you have done wrong, &c., just- take the trouble to 
examine the be^ thing you ever did; I think you will 
cry out with' Beveridge, ^ 1 cannot pray but 1 sin, I 
cannot give' an Idms but 1 sin, I cannot go to church 
or read my hook but I sin; my best actions need 
repentance^ and what must be done with the, worst?* 
It ia these considerations which urge us to flee to the 
city of refuge ere the avenger of blood overtake us ; 
it » this which brings us to Christ for the remitaion 
sii^,which are past, for the purgii^ of a b6uI bom in 
sin and under wrath ; it is he alone can make the tree, 
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f^ood and his fruit good, can give us safety and joy 
unspeakable here, and prepare us for the company of 
heaven* and ihe spirits of just men made perfect. A 
gentleman who was unwilling to be persuaded of 
original or actual sin, was req^ted by his friend to 
set down a faithful account of every thought, word, 
and action of one week; he promised to comply, but 
found one day*s catalogue so black, that he shrunk 
from the task, freely owned himself a helpless sinner, 
and gladly fled for refuge to the hope set before him in 

the Gos|icl Above all, study the Holy Scriptures, 

which are able to make you wise unto salvation, and 
]»ray Tor the spirit of prayer ; be very diligent in the 
use of every means; you know not how short your 
time may be to prepare for endless years. .... 


LETTER IL 
To THE Same. 

Mayt 1818 . 

.... After ail the happy plans that 1 can frame 
for our meeting in the wilderness, a cloiid will hang 
heavy upon alL There is but one unclouded unicU), 
one perfect rnijoymcmt of each other ; .... all this 
sounds very harsh to flesh and blood, but grace has a 
ready answer, grace can tell wondrous accounts , of the 
prefenUent it ei^iects from the great Bishop of sOuls ; 
it aspires to, a heavenly mitre, a throne, a sceptre^ 
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When tho#e who have sougiit prefSerment firom worus 
are leavings all behind ; are about to be brought down 
to the lowest chambers of hell for ever ; sunk lower bj 
the blood of those souls, whom they have caused to err 
from the fear of man ; when about to leave all those 
miserable comforters, whom they have sacrificed heaven 
to please ; then, he who has sought prefermeot of his 
God alone, finds the blessedness of liis choice ; then is 
he made a king and priest unto his God; ilien he 
receives a crown of life ; then he is confessed before 
men and angels, advanced to the highest possible prtv 
ferment, not for a few fleeting years, but for eternity. 
Who can tell what shall be done imto him whom the 
King of heaven delighteth to honour ? Well may the 
soul, in contemplating such preferment, trample on all 
the riches and honours of this world, cease from man, 
and boldly say to the tempter, who is allowing him all 
the kingdoms of the world, and the glory of them, 
“ Get thee hence, ^ Satan.” The Lord enable you, my 
most beloved brother, to choose that better |>art, which 
shall not be taken from you. 


LETTER III. • 

To THE Same. 

' 8^/l, 1841. 

Bo y<Hi lliiuk 1 have not thought of you &-day ? 
lf»#iimch ! and my fingers would have been upon 



347 


paper ere this, but Mr* B frightened me with 

saving, Take care that yoa do not come to a duty 
with hands stained with the blood of another duty,** 
murdering one, to make room for another. Oh, my 
eonseience did bring me in guilty! I h&tve thr^ 
Tiiinutes to tell you that I have remembe^d ' ;^i!i in 
iny best moments, and I asked groat tilings for you. 
This will be a great year fur you, probably ; but it is 
your strength to sit still, or, when tired of sitting, to 
lean on that bosom which ear<\s for you with so great 
(.‘iiro, ami just leave all to one, who performeth aiJ 
things for you. Soon said, not easily done ; but it is 
something to htouf our privilege, and to aim at the 
enjoyment of it. \Vo ft now the love that God hath to 
us. Oh when shall we be shamed out of questioning the 
love of a heart that is just all love ? Not, 1 suppo»e, 
till his owu dear haml wipes the tear away; and I 
cannot think from what fkiurce that tear will come;' I 
sometimes think it will be shame, tluit w'e have ever 
doubted, or aiLSwered again. 


LETTER IV. 

To THE Same. 

December 2Btk, 1841 . 

No, my beloved C , a want of brotherly love 

in your heart, is never, suspected for a muiueat; by 
me; can 1 say this of a heart that stlcketh closer 

<4 4 
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than a brother ? Well, thanks be to his oan mighty 
keeping! ' 1 trust T can, and when I comp^ him to 
smite, I feel grieved to afftict a heart which fovea so 
tenderly, that in all my affliction he is alHietod. 
How veiy lovely is the faithfulness of that love, 
which ;so wiitches the very first deviation of heart, 
and so 'steadily, yet so reluctantly \*isits it ! 1 will 

visit their olTences is not each word very precious ? 
«/” — he won’t trust any one else — ” ttv//,” no fear 
of “ Nay, my son,^ in his family visit ; only f(i»r a 
season, till the errand be done ; not the belovecr child, 
but the ** ojfencei ;** and “ with a rod,” no w'eapou 
for destructhm, only of fatherly correction. Oh, his 
mouth is most sweet! not a w'ord too many, or too 
few. How happily you can trust your sister in 
such hands, cannot yon, dearest C ■■■ — ? though I 
know it is easier trust oneself, tlian another; 
but he is so .s}K!cially tender over roe, and if y«>u 
had tlie least idea what a very stubWn, rebellious, 
careless, unthankful, unholy child I am, you would 
not wonder at the fre<|uency, but at the intermission 
of stripes; not at the sharpness, but at the extreme 
gentleness. 



LETTERS TO H. G. AND E. M. G. 



LETTER 1. 

To IL a 

December 2\$t^ 1816. 

1 F£AK vuir must have thought me very unkiud and 
inatteiitive> in nut having answered your w'eloome 
letter before; but travelling* . &c. &c,, baa hitherto 
put it quite out of our jiowcr. I humbly trust my God 
has smelt a sweet savour*’ from the incense of prayer 
and )>raisc, borne iu the golden censer of our Priest’s 
righteousness ; but seldom do I groan under a deeper 
sense of tlie burden of this earthly bouse, than when 
1 would speak of the goodness of the I^ord, and 
declare what wonders be liath done. 1 long for the 
wings of a dove to flee away to that glorious land, 
where every note is praise, pure praise, unsullied with 
vile, secret liftings up of heart, unconfined by a frozen 
heart and stammering tongue. I long to lemm of 
angels and archangels, and all the glorious compaity of 
heaven, to praise my Beloved; though highest anj^Li, 
i*annot sing that song which Jesus has put into the 
mouths of rebels. Angels never fed on the Lamb 
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sliuii for us; they have iieter bad ebatii'^ 

broken oft by the hand of their God, yea, nielted 
the blood ^hieh <itreiimed fnrni that bund; they ha\i* 
not been carried in Jeho>ah\ ho<iom throii|^h the lied 
Sea; tboiip^h they tiS the> caiin<»t join irtf/t iis. 

in the ^ong of Most**, and the Lamb. What a Hon>; 
will that Yh*! ho\i ^ill our Ytearts c^htn, lion will our 
hearts rewound, ulicii we r(i«itiiit to hsteiiiiiju’ aiijrrls 
that preiit delnonince, whicYi Jesus has wniui^lit for us 
witli a mighty hand and with an out>stretehed arm! 
I pra\ that \our little girl nid} swdl the clou us : 
ma^ you bo enabled to gi\e her to the la>rd, and he 
will restore you a hundred-fold into yemr bosom. It is 
a blessed thiug to be able to coiisoorate all we hati*, 
and all wo arc* to (lod; we put it out then with iisur\, 
and shall ever be gainers. 

1 rejoice that my dearest E was so supported 

and coiiirorted. 1 feed assiirc*d God will iiuiLc all her 
bed iu her sickness, foi underneath are the e\(*rln sting 
arms. Ma,> she be raised up with a lA*art more singly, 
more simply demoted to him; with her graciously pie- 
served life, more entirely hid w ith Christ in tlje Pre- 
server All that is within iik*, I trust I mu} 

say, blesses the Lord for the wonders he is doing for 

the children of men, nt dear H d; and I desire 

to be more earnest in prayer for you, my dear brother, 
tluit you may not be cxalt«*d above ineasuro. How 
sweet is the assurance to me, that our God will not 
suffer you to be tempted above that you are able to 
boar. How sweet the auiici]Nttiun of that day, when 
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T tihall see jtm as llie briglitnoRB of the*firma* 

moDty and ah the stars for^c^ver and ever. 

14f heart rioiiurtiiueb sinks at the prospect of hcinp; 
left hcre> without my d(*areht oonipaiilon- ; hut theu» 
there is such a fulness m that jironnse, » My (rod ^hall 
supply aii ymr iiet'd ;** not all tn^ wants and desires; 
O what a curse w<»iild that be; but all that is retdl} 
needful for me. With a Iltihbuud, ^ Bi other, a Kiu;*, 
u Priest, a Saviour, a (iml, what can I stand in need 
of LurtU thou kiiowest, a heart to look tt/tofi ihti Oh 
suih. 

Ma;v the Lonl '•tablish, ittreup^Uien, settle you. make 
you thoroiipfhly furiiUhed unto every p^)d word and 
work; a workinuii that iiecnl not he ashamed, when 
e\ery work and every MHjret tinner is hron^;ht into 
judument. Tnie low to aU who love the Lord .)e<4us 
('hrist in sinetn’ity. 


LETTER TL 
To E. M. G., 

TIF.R ELDEST 9ISTEU. 

March 8/4, 1817. 

Tiiehe are many devices in the heart of man, bht 
the counsel of the Lord, that shall stand.” May you 
hind this sweet motto arouud your heart, and may it 
prove a girdle of as much strength and comfort to 



jou, Utfcmgh grace, as it has proved to me. Our sea 
^'is indeed boisterous at this ^meut, but Jesus is not 
adeep j behold, he that keepe^ us can neither sluniber 
sleep ; he has set hounds to the waves, which thev 
. cannot pass; and the storm, under his skilful guidance, 
.shall waft us more s|)eedilj to the%haven where we 
would be. Blessed, unspeakably blessed haven ! It is 
the bosom of our beloved, where the wicked cease 

from troubling, and where the weary ore at rc^st 

{ stand in amazement at myself, or, I should .say, 
at that wondrous arm, which so supports me, imd helps 
me to walk ujKm this tem|H!stuous seat uiunoved. 
The way is indeed rough ; but the compassionate 
Father has supplied Ills poor prodigal with sanilals 
of iron and brass, and in spite of sinking nature, I w ill, 
I do believe, that strength shall he proportioned to 

the most trying day of my pilgrimage But 

why distress and weary my E— with projinyts, which 
one breath of the Almighty can disperse in a monu;nt r 
Who shall make one arrangement ou earth, which has 
not passed the courts above and received the sanction of 
that faithful, euvenant-keeping Ciod, who is engaged to 
make all things work togeUier for our good ? 
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LETTER III. 

To THE Same. 

OeU^ 17M, 1817. 

I AM afraid it is a long time since 1 wrote to you ; but 
for some little time past I have been in close attendance 
on our bclovetl C— b,* and now am called upon to 
ask you to rejoice witli us in the blessed event of her 
having reached the land, wliere the inhabitant shall no 
more say, I am sick. It woultl have rejoiced you, could 
you have seen lier welcoming her Bridegroom; her 
sweet coiiiix>sure and firm trust were really glorious. 
Taken worse on Friday, Saturday, Sunday, and Mon- 
day, we watched beside her, wliile every deepened 
breath sounded like the unbarring of her prison doors, 
everj?*look siK»ke> ** If ye love me, ye will rejoice.* 
Tuesday, however, she revived a little: Wednesday, 
wonderfully better ; said she had great rest in her soul, 
asked me to read parts of tite BuHol Service, which die 
enjoyed much ; said, ** * This is my beloved Son^ in 
whom I am well pleased;*—^! that is the sinner’s 
hope, beloved in Christ* ^ Good bye. God bless 
you, love,” were the last words I heard from this be- 
loved friend. The ftext sounds I hear from her— oh, 
how glorious ! Then, we shall both he blessed indeed ! 
After a quiet night, her longing soul entered into the 
joy of her Lord this morning without a sigh.. Sorrow 

* The much-loved nurse referred to in a former letter. 
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and sigiiing ahall be heflf4 so more by her ; the last 
tear is wiped away ; the neter-ending hallelujah is be«^ 
g^' Ah, angels 1 it is yotn* turn now to r6j<^ ; ye 
have borne away a jewel from thk wilderness, and 
ydaced it in Jehovah’s crown* Blessed ' Saviour, it is 
'^bdne to rejoice, to see the travail of thy soul and to lie 
satisfied. Holy Father I it is thine to rejoice, to rest 
in thy love and r^ice over her vrith joy and (dngiiig. 
Ransomed sinner, it is thine to rejoice, to rest in 
the bosom of thy Beloved, and drink rivers of |d(!a. 
sures for evermore ! and shall it be ours to mourn ? 
forbid it, Lord, forbid tlie selfish sorrow. Oh» ]iel[i us 
to praise ^ee ! help us to love thee, whilst we behold a 
weary pilgriin entering that mansion of rest, which her 
soul desired. O make it aiic^ther tic to keep our afFec*> 
lions in heaven, another veil drawm over the allure*, 
ments of this world I She will be biurled, God willing, 
on Wednesday, my bu'th«day. You were a ineflns of 
breaking a strong link for me on that day last year* 
My God will loose another tins year ; how tenderly he 
deals with me, how solicitoisly he allures my love ! ah, 
Lord, what is there in my wretched heart worth thy 
love, worth thy regard ! Beeau«e he has set bis love 
upon me, therefore, with everlasting kindness, he draws 
me to himself. 1 wunt myself, 1 want every one wfio 
knows our precious Saviour, to trust him more; wdfi, 
wxdl does he deserve our most unlimitod trust. 1 have 
found him so faithful, so tender, so con^ntly remem- 
bcriiig whereof I me made, so exactly weighing every- 
mountam of difileulty in scales ; whiat could have been . 
4^ne more that he hath not done fc^ me ? wb^ii, when 
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shall I learu tu friist him aa I ought ? he Is mdeed a 
tried stone ; the nH>re we lean on hina, the more we 
shall find his power and willingness to support u& We 
break our earthly props by leimliig too much on them. 
Thus* when he has taught you that in him all fulness 
dwells, that he can be better to you tlian ten thousand 
earthly friends ; when he bits made a heart, too much, 
perhaps, cleaving to the dust, more his own ; when the 
good Physician hiis sufficiently lowered you, and made 
YOU like a weaned child, he will give you your heart’s 
desire, and restore y«>u your loved friends, when your 
friends will not rob you of your simple leaning on 
himself. Do you not think that It is thus ? , Do you 
not think that it is in ver^ faitf^uhme the Lord has 
caused you thb afilictiour It shall accomplish that 
whereonto he has sent it. But oh how he waits, how 
he loi^ to be gracious 1 he delighieth in mercy ! . . . . 
My health is quite restored. I desire to go^ and to 
be, where 1 can si^end it most entirely fur the Lord. 
As yet a door is opened here, a great door and eflPec- 

tual, and of course there are many adversaries. 

Blessed he God, 1 have not a care, except it he the 
fear of ever liarhouring one, and thus, hetug ungrate- , 
ful to the tendcrest of friends. I am very angry 
with you, dearest, for being low, beeau^ you do not. 
experience such joy in your soul. Is it our joys, our . 
gifts, our frames, that are to save us? are you not 
as complete in Christ without them? Must we put 
a patch of our filthy rags on tibat spotless robe? 
It is ixmre difiicult to ley these good fran^ at the 
:4dif the cross, than to leave our vilest sins tht^; 
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When tb«y dim ihe sio^le eye to ^ Jesus, they are 
to be dreaded, rather than desired. Count u|> tvliai 
the Lord has done for you ; begin, if you will, 
.li«fore the foundations of the world were laid; aihd 
when you have completed the reckoning of his mercies 
and free gifts, miimiur. against him for withholding 
from yon what he. has bestowed on some. Then, 1 am 
sure, eternity would not find room for one murmur. 

LETTER IV. 

To THJE Same. 

25/4, 1818. 

1 KEXOICE that your fien has once more found its 
way to the jiaper; though I should rejoice * more, 

if it could inform me that my E a had the joy 

of her Lord for her strength, instead of the spirit 
of heaviness, to lay her open to the assaults of the 
enemy. 

** Yet am I helped on this to dwell. 

My Jesus doetli all things weH." ^ 

I endeavour to believe there is a needs-b6 for this 
heaviness, though, as you value the, , glory of God, I 
charge you struggle aud fight against it. I thinlc I 
h^e. found something fascinuiing in that state ; does 
sound straoge? perhaps you have never felt it. 
But I have had moments when I could almost have 
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llke4 to take up tke character of the niouriier -m 
gomethiog easier; something which excused me fMu 
eucouutering the heat of the battle, screened me from 
many a cross, and excused me from many a duty. 
How would Satan have triumphed^ bad not bounds, 
been set to these his frightful inroads on my soul ; how 
would niy God have been dislionoured, and many of 
his children stumbled ! Praised be his name ! when the 
enemy has thus come in like a flood, his Spirit has lifted 
up a standard against him. May he do the same for 
you, for sui'oly I may say of yom^ discouraging doubts 

and fears, an enemy hath done this 

1 have great reason to be^thuukfu! for this dispensation, 
painful as I hare found it. It has kept me, I trust, 
from being exalU«d above measure, j with the gifts 
and talents committed to me ; it has kept me clingfing . 
and hanging upon my Hock and my Strengtli ; it has 
weaned me from a vineyard, where too rich a present 
crop ihight have ensnared my lieart ; it has reminded 
me of what I too often forget, that I am but an earthen 
vessel ; and 1 hope, through grace, to be enabled 
to glory ill my infirmities, so that the power of Christ 
may rest upon me. 
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LETTER V* 

To rm Sams* 

Oct. 12M, 1«18. 

SiNCR you cannot h&ve me, 1 must puur out a little of 
my heart to you on paper, as often as I think I may, 
and hold some little communion wiUi you durlnj^ our 
short journey. When we get to the end we shall 
have time enough, yea, eternity enough, to .s]K*ak of 
the Lord’s dealings of Ioto towards our souls ; to 
admire every step of the wa^, even the steps \vv took 
in separate paths ; aud, blessed thought, in our eter* 
iiity of comnmuloti, we shall not find one moment 
to fritter away in idle vain words ; not one, incli- 
nation of heart to turn aside from the alone worthy 
theme ; no faltering tongue, no langtdd soul ! Oh, 
might we anticipate such a meeting at the expi- 
ration of a thousand years, with all that was trying 
and dark included in those thousand years; if we 
were correct accountants, we should not reckon them 
worthy to be com|mred with this eternity of bliss. 
But surely in the little, little sp^k which now lies 
between-* .a speck wliose every elewd is so gilded, and 
whu^ is so irradiated by the shadow of that gloriotis 
union m are |||on to enjoy, our hearts might fiasrget that 
we had any thing to do Imt to rejoice ;\iuigel8 might 
wonder: where we could find cause £x^ heavuii|ess* What 
do yon' mean, when yoti say yon shaB not 'see me ? 
Supposing your vilest *ifister should dbtidi a higher 
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plaoe, (what an Idea!) will there he a schism in the 
glorified body ? will there he disunion between the 
stones of that lovely temple? trtll not all the temple 
rejoice together ? Shall the foot be insensible of the 
glory and joy of the head ? and will the heml say 
to the foot, I have no need of thee ? shall the meanest 
saitii SCO the Kmg%\n his beauty, and hold com- 
niunioii with him, and shidl a taint he bright 
f<»r him to gate upon, too high for him to hold con- 
verse Aviih ? Next to the closest unir»n with Jesus, I 
kiioiv not fl joy of heaven on which to dwell with much 
greater ihdighl, than the close union of members. 

Again and again, 1 am driven to say, “ O 

Lord, I know not whut to do, hut miue eyes are unto 
thee*” Blessed be (jod, let me contemplate what trials 
or circumstaTices I will, nothing seems to hati' any 
thing distressing or alarming in it, excepting what 
has the least appearance of or a likelihood of 
grieving my Lord ; and I think 1 may say, no plan 
of earthly comfort or enjoyment appears desirable, if 
deprived of the light of Goefs counteiuince. I" can 
and do say, (though 1 confess luy old heart would 
often unsay it,) do with me w'hat thou wilt, so as thou 
wilt make me more one With thyself, more conformed . 

to thy image, more formed for, thy glory I eaa 

only testify that mercy and love have been stamps on 
every momeni; of the last half year. I believe I am . 
very delicate in. body ; . I know not what it is ; perhaps 
it may be sj^tual languor only \ but you would hardly 
imagine how une^^tial I to every thing at thna^ 
how sweet the clods of the valley would be to me. 1 



hope 1 4q stru|^gle against it ; I Hope it is not sinful ; 
^heh I tell my Lord of it, he seems to say, u4th tender 
compwion, that he knoweth, 'whereof 1 am made, and 
remembereUi that I am hut dust ; that there is a needs 
be for it, and that he orders it thus, that the glory of 
his power may be more displayed. Praised be his 
name, the seal of the Spirit, the* earnest of my future 
inheritwce, has not been veiled from mine eyes; though 
faint, I have been enabled still to pursue ; my Captain 
has not left me behind, but still honours me with a 
place in his regiment, puts his sword sometimes into 
my hand, nerves my weak arm, covers my head in the 
battle, and gives me to put my feet upon tlie hcail of 
some mighty kings. Oh, let my tongue cleave to the 
roof of my mouth, when it can no longer protdaitii, 
** Jesus doeth all things weU;” 


LETTERS TO C.M P., HER NIECE AND 
GOD-DAUGHTEH. 


LETTER 1. 

C »i,lfflrcA27r/i, 1837. 

■ .* 

How very kind of you io spend one thought npmii 
poor me! still more so,, imuiy stitches. Your dear 
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purse will be with me a purse to be much remem# 
bered ; not only for the loved giver’s sake, but for the 
day of clouds and gloominess in which it came to 
me. My mourning ey^ could see nothing In it but a 
mourning purse, or rather, 1 should say, the blending 
of the earthly and the heavenly colours, one so dark, 
and the other so cheerily blue; I could almost have 
thought you had dipped your silks iuto my very heart. 
But soon, very soon, shades and shadows will dee 
away. Here it is well, it is needful, that a deep 
shade should be placed beside each brilliant colour; 
God, who yaiinot err, liath set one over against the 
other — the weak eyes of our weak hearts need it ; 
there, at home, with untiring gase, and unendangered 
heart, we shall gaze on him who is the conceittration 
of all that 18 brilliant, all that is lovely, and need nf) 
shade for ever. You will smile at my weakness, 

dearest C , and if ever a very bright day should 

dawn upon me in the wilderness, I shall perhaps smile, 
I think, that even your very pretty* purse called forth 
so many tears ; but such a heavy cloud seems to hang 
over this once extremely brilliant spot, that every 
thing appears to me in a new light.. But I would hope 
and pray that it may be tlmt light in which I may take 
a more sober view of things that are seen, and things 
that are not seen. I have already discovered many 
mistakes which 1 have made when dazzled with sun- 
shine, and can read more legibly engraven on every 
object, One thing , is needful.** Still, my gentle 
Teacher is most patient; I can feel how he feels for 
me, and ; makes me willing to learn, though in the 
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midst of tears, and I am sore tbat he is not teaching 
me one useless lesson. May you love him in every 
comer of your heart, and every drop of your blood, 
and be able to sum up your ever}' desire for yourself 
and your beloved ones in, Father, glorify thy nume.” 


LETTER 11. 

To THE Same. 

1837. 

Truly do I thank you, my beloved child, for all 
your tender love and the many stitches you bestow 
njion me; and much do I value your presents. I 
think I was much more unhappy when your former 
one arrived ; it was a useful harbinger, and many were 
the tears I shed over it. Now 1 can look at my black 
bag with smiles; it is w'cll for ever with one I so 
dearly loved, and from whom I had scarcely known a 
separation from earliest childhood; and never did I 
feel less separated from her tlian tjow\ 1 seem to have- 
the privilege of doing her work, while she for ever 
rests; 1 w''ould not have her buck to poor Martha’s 
kitchen world for any thing; I seem to hear her call, 
to me from her sweet resting-(dace, *'One thiagvk. 
needful;” and this golden tjiread guides lhroiu|^ 
all the intricacies of my new and solemn dtcdM. And . 
do you think you could bear to come here^ and findb 
her gone? .... 
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LETTER III. 

To THE Sams. 

C «, Ma%j 20th, 1837- 

My dearest C— , I must thauk you for writing such 
an interesting note to me. I love to know what is 
going on in your precious soul, for I believe it is the 
work of the hands of a cunning workman; and that 
which he secretly fashions in the lowest parts of the> 
earth, shall bo brought forth to the jmiise and glory 
of the wondrous Potter, and sliail display to admiring 
worlds tlie manifold wisdom of God. You speak of 
your earnest desire, my child, to bring forth fruit, and 
your disappointment that you do not find the fruit you 
desire. Do you quarrel with the lovely bursting buds, 
because they are not fruit? Are they not fruit in 
embryo? Do they not tell of life in the tree, and 
of fruit in due season? Nor is it only what man 
sees, admires, and tastes, that is fruit. Some of the 
most choice and precious are laid up for the owner 
of the garden, and are seen and prized by him only. 

liOt my Beloved come into his garden, and eat his 
deaaaiit fruits " If you are learning to put no con- 
idence ui the flesh — ^to abhor yourself — ^to become a 
'odli--4o wxs^ vanity on all creature good, these are 
>ot oertaUy ehowy aoeoiaplishments, but they are 
-bsolutely requinte in the education of all w'ho are t(» 
a pert in the. last grand chorus, Worthy is the 

B 2 



JLamW* &c. May you aad 1 be getting into better 
tune for that blessed song, and fnay a change of world 
be no change' of the key-note with lUt . • . . ^ 


LETTER IV. 

To TBE Same. 

Det. % 1837. 

1 DO not like to let a day pass, my beloved child, with- 
out thanking you for your satisfactory note. 1 liat^e 
been so long accustomed to watch over every symptcmi 
of spiritual diseases in others, especially in the young, 
and to ri^prove, rebuke, and exhort with all authi»rity, 
3)at I fear 1 was too profuse in my scoldings of you ; 
yet I do not repent that you are made sorry, seeing 
that it was, 1 trust, after a godly .sort, and you kindly 
give me credit for acting only from “ anxiety for your 
, :.best interests.*' 1 could not, nay, I would not disguise 
from you, that 1 saw much in you that pained me, 
ifkasmucb as it led me to fear that you had, hot received 
that first precious gift which manifests, 1 have called 
thee by thy name, thou art mine," I mean, the gift of a 
contrite a broken ' spirit. Oh, my child, rest not short 
of thati as yim dread resting short of jbeavou at last ; 
and, l am sure 1 may add, of any heaven hen. All 
stiibbormevh which is idolatry^ all pride of opinion, of 
intellect, &c. &c., micsf come down, in judgment or in 
mercy. We have this morning finished Judges, am 
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have been much etruck by ike repeated disclosure of 
the secret of aU lsrael*s sin and misery, Every man 
did that which was right in his own eyes.** This is 
exactly what oh) nature likes, and what new nature 
puts a cross o|x>u at every turn. “ Even Christ plcase<l 
not himself." If I am spared to see you again, my 
child, may I see more of this mind in you, and very, 
very much more in my own most wanting self. 1 have 
long thought little or nothing, or worse than nothing, 
of religious talk and sentimental correspondence; I 
am too old to be caught by tinkling cymbals ; let me 
eat the fruit, and I will tell the tree what it is, witliout 
its saying one word to me« 


LETTER V. 
To THE Same. 


Jan, 1 838. 

.... 1 HAVfi a particular dislike to birth-day letters, 
and find ray .qpirit particularly straitened when I would 
write one ; but I will give you seven w'ords to think 
upon at odd times, in this fresh stage of your little 
pil^image. They have been the means with me of 
running ^through a troops leaping over a wall, dis- 
persing mists, pointing iHit the way, stilling the raging 
of the sea, turning hurry iuto composure, anxiety into 
calm, uncertainty into assurance, perplexity into bold** 
ness, md littleness into dignity. ** Study to 'wkim: 
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TUYSELY ti^piprovtd unto Gob.** The Lord breathe 
them powerinlly into your very soul, my child, and you 
afaali walk as a child of the Most High, and your peace 
shall flow in as a river. Oh that it were indeed XT 
STUDY, my only study in every study, my simple aim 
in EYBBY thing ! The little I have been enabled to 
try of it is so extremely sweet, and soothing, and 
elevating, and invigorating ; and all that is spent to 
any other end is so greatly misspent. It will do for a 
spur, a bit, a bridle, a pillow, or a feast. 

The Lord open to you his good treasure, my loved 
child. 


LETTER VI. 

To THE Same. 

1838. 

Ip my mind could forget you, ray body could not, for 
you are an every hour comfort to it ; and when I pot 
on my warm, soft shoes, I frequently pray that your 
dear feet may be shod with iron and brass, and that 
from no earthly manufactory, and jfrom no human 
hands. Your Guide knew well the way, when he pre- 
pared such shoes for you; and he noieaiit you to expect 
something rather rough: but did you n6t hear him 
say, Fear not, .thou worm?" He is no tnoeker ; the 
shoes tell you this ; then Ifesitate not to trhst him when 
he speaks comfortably. But *<am I bis?" My child, ! 
cannot answer that; we>.need very 'clear wbAa iroik' 
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the Shepherd's own hubdi he marks particolarly the 
ear and the foot of his sheep* (Lev. viiL 2.% 24.) 
Examine thjself. Be not satisfied with slight marks ; 
they will not be visible when pain and sickness dim the 
eye, and another cannot see for you. Then, be dfi/i* 
gmt to moke your calling and election sure. 


LETTER VII. 

To THE Same. 

January 

I jb'oR(i<»T that your birth-day letter ought to go 
to-morrow, and was intending to wait. .... \ow 
it is very late, and 1 am more than usually tired. 
But it has just occurred to me, how you will need 
every little tliiuible-fuil of comfort on your birtli-diiy, 
this first time of missing that lovely golden t'essel. 
Oh, how too, too well 1 can sympathuse with youl 
Earnestly would 1 pray that you may more, than 
ever realize our God te lie the God of Aix coiniVirt ; 
that ail the vessels of the sanctuary are hung upon 
him ; and that if he has placed your choicest one in 
his pavilion, there is no restraint with hun : he can 
give you a refreshing draught, even firom the jaw-bone 
of an ass. There is but one thing, ray child, that can 
rob you indeed; and if the consolations of God are 
small with yeu» let that secret thing be diligently 
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searched New duties and new snares surround 
you 5 but “He givetli more grace.” May it be mul- 
tiplied unto you in this opening year; and who can 
tell what graces mercy, and peace must be, when 
inultipiKed by an infinite God ! No fear but the little 
cup must be filled to overflowing. 

1 shall endeavour to write to some one of ytmr dear 
party in a day or two. 


LETTER vnr. 

To TOE Same. 

April 1839. 

Thank you much, my beloved child, for your inte- 
resting note. We have doubtless all had oiir multitude 
of thoughts within us, for ourselves and for each otlier, 
as we have dragged through the solemn anniversaries ; 
but 1 trust we could each of us add, “ Thy comforts 
iiELiGHT my soul*” And, while we tasted the sweet- 
ness of the drops, and found our eyes lightened with 
this “little honey on the end of a rod,” (1 Sam. xiv. 
27,) have we not joyed to thiidc of our blessed ones 
drinking full draughts of the river of ms pleasures for 
evermore ? 

How your preoiotis Father is honoured in the fore- 
front of the battle ! . • « • Are your f^t idiod yet, my 
beloved child? Oh, what tender feet are nature’s! 



Mt^ingp and tripping; ivinliiiig for well^own lairris 
and flowery meads ; shrinking from every bit of road 
that woiilti make old self feel» though it be veil 
marked w'ith the footsteps of the flock-— but oh, how 
safe and happy! May this l)e your path, my love; 
and then you will go, not from weakness to weakness, 
as most ti'aveUcrs <lo, but from strength to strength. 


LETTER IX. 

To TifF. Sams. 

January 7i/h 1840. 

Yor ask me to write you a hirth-day letter, my beloved 
child, ^"hvcauBC you know I jvirticularly dislike it;* and 
it is for tliis very reason I have placed it upon the 
list *‘of things to he <b»ne.* Oh that we may know 
more uiul more how to live. Study John xii. 25. It is 
a strong, shaq) axe at the root of old self ; as fast as 
the hydra spronts, it comes with a ** not I,* not as 1 
will and then, hoarder still, *< He that hateth his life,* 
&c. -Ah, my cliild ! the ramiiications of this iwU* all 
the Hales of every hour, make up true life ; and then 
the quiet study of that precious Pattern, « Even. Oirist 
please<i|'NOT himself!* Fasten the eyes of your soul 
there, and you will almost unconsciously be transformed 
into the same imago, and get such a sip of real life, as 
will make you earnestly thirst for more. Would that 



til speaklti^ of this, I coiild say, « We speak that we 
dokxiow.’’ Alas, were I to pat tog^ethcr all the few 
fiir between minutes of this life, you would not find 
me yet one year old. How old art thou, my child? 
How my very heart yearns to hear that you live, yet 
MOT jfou .* liow is this to bo ? ** Abide in MX*” Try no 
other M’uy, though it promise ever so fair. 

** Closer and closer may wo cleave 
To Ills Itelovifd embrace, 

Expect his fuluess to receive, 

And in*ticc to answer grace.'’ 

Yes, niy child, yOu are leaving one school-room, but 
1 trust it is only that you may enter with increased 
earnestness and delight into another, where few, very 
f&w, are privileged to enter ; nor indeed can they, 
unless they become little, tiny babes ; can l>ear to l>e 
accounted fools; can feel tbaukful for a jdace in the 
lowest class, and love their Teacher's frown better than 
the world’s smiles. Happy children ! Soon shall they 
ha'vo their Teacher's smile, and their sun shall no more 
go down. 

My minutes arc few, and my occupations very 

many I have not set you an .easy todk^/ The 

Lord teach your hands to war, and yottr eveaty finger 
to fijrht. 
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LETTER X 
To THK Same. 

Januarif 5 //(, 1842 . 

You iunitsh me with the softest 

slipiiors, my loved child, and I am wishing tor yon to 
be SHOD. O how different from alipphtg oh easy shoes ! 
I want you to have shoes that will hear rough roads 
ajid thorny paths ; shoes that will staml. Yes, stand 
in the day of battle ; or which is far more.' ditilouit, in 
the slipjMiry places of ease and prosj)erity. Y<.u have 
much to overcharge your heai't now, not so much fi>r 
yourself as for others. " Take heed lest at ANY time 
your h(>art be overehai^ged, and so that day cc»mc upon 
you unawares.’* 

I have twig upon twig, hut 1 cannot coll it of a 
roc/, unless it is of Aaron’s rod ; in his precious hand 
it looks lovely. 


LBTTEKS TO C. H. R., 

HSB NBTHEW AND G01>s(>^. 


LETTER 1. 

C a, SepL 21, 1835. 

My PSARBST C , How truly thankful I am that 

you Iwve at length been able to broak silence, and to 

e4 
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tell me plainly somethm^ of your past and present 
state of mind. 1 rejoice in ii> not so imtdli for tlic 
unspeakable comfort it has brought to my heart, but 
from the assurance of the comfort it will give to yours. 
One of Satan's strongest holds is a dumb spirit, both 
as it regards God and man; it is the ofrs{>ring of 
pride, and often seeks and fmils harbour under the 
borrowed name and garments of hnmility. May our 
fiear Lord banish this dnmb dovil from our souls, 
eimhliug us to povr out our whole heart before him, 
and to experience fully Psalm xxxii. $ ; and may it be 
our one object, through our little inch of time, our 
begun heaven, to tell how great things Jesiis hath 
done for us, seeing that our most losing Father de- 
lights to hear his little ones lisping to one another, 
and will not let a word that he puts into their hearts, 
and draws from their lips, fall to the ground. Mul. iii. 
16, 17. 

Pleasant and lovely have you and dearest K— ever 
been towards me, and often have I thought your love 
to me was wonderful ; but, of course, the more abmi- 
dantly I loved you in return, the more intense was my 
anxiety to be fully assured that Christ was formed in 
your hearts the hope of glory. I have sown many and 
bitter tears, but had they been ten thousand times so 
many, I think I should remember no more the anguish, 
for joy that those so dear to me are at , length mani- 
festly bom of Gh>d. You will still say that 1 am ton 
sanguine ; but I am not quite ignorant of the devices 
of Satan, and I know that he is particularly fond of 
an “ if i” nay, more, of ** 1 have no hope.” It has 
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that the temptations of onr adorable 
JeeoSt from which he so truly suffered^* were ushered 
in with an If tlion be the Son of God " Othe im- 
pudence of the father of lies! O the many arrows 
that he has pointed with an ** if but do you think 
he ever troubles his own children with one? I trow 
not. . ^ . 1 lore you too well willingly to mislead 
you with false hopeSi but my dear Master always 
charges me so not to despise the day of small tilings, 
that I know T should grieve him if I said any thing to 
discourage you. Look at the smoking Aax, how dis- 
agreeable to eyes and nose ; man would turn away from 
it ; but there is a spark from the altar of God, and one 
like unto the Son of God is stooping with inexpressible 
timderness over the despised flax; and see, he every 
now and then fans it with his own breath-— the breath 
of love: he screens it from every rude gale of the 
wilderness, which would fain extinguish it ; he shelters 
it from the many Waters that would drown it; and, 
by aii'l bye, the flame bursts forth, giving light and 
heat to all around. And shall not that which is so 
precious to my God be precious to me? . It 
appears a very peculiar mercy that the season of con- 
firmation is appointed as a means, 1 dq believe with 
many, of bringing the soul to a point; and where a 
soul has been wavering, I doubt not it is a time when 
the Lord confirms ^at,soal. O how gloriously is the 
prey then taken from the mighty, and the pour captive 
delivered ; then is the astonished soul enabled . to 
know and believe the love that God hath to it.** 
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The^ H iivs secret of heart-warmiiq|'---4iot fircnn the 
]K)or litde sparkft of ;yottr owu klndling-^no, nor own 
of Godk kindling within }ou; for even ibe^e are 
scarcely to be found in the most loving hearts in M>tne 
hours of darkness ; hut from just Indieviiig the lo^e 
that God hath towards us ; and you cannot please him 
better than by the fullest assuraiiei» of it, for he 
** taketh p]eastu*e in those that ^ojw tn hn tw rn/ ; * 
and while you gise him credit for ^^rcstintr ni Ins 
lovot’^ you will find your own love grow so excmlingl}, 
that you will ha\e no room to question whether yon 
love hhn or not. Rememher^ when you see Gt>d as u 
hard master, it ia a god of Satan’s dn^ssing up* Do 
but just see what he has heeii to you from your youth 
up. From your infauc), indeed I may say, before 
you Imd your being, yon were the cliildreii of many 
prayers; so tenderly watched over in mind, h^als, and 
estate, e\ery step of your little pilgrimage; and now 
with the mercy of mendoft of being taught to find the 
plague of your owti heart, your own sickness, and your 
own sore. You may well take up the argument of 
Manoah’s wife, ami say, ** If the iJord had Imhjii pleased 
to kill us, he would not have showed uh all these things, 
iior would he at this tinu* have told us such things as 
these/* No, if ever he says, ^ I wound,” he will add, 
** and I heal /* if ever he strips off the fiHhy garments, 
it is to clothe with change of rclmeiii, and to put a fisir 
mitre upou the head* 

Now unto him who is able to keep you 

fh>na falling, aud to present you favlUm befim the 
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presence of ,lik with exceeding joj; to hun 

do I moit eomestly commend you» fully aetured that 
he is willing^ aa he is ah1e> to keep that which 1 
have committiki unto him. 


LETTER II. 

To TB£ Same. 

C », ^y>«7 1836. 

.... Tilts new moon seems to have brought in 
delicious weather. D— (the gardener) is intensely 
bua^ I how amused you would have been to hear him 
go on yesterday over ^ a worm at the root.^ .... He 
liogan routing up a sicklydookiug tulip ; I was fur his 
giving over ; but for certain thcTo’s aomeihhtg here :** 
at length nut finding any thing around he pulled oil* 
a hit of the brown shed! outside the bulb* and still 
seeit^ nothing, os he pushed it about in his hand, he 
said, If we had but a imcroscro]>e, I lay we* should 
soi* a many he had scarcely said it, when a piece 
which 1 had taken ior a fibre began to. move, and 
we discovered that it was a living wire worm not 
thieker than a Imir. WeU, ^ I said, this is a 
less^tn indeedl What a si^e hat unseen enemy may 
he at the soot; what need to have our hearts tho- 
roughly searched 'throughj" &e. Aye, but wo*«e. a 
bet^tdiaiiee, as one may say, than these pcKtf '^ingsi^ 
for th«]r can’t hdp themselves like. . If the Worn comi^ 



thej miiuii But 1 think wc are petty much like 
theflSi for our help stands iu our head Gardener and 
HuBhandmuhu who sees dangers and enemi.es that we 
have ho idea of, and no power against^. Now with all 
,, your care you can^t see all the worms, but tliere is not 

one of our enemies hid from the Lord’s sight 

*As to I should say, unless there is something de- 

cidedly favourable, the acquaintance had far better be 
> dropped than kept up. The mixed multitude from 
1%yp were they who always led the Israelites into sin, 
and the sooner they are shaken off the happier and 
safer ri is for Isra^. We may think to do them good, 
and win them over, but our God, who sees the end from 
the beginning, has so dearly and solemiily pointed out 
our path of duty and safety on this bead, that when,\v{> 
step out of it we do it at our peril, and return stripped 
and wounded to the camp of Israel. Few truths can be 
more plainly set forth in Serlpturc than this, and almost 
every pilgrim has set up sonic beacon to warn tliose 
who come after ; though, das with too many, they will 
only leam by bitter experience. 


. LETTER III. 

To THiB Same. 

’* ( 7 - -— ■ », 1 836 . 

, ; . . . I MAmm ieel willing to talk hpon paper to yoa> 
seems so sti# and cold ; yet, lest you s}ioul4 suspeSst- 
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my heart of being colfU I fain w<mld malce. paper testify 
again how warmly 1 love yoit»,4and how earnestly 1 
desire that grace, mercy, and peace may be madtipUed 
unto you; then yon will be rich and happy indeed, 
and whatever your added days may bring in the nt'ay 
of providence, they must hmng added blessings in the 
way of grace. In the way wherein you are to walk 
the enemy will be sure to lay plenty of snares for your 
fWt ; but greater is he that is in you; he shall majke 
your feet like Jiiiids’ feet— ^able to tread safely bfer 
crags and precipices, yea, to leap over every difficulty^ 
till you stand at last in an even place.” 

LETTEU IV. 

To THE SasIE. 

c fi, 1836. 

I TnouuHT I would not indulge myself by writh^. 
to you this time, ray dearest C— we seem to have 
written so often ; yet my heart bleats for a word with 
you, if that word is only. « Jesus.” Don^ you love, to 
think of him as the hefy child Jesus,” one just as old 
as you ore now, knowing the thoughts, andfeelings, and 
temptations of youth in all pointy and yet immaculate ; 
and now reckoning all that spotlessness oi lus youth to 
your aceouht, so that he can always say of you, 
have hid yourself in him, « Tbim aH 
^there is no sjtot in thee,” O it is suckbiya^brea]^^ 
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lo?e ! Look for love in your own heart ! O we get 
frozen jwhile we arc seeking this spark in these frozen 
; but look at what he tdls you is in his heart 
. towards youf and» vrhile you are musing) the fire will 
Idndle in your own aouh and) or ever you are aware, it 
will make you like the chariots of Aiuminadib) a willing 
one in the day of hilt power. 


LETTER V. 

To THE Same. 

C~^n, Auffust ]S31. 

I WAS counting upon a little bit of this wet afternoon 
to write to you, when your welcome letter arrivedi and 
much dp I thank you for it ; for it has qateted'the little 
anxious inquiry which was peeping out at a comer of my 
heart, " Lovest thou me?*’. . O what anguish does that 
queitioil \Stir, and yet how often do wc, as it were, 
force it from our tenderest Friend ; and if we dare to 
answer it in the affirmative, compel him to add, ** Is 
this thy kindness to thy Friend ? so little real delight 
in my ctunpany ? So communicative with others, so shy 
.and dumb with UM? so retmttive of every kind ex* 
prasion from others, so forgetful of mine ? so eloquent 
and warm in praise of othl^ so dumb aiid cold in my 
' prake P What must his love be to bum so brightly 
and so steadily intte mlds| of so many waters I 
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LETTER TO THE REV. T. JONES. 


C-i— ^ Dec, 11, 1838. 

It has not been 'without mnch and tender sympathy, 
my beloved pastor, that I have heard of your. sufFer- 
iiigs, and gfreatly do I rejoice to hear of any mitigation 
of them. Some of your liardest days* 'work, I take it, 
my dear shepherd, ore experienced now ; to stand in 
health and strength in a pulpit, cheered 'with the glow 
of adectiou and of spiritual apjietite in the many dear 
faces around you, and to proclaim, with all the elo- 
quence of a heart babbling up with a good matter, 

“ the things touching the king,’’ especially his love in 
correcting and chastening^ — this is erne thing. To be 
brought into the solitude of a sick chamber, shut out 
from creature excitement; the very avenues to eaorthly 
enjoyments for a time 'sealed op; the grasshopper a 
Ipirden, and all beneath the son miserable comforters ; 
here to sit still and UNow that he is God — an all- 
sudiciejit Portion — ^the same God who once so lighted 
up aU creation and girded ^em with gladness— tlUa is 
another thing. This, my much-loved friend, you would 
tell me, is a far harder day’s work than tlmee full sei^ 
vices on some of yoor foivner happy Sabbaths. 
is satisfactory work, majnnarii as it has more clearly :^ . , 
; impress of the finger of God upon it Satan is abelbjii* 
ape at active than at passive service; a Judas may {Muh 
and be veiy busy, but a Judas never sat down stripped 
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of all created good and said, It is the Lord, let him 
do as it seemeth him good.** Wlicn our natural powers 
iaily than does our Precious Prophet put his eyes upon 
our eye% his mouth upon our mouth, his hands upon 
our hands, and make us understand a little what we 
mean, when we say ** I lire — ^yet nai I, but Christ 
: liTeth in me." Oh blessed weakness that makes room 
' for such strength ! blessed blindness that makes use of 
such eyes ! blessed helplessness that gets such hands to 
war for us, and such hngers to fight our battles ! Nor 
have you ceased to preach, my beloved pastor; your 
very sufferings preach — ^yca, 1 think they have sounded 
louder in iny heart than your dear voice did. When 
Mrs. C. R declared that “ our good old gentle- 

man had broken the drum of her ear," 1 think you 
would have replied to her as Tlicophilus Jones did to a 
lady who made a similar complaint, << I assure you 1 
aimed at the hearty and am sorry to find I only hit the 
headr 

We have some rich feasts under dear Mr. — — now ; 
he told us the other evening, when lecturing in the 
school-room, not to think tliat the age of miracles w'^s 
gone by ; Behold," said he, ** the dead sinner called out 

of the grave of corruption ; behold the traveller to hell 
arrested in his course ; every desire of his soul turned 
exactly the contrary way, forsaking the companions 
whom he loved, and seeking the company of those whom 
he formerly hated and despised; behold the man’s 
whole soul cleaving to the God with whom, a short time . 
since, he was in bitter enmity; a»d will you tell me 
that miracles have ceased ? I say, cMdKhjg acorpse out 
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of a grave is nothinj^ to this ” Ah ! and well might we 
sfiy so, as we gased uj^on and listened to this very man 
standing in his little desk of bare wood, withont^^y gown 
or form, but anointed with the Holy Ghost and with 
power, earnestly contending for the faith which such a 
sliort time since he as earnestly endeaTonred to destroy. 
Who can say the many miracles whidh |iave been fer- 
fornied in this one case ! 

We are expecting our two college lads week, and 
our tw'o schoolboys next, and then our dear nine will, 
if God permit, be round our table again, all olive 
l>ranchcs-:-some manifesting sap in them. Dear little 
Samuel is very small, but very cheerful, and, for a 
teething baby, in gr>od health and spirits. Your plaj^« 
mate is as full of fun as ever. When she bid her papa 
goi>d night last night, he said, ** My dear child, W’hen 
DO you ever kettp istil] ? I should Aard/y^Uuak you do 
even in bed.” ** Oh dear no, papa ; Miss S— : — often 
has to HOLD me in there, or 1 should be out.” 

How I luive filled my ps^r, bqt not emptied my 
heart. Oh, how I long to sec and hear you. Your own 
very loving, grateful 
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LETTERS TO MRS. J. F. C. 

LETTER I. 

-IM, lt#2th 

A LITTLE bit from oiie under much the same dispen- 
sation as yourself, my loved sister, may be acecptublo 
to you, and therefore I will make an effort, to push 
the pen along the paper. We are both laid by, at a 
season when we expected to be very busy, and when 
my vain heart fancied I could be of some use to Omni- 
potence. And now ho has put his silly child to bcnl, 
and bid her lie quite still; but truly it is only to 
manifest more of his tenderness and faithfulness, to 
show how soft his gentle hand can make a hard bed ; 
how be can be the health of the countenance, in the 
midst of disease and languor. J3iit now', my naughty 
sister, don’t you begin to say, “ Oh that it were so 
with me!” 1 have no particular raptures, no frames, 
no feelings to tell you of, only increasing helplessness 
and emptiness, and frequent utter inability to pray or 
praise. Wherefore ? To make me live upon in sick« 
ness, what I could talk of in health, the finished work 
of my Jesus ; mine, because just suited to me, and 
just glorified in such a vile, empty nothing as I am ; 
your Jesus, my beloved Choline, assuredly yours; 
for never man, nor devil, taught you what you know of 
yourself; never an unrex^yred heml eotdd' say, what 
you can iwiy, « Just the Saviour I need,* 



383 


Well, if you can never here say, Me is mine,** 
there arc many who can joyfully say it for you, and 
who well know that ** more happy, though tioi more 
secure, are the glorified spirits in heaven.** I have 
been enjoying with an eye to you this morning, Lord, 
she whom thoit lovest is sick.** Sweet plea! and the 
strange, but often sure proof of love, so difTerent from 
what man would say and act, as manifested in the sixth 
verse ; our “ therefore** would have been all bustle to 
see and relieve ; but this is a heavy golden hinge with 
our Jesus ; a therefore*’ so weighty with tlie thoughts 
of })eace and love, that it moveth not as man nioveth. 
It is the therefore that delays health and a cure 
to you and me ; a therefore which we would not 
exchange for all the health and strength tliat could 
lie given us by any by-means. 

My head bids me leave off, and 1 fear I shall only 
have perplexed you with my scrawl, but if it tend 
to re«assure yoiur heart of my faitllful love, you will, 
I know, excuse the rest. Remember me very affection- 
ately to your dear friends. You have all overwhelmed 
us with your magnificent contributions. The Lord 
reirard you all a hundred-fold into your bosoms ! 


LETTER IL 
To TBS Saxe. 

May no, 1831. 

Thb Record has, withm tlm liurt jhalf-hour, conveyed 
to ns, intelttgence which has wrung our hearts with 



angfulsh for jrou ; In the midst of mioi^r engage- 
ments, I seem to have no heart, or head, or hands, 
but for jovii and yet, perhaps, I am indulging my own 
feelinga at the expense of yours, for letters at such 
seasons are often worrying ; yci to be assured of the 
very sincere and prayerftd sympathy of friends, we 
have found refreshing, and as drops of con8<datlon from 
the (tod of atl comfort. Be assured of cmr very deep 
sympathy with you, my beloved friends. 

.... It was with diflicuity, or rather I am afraid 1 
must say, tinwiliingness, that we were brought to 
heliave that your lovely little plant was thus early 
transplanted. Sweet child! I had often said it did 
nut look as if intended for a long sojourn in the wil- 
derness. Oh, that your very souls and Weeding hearts 
may love and praise the loving arm which has early 
gathered thc^ precious lamh ; and, while you hear him, 
in sweetest accents, saying, Suffer the little infant 
to come unto me, may you joyfully say, .Amen, even so. 
Lord 'Jesus. 

I may now indeed congratulate you; jtm are ho- 
noured parents of a joint heir with Christ; but my. 
heart seems to feel your every feeling; and to an- 
ticipate for you the Marab' return to poor dear Sprat- 
ton. Those shrubs that the sweet love appeared to 
take such interest in seeing planted. Ah ! you moved 
them to a choice spot. With care your God has now 
done the same with your pleasant plant. May you 
never look at them but to praise afresh ! 

.... I shall wai^ more than ever to see you and 
he near you ; hut it is all well. All the paths of the 
are merc^ and truth* 
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W« are all* tlbrpcigti tender merej^ 
the lait half hour 1 haiie peenltarly fidt, <<Mjr finish 
tremhleth for fear of the6> ai^d I am afraid of thj 
judgpme^^ But it la aXl lorOi can be nothing ebe| — 
oil, how vile the doubt • • • • ^ 


LETTER III. 
To Tus Sams. 


July, 1831. 

Had 1 not expected some earlier opportunity, mj be- 
loved sister, of writing to you by private means^, I 
must sooner have thanked ^ou for your very kind and 
interesting letter. It is sweet to mo to hear you sing 
of mercy and judgment, and I would &in echo every 
note ; for who should louder sing than I ? Your justly 
admired Rutherford tells roe not to throw away the 
rod as an old useless bUl, that Is only for the fiire^ kut 
rather look |t in the face seven times, and bver 
and over again the message of the Lord upc^ itj and 
truly, whan it is laid up in the temple, and weighed m 
the balance of the sanctuary — ^when the eyes of naiiore 
ore shut, and those of grace wide open— the rod muii- 
fests new beauties eve^.time 1 look at it; R blossoms, 
and buds, and yields abundant iruit; it tells of -sttch 
love, such faitbfulne^,; such tenderness, such gei^er 
ness, such firmness, such wisdo^. that the handiwork ' 
of the Father of all mercies, the cbn^mons of 
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who loved me and gav^ himself for me^ are exhibited 
in every twig of it. I wonder, I admire, I adore ; but 
a^l the abiding impression of my }>oor weak nature is, 
** My flesh trembleth for fear of thee, and I am afraid 
of thy judgments." Ah, how deeply I felt that when 1 
last wrote to you ! How every thing within my coward 
heart and conscious soul said, ** Your turn must come 
next r 13 ut oh the mercy, that I did not know from 
'one hour to anotheis nay, from one minute to another, 
whiit^^ie next would bring forth ; that the mountains 
were laid upon me by grains, as the three parts 
crushed trorm was enabled to bear them ! 

.... 1 hare kned you, my dear sister ; 1 dr> love 
you, and through rich, rich grace 1 shall love you for 
ever, and be for ever with you, and with him who 
hath taught us to love one another. Oh, the dust of 
the wilderness ! how it gets into our eyes, au<l mokes 
us so dipi'S^grbied, so blind to that near and dear home 
which lies just before us! I3ut I dare say you are 
often gazing upon it now, and following your blessed 
child from rapture to rapture, casting his soon-ob- 
tained but dearly-bought crown at: his good Shepherd's 
feet. Sweet child.! he ever appeared to me too sweet 
for earth, and only fit to be in his Saviour^s bosom ; 
and he who walks his garden to gather his lilies, 
could not overlook this early but full-blown one. 
Honoured parents! you hoped to train your loved 
ciiild for glory ; it is his to train, to draw you on. 
May the attraction i^w stronger and stronger, till 
you are ever with liim—^ot the attraction of the sweet 
flower, but of . him who made it sweet, ai^ has now 
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concentrated, it in hia own aweeineas, that perfume 
which Kills the whole heaven. 

I was rebuked hy Psalm bexiii. 25, at a time wh^ 
I was Indulging creature attraction in heavenly {daces, 
when he whom I most tenddrly loved was removefl 
th idler, and I thought I mi^it lawfully let my whole 
heart go forth in creature love to one who was where 
nothing can defile. But "whom have I in heaven 
hut thee 9** put a check upon my idolahrous heart, 
and set me a little on my gpmrd against its evils and 
its deptlis. 

.... Forgive my tired hand, my loved friend, and 
believe the warmth of heart, with which .. you are 
loved 


LETTER IV. 
To THE Same. 


Sept, 1831. 

Mt heart is so full when I think of and ail 
connected widi you, that I quite shrink from sueh 
a medium as a goose’s qi^ for giving it ventj and, 
like a child of . Eve, almost quarrel with the tender 
mercy I might enjoy, because it «is not all I seem 
to want. But truly, your quill conveyed some sweei, 
things to me, my loVed friei^ and proved a channel cf. 
refreshment to severaL I did love your dear 
very peculiarly; how foolish erf me to put in the 

. s 2 



past teftse; do 1 love him Ims^ xiow that be is per* 
feetiy lovely, alte^ether like his Lord? Oh no! hot 
I loved him 80 , as the idieerful, affectionate, sympa* 
tbizing pilgrim, aa such a ^ry lovely, and eweet lily 
among the thorns of the wildemeit; as such, 1 shall 
know hun, 1 shall enjoy him no morOr The full blown 
lily is gathered^ and is in a bosom which no thorh 
ever approacbes. Those sweet little sentences you 
so kindly sent me qidte brought him before me^ just 
the same dear happy believer, giving his beloved 
LOUD full crobt, putting off his iurmour only to put 
<in his' full court-dress. It makes the little toiling 
hark long sore for the haven, when it sees a gallant 
vessel entering in such full sail; how soon united to 
his beloved grandchild, now vicing with each other, 
which shall praise loudest! 


LETTER V. 

To THE Same. 

'f. 

June 12M, 1832; 

You «Kcuse me, but 1 do not excuse myself; there 
ought imt to have been any apparent decline of interest 

in dear S frteiidi^ therefore, in i^leettng to write 

sooner, I nc^ected a plain duty, and had I consulted 
niy iufidlihle Counselor, I should have found space for 
this, even though it were at the expense of some fresh 
duty which had occupied its place. Oh, my dear 



fellow-ldbonrer, do you often find « peqdezil^ hi . 
^ fitting^ in of dntiei ? I spoil much woric, and torn 
right into wrougf hy potting it in its nmng place. I 
lunre known some importunate avocations endeayour, 
wHh a wry, innocent face and plausibldftongue, to push 
mto the inch of time set apart for prayer or seardun/if 
the Scriptures, aye, and to my shame Md loss, 1 must 
confess, I haye known them simceed and make a show 
of much done when it has been at the cost of the 
best things left undone. I do marvel at the patience 
which bears wi^ such a servant and with such ser- 
vices. The stifled voice of duty would scarcely now, 

I fear, have been heard in my hnsy bustle^ had net 
a neglected cold at length forced me into my room 
and seated me at my desk ; and now my poor body is 
almost crying out for bed, and grumbling at the fa* 
tigue of pushing a pen from one side of the sheet to 
the other. * 

.... Excuse the stupid production of a very heavy 
head. The desire of a man is his kindness, and it was 
my desire to write you a nice long letter, but it is not 

in me Open your mouths wide for your Bible 

Meetings and. the^ shall be filled^ Psalm exvi. If 
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LETTEE VL 
To TBS Sams* 

MareA 7tJk, 1833. 

It seem a long tim since I talked with you» my loved 
sister, thougb few days pass without our talking of 

;you You have long most kindly and affectionately 

sympathijEed with us in our joys and sorrows, and 
when I thought you were not sympathising with us, 
from Bot knowing our circumstances* I have felt ns if 
my body were ndaimed, and I wanted some important 

members to minister to me Surely we are now 

come to another place in our pilgrimage for tilling 
gold. Our bdoved M— , whom we hud Imped to 
see this spring . in renewed healthy is-— wliat must 1 
say? 'Oh ! she is leaning on the bosom of Jesus ; but 

whether on earth or in heaven, I know not 

Her husband says she takeis every opportunity of 
sweetly and calmly trying to persuade him to be will* 
ing to let her ffw away and be at rest, and she added 
a few lines in this stralny at the ^UoA of one of his 
letters, to our dear moUier. She. spoke ajbo of the 
stability ^ight of 'Me rec% in the midst of Jordan's 

rolUng .ati!!eifMn, in a atrab which o^ht ^tp have turned 
» our very groans into loudest praises. ^ 

Sho^, however, as has been her stay at D^*-*-^* it 
has not been mateordike ; but as a feitfaiy star, she 
has been the honoured lustrum^ of guiding many a 
one to the hiearnate God ; and, 1 helievei should she be 
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ta)K6n> «he will «8 it were, stand over the j^lace; 
l^pSntmg to ium. • • • * 

Bat now lei me sing of fnercy, as well as of 'jadg> 
meat, and now I' enter upon an eternal song, and in 
vain seek for a beginning or an end. Our God hail, 
indeed, purposes of love £c»r many precious souls, when 
the coiuniand came to us in our S— 'nest, Turn 
you, and take your journey, and go to the Mount of 
the Aniorites. .... Behold, I have sei the land before 
you: eertaiuly I will be with you.” We beard a little 
of the blessed message, and but little, for tlie bieatings 
and loa’ings of nature : we did cxjiect a blissing, but 
we have had such an abundant one poured out that we 
had not room enough, in our utmost expectations, to 

receive it, and have stood overwhelmed But the 

north wind must blow upon the garden, us well as ^ 
the south; the proud blossonks must be checked, and 
the doubtful ones taken oiF; the search will soon be 
made, Who can stand before his cold P* 

.... 1 am still much of an. invalid, and taught, to 
make much of the blessed privilege of aa bourns htbotii* 
in die vineyard; but I have not yet learned to be 
cheerfully rei^y to be laid by, so I nhist export to 
be over this very diffietdt lesson some -time yet. 

.... Distribute my true love to any to whom I may 
not be able, to write it, and accept much yoarse^Ves. 
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LETTER VII. 

To TBS Sams. 

January 1834* 

. . « . Yob will lukve eondnded by this iime^ tbat my 
luurp is hung upon the wiflpwg^ but it is soon down 
againi for tbe cbkf Musietsn bids ms make. a. joyful 
noise unto tbe God of Jaeobi yea* this is even a ij|atute 
in Israel ^ the God of Jacob; and I am 

bound to declare that my God has written bis every law 
upon my mind and my heart with his own omnipotent 
ihiger> and his work standcth fiut for ever. Praise 
thee! yea, precious, precious Liord! though I should 
never see the fig-tree blossom, nor any show of fniit 
in the vines. I will praise thee for winter ; for that is 
thine* and therefore veiy good. I will praise thee for 
night, bk that ia also thinO; and because thine, it is 
mine— aune to work for my good; yea, so mine, that 
it^brings round ^ everlastiog morning ; so thine, tliat, 
.because thou art whh me^ llie night sbincth as the day. 

: '6b! I . hope 1 have said nothing that appears Tike 
oomplainipg of ttiy nospeakably tender, infinitely wise 
. Hoshas^. T^.^‘hoKO-.^ iog^te the vile thought of my 
, heart, ifJt fbt^ a mmiieDt^s lodging there^ 

My chief reasod for addressing you to-day, is to 
: assure you. and my dear brother of the sincm' readi- 
ness with which i comply with your land request that 
I should be spbii^ for your darling child. I have. 

‘ tdken her to our ; beloved Lobd for his blessing, 
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nolhinff dmUb^mg I enjoy tbe privilege of ■ 

assisting in the more solemn and peculiar surrender of 
her into his dear hands t and it is with few parents I 
can enjoy this przirUege. I dare not go with an 
Ananias or Sapphira, or with the more common cha- 
racter of an Eli. I must go with a Hannah^aor not at. 
all ; no re»^e ; nothing kept for £gypt» nor trained 

for Egypt With you and Mr. C I can most 

cheetfuUjf present her to the Lord ; and that &ith, 
which is the substuiee of things hoped for, heartily 
embraces the dear child as a precious member of 
Christ, quite sure that w'e hatfe the petitions we desire 
of him. I should like, if possible, to know the day > 
and hour when you propose to present her, that I may 
more pecoHarly be with you in spirit, joying and be- 
holding ^our order, and the stedfastness of your faith 
in Christ. ^ 

• ••. B^oved € ■ — — I the joyous day of her es- 
pousals seems drawing nigh. May her fmnd^}who, 
as yet, for a little while, stand without, and hear but 
the sound of music and dancing at a thstance^ rqjpiee; 
greatly because of the Bndegroom’t roke. How will 
he love and cherish her ! how will he cheer up** his. 
bride, not for a year, but for ever! • • • • Accept my 
best love; dispense much to tibe manyift^ds whom I 
have not time to enumerate; and ever and, for 

a season, pray for — Ac. 


B 3 
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LETTER yilt 
To TR£ Same. 

January 3(My 1836. 

WHEtf iirst 1 reoeived year kind and acceptable 
presented mj loved friends, 1 thon^bt many days would 
; not pass ere 1 diasiked you and eoaed with you; and, 
did I not know tioo wefl how often 1 deceive myself, 
and piove fake to many a right purpose, I should 
indeed be surprised to find that more than a month 
had stretched its ftill length between the willing* and 
the doing. A true hot malancholy sample this of my 
life. Oh that heevein, where his servants sAaff serve 
him ; when willing will he doing, and doii^ will be 
willing ; when we shall never again have to look for 
the ftir off ‘•how to perform.;’’ when it will be ever 
presenly^and that for ever I when a spiritual body shall 
be a helpmeet for a soub.^thoirt lipot or wrirdde or 
any eUcK thing. 

Yon hak ine, my dear sister, « Why is it that the 
children of many godly parents do not tom out as 
dear Mr. R— And ^ou ilteit, in great measure, 
make answer to! youreelf, by hddmg, «Tn itoy case, I 
know I do xcik alSk without wavering.'” Ah, my friend ! 

1 am thankful to find tiut you do not charge God 
foidiahly, or attriWto to Mm. Here is 

one fruitful sounoe of ihbaknlable evQ; •• staggering at 
th^ promises.” ' must I add, that, while some exr! 
pieet too litUe, othefs ei|^ too much ; that is, they 
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e^qioct ih^ promises to flow down in a <&mcneV; 4 }troug^^ 
^wHch God has declared they shall not dow, and l^k 
for mercy> where they have a right only to look for 
judgment. When I see parents hearing iheii^ chil* 
dren more than God ; consulting their wills itist^ of 
his ; and seeking their pleasure more than his honour ; 

I see indedd a promise for them, hut it is one the bare 
whisper of which should make both pur ears to tingle ; 
** they that despise me shall be lightly esteemed.” This 
at once unties every knot, unravels every tangle in the 
dismal histories of our Elis and Davids, and ever 
stands as a monument of the faithfulness of him whose 
name is Jealous. In some caaSst indeed, mercy rejoic(>s 
over judgment ; and having used the child as a; smart .! 
rod for the foolish parent, the Lord at length causT^s 
it to bud and blossom, : and, hear %uit ; bat there 
is frequently a want of \mellpw10e4s about such fruit, 
which seems to point at w fapUer pratuad tree^.^imd to 
say, ** It is good for a man 4iat.hc bear the y(dte in his 
youth.” 

If there is one point which I*pec|dlarly ai^;^,.iu 
the training of children, tor giving a rig^t tone tp the 
mind, it is this, ** Not answering again }” but 1 wtmld 
earnestly look to be first well drilled in this, in 
heavenly Father’s seligob^ine^y every' com- 

miwd with a Whatsoever ImyWdth unto you, do ki” 
Thus receiving the law at his mouth, I would qgmdc to' ' 
my chDd as one having authority, not sufferi&j^^oom 
for the shadow of aKthought thot .sindi authority in%bi 
be for one moment disputed, braving a er^'ioe. to thi^ . 
abomination of the present dp;^ H ^The^^ri^ riiidi he- 



liave himself proodljr agabist the anoient.’^ The sum- 
marj of perfect . filial obecHence was once» and onlj 
once, exem^ified:! iat^ ia 'liow few words is it com* 
pmedl "waasidgeet imtd tlmin*^ Oh that Ijaay hear 
this of mjprecioiis little godchild I Not hq>t under 
. hj a thateafening, which proYolcM to wrath, nor 
yieldiiig^ a hodj to oono^ an os;fielding 

mind i fait the steady, chedrfitl subjection of a well- 
trained sou), happy in complying with what it has 
never once questioiied the wisdom of# I know few 
duties which eaU fer sudk houriy adUr-deiiiid as those 
of a parent. The strong <yenrdbags of nature plead 
ppwerfidly, and efy<of this and the other indulgence, 
** Is it not a Iktle one?*’ I can scarcely tell you the 
. pain Lhave felt sometiiite% in denying only a cake 
to a diald, mpeemUy whenvthe loveliness of not an-' 
sweiing again has ctrawn^-feith all my love ; but, ' 
having .once oonTmcedi 'Al^ that it is love wiiich . 
withholds h, 1 ;am always tieili repaid in a ' 

great iatorest upon the adyMeoying efferts of love. 

.... Fjmj nsmember ape eery kiodly to any who 
rememlier me. 
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LETTEBS TO MISS B 

LETTEE L 

^ B ^Auffuiil4ailSS2. 

Tax notes. from arrived.liecd^-lart 

have filled our hearts, with sympathjf. fisr you and ;yoiir 
dear household^ and, 1 trust, with prajer on your be- 
half* May you be enabled to axy, in fiiU assuranoe of 
faith, It is well — ^it shall be well. May you sweetly 
rest on the faithful bosom of a covenant-keepbig God, 
and ^1 that when ^ giveth quietness, no one and no 
ikinff oan make troulde. ** Axx things are yours how 
that littte.gfoat all takes into its wondrous sweep ev^ 
little or great, dottd ^t darkens our sky, whether of 
tluiiga present or things to eome, and tells of a removed 
cumo and a certain blessing in each and alL May 
your beloved mother experience, in thp lulleit sense, 
Jer. xxxiii. 6; and idMndd it not be ^ will . of our ^ 
umrrivg Father to instore health to her dear body, 
nukj he reveal unto her the obvnifofios of peace , and ^ 
trt^ His full heart seams ^ be longii^ to giW more 
abundantly, and we^ his uUy, mistrostfid children come 
with sucli Uny vessels } we take but a mp, whe^ we 
might bare an ocean; Oh that we might be eidaxged 
according to this rule abundantly I This hardly Seems 
to me like Itfe^ after C—- — ; X so nnspeaUbily ajSiM 
my pm people, and .1 have been so kooeked 
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tlie and am always so stupified with tea air, 

that I liava scarcely energy to look out for work here» 
and hare tested for these two dajh houie of the unseries 
of tmii^ dead while 1 live. 1 ho|)e and pray to feel 
more of the lion and the eagle, and especially mitre of 
that sjurit of a<lo{)tioii which affectionately watches a 
tkthei^s eye, aial delights to do any tiling and every 
thing at a fathei^s beck. Our Bible biistiieaa wtA come 

oil rapidly. I sincerely hop some of the 

extreme languor which I now feel, and which will 
hoorcely let me psh my pen along, may he remoied 
ere then. It .will ho, if it is for the glory c»f God, and 
piuful as it is, I would not |iart with it on other teriiih. 

Did 1 love you less. 

1 could not send such a thing* as this sheet ; but love 
ladieves that love will forgive, and would rather liaic 
pride hurt than have you hurt. 


LETTER Ur 
To THB SAMU. 

' Oc#. 1833. 

Has not mine heai^ gop wdtb thee in thip np and 
downs, over hill and dafe? Ipdeid H has, i^d j<^Uy 
observed, that atnjiitet isB, it.is sl^ onward, 

with you: that it is slitt; THE to a city of 

habitation. I hare seen, you ma^ miu^ of, of late, 
in your fatbev^s £kmBy i I need not tell you that it 

is the sick and afflicted ib|i3d ia the, family, npu whom 
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iii$ altention u p«cidifu*ly iixed* ilie^ 

iy|. currttrit of affection fiowe^ and for vhom iall are 
laiwiie to lainister. t have dten ^n etrack^^i^^ it 
indoor iaiB^y» wben 1 liave teen tke fbiid (ather and 
raother comparatively regardlees of tlia. cAlier beloved 
children, while evi^^look; and thotight, and love, 
aeemed rivetted upon the nufferit^ on&, . I have looked 
at yokXi raj loved* frumd^ taken into iho^innar room, 
into the *^.fM»oret of hta paidlion f’* every scattered drop 
of ecH&fort concentrated for you in One ; . evtary sha* 
doa' of joy substantiated in One. You can set your 
seal to Iseiah Ixvi. 13 j for that b a ^skaU** without a 
peradvenUire. Dear C— — ^ 1 mifSt thank my God 
upon every retnem^nmee of you ; for while I see him 
loading you with such benefits for eternity, i feel 
almost adiamed to tell him of the Httle trifles that 
ray blind love at tunes' desires for you by the way. 
He is sure to tell me» he wQ! withhold no good from 
yo 04 and how can 1 then ansvNer again ? I could hope 
he menus you and our beloved old friend to sojourn 
again under cmr roof. My heart^ seems to take a grass- 
hppper’s leap to this morrow, fi»r I kpow it must not be 
eery near. Will you not try and tnm your and your 
companion’s thoughts northwards, os far as you may. 

put ahy'e^^ ran in on earth ? ^ Ah, 

yd^'tnll tdjl me, that is not beyond So><2dry. .... . : . . . . 



LETTER III. 

To THE Sams. 

Annual ^9iht 1839. 

Moss than <mee liaTe I longed to write to yoii» hut 
.was apprehensive of eaiasing any eteitement, which 
might be injurtotii to your dear tabernacle. The re- 
. quest, however, conveyed by our beloved Pastor, and 
seconded by his sanction, mboldens me again to hold 
sweet converse with one or i^hom and to whom my 
heart has often talked, and jlbr^whom it feels no 
. common interest and reffstd, I should, perhaps, be 
ashamed to tell of/ that that heart has said, when it 
has talked <f you; I do to preface H all with 
“ Righteous art fhou, 6 Lord^** ftc., but the “ where- 
fore*’ is not always in a right key ; yet, to the praise 
of the chief Muaiman, I must adcnowlddge he soon 
puts it in tune, and enables me to rise to concert-j^tcb, 
with ** He hath done df things wdL** It is so re- 
freshing to teU him, *^L<Hrd, she whom ikod longest ia 
sick f but Jesus must dhow his love to a Matrdia and 
a Mary, as well as to a Laaard';' he has* 
felted/— no, therefore “he Mfk two 
the same place wUre he im? What a two days for 
Martha and Mary ! To mpe» the list a^ruggle, to 
close the eyes, to have raj >i^ ^tingaishhd, 
to foUiow a brother te the grav^; when all might have 
been prevented if Jesus had not dekyed ; W 
his kindness to his friends? Is this hia kindness to 
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118, In hU delayed buccoutb to a Buffbriog firiaod I 
thoughts higher "indeed than ours^ as the hearens are, 
higher than the earth; heights of wisdom, heiglias of. 

love, passing knowledge. Youi dearest C » are in 

the secret of his pavilion, and can read upon every twig 
of the rod, ** Even as a father, the wa in* whom he 
deUghteth.** Oh ! what would such a rod hare been, 
in the hand of an unknown or frowning God ! How 
ten^ the love, which placed you upon his bosom, ere 
heart and flesh failed you, and enabled and entitled 
a trembling worm to say, Bu$ God is the strength of 
my heart and; my portion for ever !” Our very dear 
old pastor arrived in good health and spirits last Friday ; 
we are qnite amazed at the powers of his body, but still 
more at those of his mind, which seemed to have re- 
newed their strength These little 

meetings are refreshing, but this is not like a Aome- 
meeting where each dear one who joins the happy circle 
will immediately be able , to say,.* This is tone— iity 
home, my rest /or erer, I shall go no more out tov, 
on {he very day of meeting, the day of parting cashk its 
shade,, and the going out treads upon the heels of the 
comiiiig-in. Our re-mi^ ydll be one of the superior 
ordsTi in our Fidheris hou^^ and therefore in the home 
of eimh-— the: sweet jitnae, the long home. Thanks, 
thanks, he onto our Obd for a hope full of immorta£ty. 
It. WQuld nert w^ fl>r your dear body to let oiit my 
fiill heart in. what I say. We riiall meet imd 
love in spiritual bodies, able to bear the exceeding 
weight of glory and of joy. 
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LETTER TO MISS C- 

ON MAR&riNG ** OVhr in THE LORI) /' 

Septefnber 2Sthf 1820. 

.... OrR personal eonunanion was so short, that I am 
aware it will but ill plead my excuse for the liberty 1 
now take of ad^NMsing you hut I am urged by con* 
sideratipns so weighty and powerful, that I cannot but 
hope they will more than apologue for me. We are 
dying sinners, hastening to the great eternity; the 
opportunity of counsel and exhortation is fleeing away 
as a shadow, and we sliall flnd it again no more for 
ever. And may I not add the earnest hope, that we 
are^both purchased with the same precious blood ; both 
members of the same dear body, and conse^uc fitly, if 
one member suffer or be endangered, the other mem« 
bers must feel suffering and danger with it? Can I 
then but feel for you, my dear fnend, lu your difliciil- 
ties and troubles ? Can I but tremble for you in 
the dangers to which you are exposed ? I cannot 
but hope, from what I saw of you wheii here, and 
from what you kindly told me^ of the slate of your 
feelings, that ^ arrows of conyicfson from the AJ- 
mighlyr hare tooehed your soul, and libat the. Holy 
Spirit has began his gracious work there. If this is 
the cause of your tear^, 1 would say, blessed eav^l 
happy tears! yiea, preo&s tear% such lu the Lord 
wiU treasure up in his bottle, such as shdl Iwing a rich 
harvest of joy. Still I wduld not ^ : I must 
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' remind you that he who Muew .well the soil of the 
human heart, tells us that there is p^round which re- , 
ceives the word with gladness, and produces something 
for a season, hut that its produce is not calculat^l to 
stand against the time of trial and testation. He 
tells us also of a soH where the seed tras sown and 
made some appearance, but was choked with the cares 
and pleasures of this lif& 1 p^y God that such may 
not be the sod of your precious souL 1 hope better 
things 'of you and things that accompany salvation, 
though Hhus speak. 1 am rather inclined to look upon 
you as one whose inmost soul has heard the voice 
of the Abiighty, saying, and saying it to 

^ Awake thou that slcepest, and arise from the dead, 
and Girist shall give thee light.” You attempt to rise, 
but there is one strong chain, and one which you 
aftcctioiiately link around yourself, which holds you 
back. Pai*don me, my dear ^leiid, I am aware , that 
l am now touching a tender p&rt, but, believe me, it is 
not with an unfeeling hand, nor with an unsympa- 
thising lieart* The sacrifice truly is great, but w'hat 
is. it compared with what Jesus sacr^ced for us ? He 
relinquished for a season, a throne, a Father’s bosom, all 
joy, all glo^» y^ hhkiself^ and.for ouc sakes 

became poor, tbact we through his povq|^ mi^ bn 
made rich ; and shalt we think it much to sacrifice a 
worm for him ? A promise, indeed, is bmdihgf Imt 
the command of our GN>d is . still more Isdnduig, airilof 
infinttely jgreater imporUncet mmjopmiffii, when , 
tl^ clash, the former riiouid |;ive way to the ilat^r, 
or we fan into sin of bon^ouring our^ 
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than God. 1 rejoice to Ibar of the postpooenient of 
tbe intended uoioiif and I pray t)iat it may be over? 
ruled for good. Yet ftatblul lore 1 bear towards 
your precious soul forces me to declare, that I do not 
expect that sj^ul to fiouriih under its present prospects. 
How could it hold sweet converse with that heavenly 
Friend, whose cutting inquiry must still be, " Shouldest 
thou love them that haite the Lord ?** For, remember, 
my de^ friend, that theoamal mind, even in the most 
moral natural man, is enmity against God. How could 
you feed with pleasure on the odntents of that blessed 
book, wherein is enrolled the express (wmaud, Be 
ye not unequally yoked with uuhelieyers, come out from 
among them, and be ye separate?” ** Thou shah not 
make marriages with them ” &c. How could yon 

-draw near with confidence to make known your requests 
unto God, when you hear him saying, ** If ye regard 
iniquity in your hearts, I will not bear you?” ** When 
ye set up your idols in /our hearts, and put the ^um- 
bling block of your iniquity before your face, shotdd 
I be inquired of at all by you?” How could you, 

- wkh holy joy, iq»proaoh the table of the Lord, and 
solemnly surrender you^ whole body, soul, and spirit, 
a living saciifiee to him, when, Sapphtra-like, you 
were knowi|||j^y Ike^h:^ back a portion to bestow on 
one, wh<»a as yet you cannot think to be tihe Lord's 
servant? I mention these frw particulars to show 
how utterly impossible h appears to me, that your 
soul should flourish and be in l^th under present 
cirQwdl^inces .; mid ifsq mucbeut Of the question now, 
it be. should vou entm into the closest of 
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unions with one who is s&ur firom your God? will 
you promise to obey ^one^ wbo may force you. into 
dbsobedienoe to^ your God ? >ioaii you honour one, who 
honours tiot your Lorii? and can you hold sweet com- 
munion with one^ who knows not the language of 
Canaan ? can you give your heart to one» from whom 
you expect to be eternally separated ? 1 can but judge 
of your friend from your own account of him. He 
may be made one of the Lord's children, he may be 
brought to the light and shine^far more brightly than 
L who am renturing thus to ipeak of him. But think- 
ing of him as you now do, pardon me when I say, 
the Lord has taught me to think the pari you are 
now acting sinful and unspeakably dangerous. We 
have no license to do wrong from the hope of what may 
be; nor may we expect a blessing on such a step. 
Rather let us endeavour to follow the Lord fully ; to 
forsake even husband, children, parents, yej^ life itself 
should he call us so to do; and then he will stand 
faithful to his promise, give us a hundred-fold more in 
thig present world, and in the world to come life ever- 
lasting, May he enable you, my friend, to acta^de- 
cided part ; then shaH your peace flow hi as a river, 
and you shall enjoy a heaven faere^ and a heaven here- 
after, which, that the Lord may in mercy grant, is the 
sincere prayer of 

' Your very sineere and frithfrd friend. 
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LETTERS TO A VILLAGE FRIEND 

IN distress of mJnd. 

LETTER i. 


yin?. I 82 y. 

I HAVE, as you desir^*^ my dear afflicted friend, been 
on my kuees, bulging that asf the pen is in mp hand, 
.io I myself nwp be the htmi pf f»p God$ that I 
may be only moved and gukled by him ; and that the 
words he teaehe.« me to say may indeed be a message 
from God* to your precious soukj for truly, except he 
s|ieak, vain is tbe help of man. The Holy Spirit has 
therefore been pleased to take to himself the title of 
“ The Comforter,* not a Comforter, but Me only one ; 
for you and 1 have both found, my dear fellow-tra- 
veller, that until he removes the burden from us, not 
all our companions, however kind, however desirous, 
can hH)Te it Ofie inch ; and if he glveth ]g[nietD^s, if it 
l>e but, as it wore, with a look, who then can make 
trouble ? I hiye • earnestly entreated him iJtus to turn 
and look upon, you^ Biy sorrowiilig friend; but before I 
could ask, he seemed td «ay, " How is at that thou dost 
not understa^ that li^ Jeokkig upon or whence 

would arise deep disti^a^ this horror 

that Imth oveiwhelmed ’Nr ?’ Does Sateh l^us disturb 
his own? Would diraw^y* deaAi liR^^ the 

alarm?* Ah, Lord, do see, 'and I wouitd acknow- 
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ledti^ thy might. I %nd no seared conscience, here, ■ 
but the crief of thy own Spirit, long indeed resisted, 
long unheeded, but not quenched; no, nm* erer shall 
he, till a wdm he found stronger than Omnipotence, , 
and exulting devils cry over the ruins of a deserted 
soul, ^ Behold here proofs of weakness and impoteney 
in the ull^wise, all-powerful Jehovah, inasmuch as he 
began to build, and is not able to finish Oh, he such 
a thought far, far from us ! You ask me whether 1 have 
ever known such a case as yorirs.; I am tndy happy and 
tiiankful to have to tell you, that within the last three 
weeks the l^eesed deliverance from even worse thral- 
dom than you arc in, of a poor woman in this place, 
has come under my immediate notice. One with whom 
1 used to take sweet counsel,' who seemcMl to enjoy 
spiritual things, and whose only concern was that her • 
liusbaud did not help her on in the way, was drawn 
away by the wiles of the devil, and has been a fearful 
backslider. She said she felt that God had forsaken 
her ; that Satan had full possession of her, that there 
was not a promise that could reach her ; that all I siud 
about her soul was useless, dpc. In this nWfrd state she 

has coiitbned above a year Last w€^ a message 

was sent by a pious neighbour, to beg I, would go and 
visit this poor womans who was seekix^r her long-lost 
Lord, sorrowing. I yrent, and frund thsii the futhfril 
Shepherd had mdeed, hrot^ht hack Ids s31j dheep 
from the wreUhed. mountains whiidi jt had been 
wandering jn .the cloudy and dark day; Jn the night 
she hadhe^ i^n8ed;W^ mu^ I do 

to be saved . and the God of peace his own 
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swei^ Terj b«art,^^B^Te <» the Loftd 

Jenui^ChriH «id tbcm bbalt be- * Qiiee more 
lo(dmd*iiiiU>;1t^ bm^iiiiopeiie^, Bible; oiice more 
^ she bent her stobborii knee ; onoe more Ab went up 
to the courts of the Lord. This was about ten days 
before I saw her* Her hope is indeed very faint« but 
; it coindi iroiii ihe Oed of kope^ and shall not make her 
ashamed. She appears like the poor backslider spokeii 
of In Ezek. xvL 6% as if she would never open her 
mouth any more because of her shame» " 1 am 

pacified towards thee for all that thou hast done* saith 
the Lord.** 1 read to her Hosca xiv., to which she 
listened with many tears ; she now and then sobbed 
out, Oh, I am afraid I am lost /” 1 said, ** I am very 
pleased to hear you call yourself by that name ; you 
are the very one, then, that Jesus came to seek and 
to save. 1 don’t ask how far you have been, for 
he does not; I don’t ask how many calls you have 
slighted, for he does not : but 1 can tell you this mes- 
sage from his own mouth, will Iteal their backslidings, 
>1 will love them freely ; mine anger is turned away. 
They may remember, and go sorrowing at the remem- 
brance ; but I will remember no niorCf it shall not be 
mentioned unto them/” Ah» my friend, don’t think 
yours |U!e the first wounds of the sort, or the worst that 
ever were t^ensn hand* The j$rjf they inii^ly are nob 
as many a well-healed David could tesii^ fv.and the 
worst — Oh, yes, say you, hut they m the wowtl Welt 
be it so ; but whift afe Jfsop wounds, that 
exhaart, all^, the b^m in imd witl^ta^ idi ibo 

dLill of that almighty PJ^ician ? :Oh, no, no, : 



yoii shall yet sit «t die leet of Jesus» watering diem, it 
may be^ wjdi maay Ikiars ; hot j^vL shall sit and sing as 
in the days of your youth, and as in die day when 
yon came up out lo^ the land of Egypt. Hos. «. 15. 
The Lord shall speak comfortably to you, and the days 
of . darkness and desertion shall be ended. My paper 
full, bat my heart has not yet empti^ itself. 1 will 
pour it out again to the Lord for you, and Leg 
that he may put his blessing in this letter, and. then it 
shall he blessed indeed. .... 


LETTER IL 
To Tiiu SaatE. 


Sepkmiferj 1831 . 

Youn letter, just reoeired, my dear friend, is indeed a 
contrast to those I formerly hod from* you; and I 
desire to thank my God for what you now seem to 
enjoy in spiritual things, sincerely hoping that these 
are no ** sparks of your own kindling,’’ but a st^j 
light and Imat, communicated from the holy altar, and 
that your joy is indeed nr the Lord. I trust you are 
blight tjp out of the horrible pit of death, corse, and 
condempatiph^ and out of the miry clay of earthlmesa 
and Blthiness in which we idl had our conTersatlcm in 
tw. past. If so, you xnay well have ** a new son|^ in 
your month yea, the same hand that brings tWhelp- 
|mB soul out of the pit it in, << eren praise uiito 
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»ur God.*^ Simple song I beautify song ! song of every 
inhabitant of the rock ; song of the whole choir above. 
Praise to our God ! no praise to the worm — no praise 
to an arm of flesh — all to our God. Such a song as 
failes not upon the lips, nor expires in empty breath ; 
for says the sweet singer, “ Many shall see it and fear, 
and shall trust in the Lord.” Psalm xl. 3. Yes, it ist 
the eloquent language of the devoted life, tlic trans- 
fuireut conduct, tlie upright walk, the every day and 
ever^' hour straight-forward traveller to Zion. Il is 
the passive and the active Christian it is tlic cha- 
racter encircled with the golden bands, and delight- 
ing in those bamls, “Whether ye eat, or drink, or 
w/mtsoever ye do, do all to the glory of God.” This 
character sings tlie new song, the song of the re- 
deemed, in such a manner thiit many see it ; the life is 
an epistle of Christ, known and road of all, wTitteu 
by the Spirit of the living God on the fleshy tables 
of the heart. 

I do hopoi (I like still to speak to you as my 
dear scholar,) I do hope you, are enabled to witness 
a good confession in the trying situation in which 
you are placed. To a child of God placed iu a public- 
houfte, we may well suppose our Father would address 
tlie sam^ words that ho, addressed to the church in 
Pergamos, “I know thy works, and where thou dwellest, 
^even where Satan’s seat Is;” And ob, that he may 
be able to add to you, “and thou j^okkstyast my 
name, and hast not denied my faith.” Rev. ' 13; 
Ho^ consoling, how searching, that 
My. dear fellow-sinner, the day is not distant 
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joa and from me, when that ^*/ know** will be our 
one whole concern. It will not be what our fellow- worms 
know or say, or think; it will not be what name 
we have borne, to what denomination we belong, 
8rc. &e. ; we shall have done with names, parties, forms, 
shallows ; our eternity will be absorbed in that one 
tremendously important point, what our God know's 
of us. Ob, M. A. ! a death- bed is a very, very solemn 
thing. 1 ean say, as dear Legb Aiclmiond says, It 
reqtiircs strong evidences for such an hour.” No 
sin looks little then ; we begin to call tilings by their 
right names, to see them in their right light — ^the 
light of eternity. I would not discourage you, nay, 
I would encourage to boundless confidence m him 
who is the Lord our Righteousness ; but I w^ould say, 
and I do say, that we are hut half awake, hut half 
alive ; that when the night cometh, in which no man 
can work, the most diligent among us will l>e asto- 
nished and ashamed at the way in which we have 
trifled away our little day. The Lord enable us more 
and more to live upon him, to live to him^ to think, 
and speak, and act as dear children of God ! What a 
wondrous title! Servants of God would be a high 
honour ; children, an unigpeakahle honour ; dear chil- 
dren, a condescension, a love, a tenderness, which 
passeth knowledge ! We do not read of dear angels ; 
it is worms, heU4teserving worAis, who are thus ten- 
derly loved. ... • 

May you fidly xualise 1 Peter iii. 1 — 4 ; may you 
dig into the ^Iden mine, and search into the unseax^"* 
abli»". inches of CSirist. 1 comm^d you to him, and 

T 2 



412 


to the word of bis grace, whieh is able to build you up i 
and ft^ongh you dwell where Satan's seat is, may 
it be a place to whidi JestiS . ofttimes resorts ; yea, 
may he dwell in you and walk in you, and’lnnani- 
fest. that he is a Father onto you, and that you ard 
the daughter of the Lord God Almighty. Greater 
things I cannot ask for you, and gpreater things you 
cannot rcKicive. 

With my eamest^esire that Gcd may be glorified 
in you, believe me, Ac. 


LETTERS TO A DEAR VILLAGE 
FRIEND. 


LETTER 1. 

MrnjmhyXmu 

You have not, I trust, ray dear Mrs. A—, thought 
me neglectful or forgetful, in not writing to you before. 
1 have endeavoured tq write to ray dear old friends as 
often as I could ; and could you all peep into ray heart, 
you would see the same tender empathy, the same 
sincere love^ the same fervent wishes^ that you may all 
have joy aitd peace in believing, and live and reign 
with Christ for ever and ever* 1 hope I do truly 
love all that belong to ray precious Saviour, however 
mean their attire, however unpolished thehr raanners ; 
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and 1 desire also to be loving and kind towards the 
poor strainers,** the bond-slaves of Satan, remember- 
ing that Z was oTice a stranger in the land of Egypt. 
We know not but that some, who at this moment 
are chained to the service of the wicked one, may 
ere long be received into the glorious liberty of 
the children of God. ^Vho would have thought, that 
had seen St. Paul set out for Damascus, fired with 
rage, breeching nothing but slaugktery fierce, proud, 
and headstrong; who would have thought tLlt he 
was a chosen vessel, a lovely member of him, who 
is altogether lovely ? Who would have thought that*had 
seen tlie man coming forth from the tombs, exceeding 
fierce, so that no one might pass by that way, asking 
Jesus in the most insulting manner, why ho came 
to torment him before the time; who ivould have 
supposed that such a one should soon sit at the feet 
of Jesus, clothed with the spotless robe of his 
righteousness, and wishing only to be allow'ed to 
follow him whithersoever he w'eiit ? And had we seen 
the poor, hiu'deued thief nailed to the cross, and heard 
^the account .of the murder and insurrection he had 
been guilty of, and heard him cast blasphemies and 
insults into the teeth of Jesus; how little should wre 
have thought that he was, in an hour, to be trans- 
formed into isn adoring penitent— to be the first fruits 
of tlie blood-bought victories of the Lord of glory ^ 
I juention these few instance^ among the thousand 
which might be related, to impress upon our minds 
moK^ that fervent love luid cluurity >e should 
feel |or all, even those who, to us, app^ most lost. 
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We need more of that humility, which^ 'while it eays 
to corruption, thou art my father, and to the worm, 
thou art my mother and my sister; while it looks 
to the vilest of sinners, and says, 1 was alike by 
nature, dead in trespasses and sins, and the child of 
wrath, fitted to destruction ; looks at the same time, 
wit}] joyful gratitude and hope, to . him who hath 
made us to differ, whose hand is not shortened, that 
it cannot save, nor his ear become weary, that it 
cannot hear; who can bring those we are most in- 
clined to despise or think iU of, or those dear friends 
over whom our hearts mourn, from darkness 'into 
light, from the power of Satan unto Gt>d. Thus, my 
dear friends, shaJL we think lovingly of all ; thus shall 
we hope and believe the best for all ; and when we 
see some of those, about whom W'e are very iinxious, 
still w'alking in those patlis which lead down to the 
cliambers of death eternal, let us endeavour to cast 
our care on the Lord, to remember that nothing is 
impossible with him, that he who has changctl our 
hearts of stone into hearts of flesh, can strike the 
most flinty rock, and the waters of true and go<lly 
sorrow shall flow forUi* 

Perhi^ these reflections are more sui^d to. my own 
case than to yours ; but 1 have {bond myself judging 
too hardly of others lately, and have been*fto]dng my 
rile heart to task Ibr it ; and having still many thoughts 
on.the^yect lurking about me, they 4U%pt i^u my 
pen to wesiry you, foor out of ihb abundance of 
heart the mouth speaketh. . 

How de^y have I sympathised with you, v^ yery 
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deto friend^ m tbose feelingA inrhlch this time of the 
year mvst< hwaken in you. You see all nature spring- 
ing mio life and beauty, but you see only the cold 
grave of ydttr beloved child* The natural eye sees 
only this, but, blessed be God, the eye of fidih pierces 
the veil, shows a tnoi!^ glorious spring-time of life for 
your sweet babe ; shows you the tender plant, flourish- 
ing in the garden of the Lord ; yea, sweetly resting in 
the great Husbandman’s bosom. Happy mother ! you 
do not, you cannot grieve ; you would not for worlds 
pluck him fi*om that loving hcartf where alone his little 
weary soul could And repose, llest there, sweet <diild, . 
till that awful day, whcfti thou shall form a part of 
that bright cloud of spirits with whom Christ shall 
descend to jiidgment, O what millions will then 
wdsh for thy station, . will then wish that they had 
been so eudy called from Uie world, the flesh, and 
the devil t. how will thy joyful mother then praise and 
lore the good Shepherd, who so kindly gathered 
his little lamb into his bosom, though she so x^uc 
tantly parted from it! Through much tribdbitioxi,’’ 
is the only passage we hear of to heaven. Our be- 
loved Lord became a man of sorrows, and d^ly ac- 
quainted >{lh gri^ ;ere he cdtdd open Ae kingdom 
of heaven to aH believers. He is our fbrerunnei^-- 
in his footstejps let us count it our glory to w<dk ; 
for if we aeffer, we shall alsd rmgn with him $ so 
as puts the everlasting arms of ^ lore under : 
usi» that is suffksient. St Paid prayed/ Ihrbe tmes,. 
eari^tly, to have his thorn in the fle^'taken mayi 
hut at soon as ever had said, 
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tot ire hmif ^ ms^ each prayer, 
Im^ a glorying in li^ of 

Qij^ might,!^ iqpoil 


LETTER IL 
To THE Same. 


•;t£»e24M, 1816. 

Mt veet ]>eaS‘ Frieih), — Though I feci almost 
afraid of intradmg upon yo8 at this tiding season, 
yet 1 mast aasore you I hare been pourbig out my 
^eart'to God many a time for you, and hare always 
Returned from the throne of grace with a sweet assu- 
rance Uiat he will do for you exceeding ahuiidautly 
al>ove aU that l can aisk or think. He tells' me that 
his Uioughts are not my thoughts, nor bis ways my 
ways; he points to the blessed company around the 
throne, and asks whether I am unwilling my friend 
should tread the same path they trod ; he reminds me 
of the bright, morning of that eternal day which is 
hastening on, when the Son of Kghiebn^ess shall 
imse with healing under his wii^« He asks me if I 
would have that heaviness taken away, whi^ endures 
for so short a night, and bringeth joy fbr that over- 
lasting numing. 

Thus, mj dear Mrs. A—, Is my beart soothed and 
cheered ; but I cannot forget that you have a mother's 
feelings to contend with, and though your spirit may 
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be wiUing to belim ail this, yet your poor ^esh ta 
very wefik; J[|||b^ darken the eye of the souk as 
well 08 of the body ; and often when we are groaning 
beneath the Almighty’s heavy hand, we cannot lift our 
eyes to the loving Father^s heart and countenance, ^and 
remember that, 

** Behind a frowning provldeaee^ 

He hides a smiling fitce.'* 

The words of consolation in the blessed Scriptures ti> 
the afllicted are as the stars of heaven for multitude . 
and brilliancy ; may you and yours be enabled to apply 
them to yom'sclves. Indeed, tliose writings from ahuve 
seem principally addressed to the sorrow'! iig pilgrini. 
the sill -sick, the woai'y, the heavy laden ; and such 
you. 'i'o you these glorious promises are given, and 
you shall enjoy their full accomplishment, when tlif 
cares, the joys, the doubts and fears, of this sad and 
Aeeting world, are fled away for ever and for ever, 
^ Behold, 1 have refined thee, hut not with silver ; 1 
have chosen thee in the furnace of affliction and afrer 
all, my friend, these light afflictions are but for a mo- 
ment, and not worthy to be compared with the eternal 
weight of glory laid up for you in Christ Jesus. 

'With the sincerest wishes and prayers for your ever , 
lasting peace, believe me very sincerely yours. 


T 3 


H.P. 
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LETTER III. 
To THE Same. 


Juiy Sth^ 1816. 

As I wrote to condole with yon, my desr sister in 
Christ, I cannot now refrain from rejoicing with you 
over the amended health of your dear children; and 
ohf that 1 cocdd.h^p you to praise the Lord for his 
goodness, and- to declare the wonders that he doeth 

fur the sinful chi|dren of sinful men. M was 

rather surpri^^to finil you in tears last night, but 
think 1 can guess tlie cause. Were you not mourn- 
ing over him whom you have pierced, as one moumeth 
over an only son ? were you not grieving over a cold, 
uugratefol heart ? Ah, this is the grief of every true 
Israelite ; but «they tluit sow in these tears, shall reap 
in joy unspeakable and frill of glory. There w^as a 
tkne when you passed hy the cross, wagging your 
head; when Jesus said, ^Is it nothing to you, all ye 
that pass by ? behold, and see if there be any sorrow 
like unto my sorrow, wherewith the Lord hath afflicted 
me in the day of his fierce anger " Your deafened 
em heard not the moumliil sound ; your blinded eyes 
saw not the bleeding God ; and why is it. not so now ? 
why do you we^ now at the sight of croito^/dr 
vX least wM to weep^ why is. Jesus now the 

ten thousand to yon^ and altogether lovely ? l^y, 
friend, but because he hks placed his ^phnt wi1h|h 
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you, has called yba cmt of dar^ess into liis mar- 
veiloufl light; and remember^ he who hath begun 
the good work in you will carry it on unto the 
day of Christ Jesus. Yes, 1 have good hope 
of meeting you in that blessed place, where God 
himself ‘vnll wipe all these tears away, where there 
are no cold hearts, no stammering tongues, where 
the lame man shall leap aa a hart, and the tongue 
of the dumb sing.; where the parched ground shall 
become a pool, and tlie thirsty land springs of 
water: your poor thirsty, barren heart, my friend, 
fdiall then rejoice and blossbm as the rose ; ^ foir the 
wlidernc^ shall become the garden of the Lord:: no 
lion shall bo there, to worry and alarm your soul. 
This glorious time csomes on apace. I could ^eve 
at not seeing more of you, but 1 dare not be so 
ungrateful, when I think of the happy, happy eter- 
nU^ we are to spend together. That God may bless 
you, and lift up the light of his countmsance, and 
cause his face to shine upon you, is, and shall be, 
the ferrent prayer of your very sincere friend in 
Christ 019 * Lord, ’ 


H.P. 
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LETTER IV. 

To TWBi Sam«. 

1817. 

..... I ni^AS Itfippy to leave you* m iar as I could 
see, rejoicing more in ibe Lords and saying more 
boldly, << In the Lord have 1 righteousness and 
streh^ hat 1 am aware this aunihiiie ic»7/ not, 
should not, last always ; the plant of grace would 
become weak ^d straggling, shooting upwards^ but 
not taking root dotonwards. The spouse calls for the 
north wind to awake, and blow upon her garden. We 
are ready, to say at such a time^ my hope la cut off ; 
the plant is nipped ; yea, I know not if it is not killed. 
But the Lord sends health on the. wrings of the wind. 
Oil, could we see the noxious insects it is destroying- 
more especially thdt canker-worm of pride — ^how should 
we welcome it I how sbotcdd we bless it ! These dark 
and cloudy days, be assured, are not left out of the list 
of Hie all things which mrk together for. our goo<h ' 
These work patience / they teadh ns to wait patiently 
on the Lord, to tarry his leisure; and patienee worketh 
experienoe. We ffnd that he is ffdthM who hath {nro- 
mised, aiul ahts also to perlbriB ; we :fin4 '^^It 

not at the beaotifhl of ihe't^ 
though he ipm us not just wliJte'%^ for, 3^. 

Peter . wi|dr^ <a4^e, he soateduiig 

hs - This > experien^; 
wwhetiBBie^iw a h<^ that hraketh not aHiameiti^ 
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having experienced bk tender love, we learn to trust in 
him, and to hope for the time py come ; we have found 
that though he hid bis face from os for a nument^ yet 
with everlasting kindness he will have mercy on us ; 
and thus is the love of God sh^ abroad in our hearts 
by the Holy Ghost given to us; thus we learn to love 
this Friend, who fainteth not, neither is weary of 
waiting upon us and blessing us, whose love the many 
waters of our icy hearts can neither quench nor^cool ; 
whose tenderness all our unkindness cannot wear out* 
We love him, because he has stood by us in the time of 
need, and put eveay tear in his bbttlc. When we were 
constrained to say to every one beside^ miserable 
comforters are ye all,* this dear Physician stepped in 
with the balm of G3cad« Oh, it at a sweet plea, a 
gz^Ufiil of much encouragement, which David uses 
with God, ** Thou hast known my soul in adversities.” 
Yes, he has known of griefs and distresses . in our 
souls, which others have not even guessed at. There- 
fore, come boldly to the throne of grace ; come to that 
Kingly Priest, that Gh^d-man, who is so deeply touched 
with the feeling of your infirmities i ivho suffered, 
reatty rnfferod^ being tempted; ^ Ther«l hstii ^ temp- 
tation befallen you, hut your elder Brother has drunk 
of it, even to the drCgs. Do you mourn under the 
hidingsof God’s countenance? . Look unto Jesus : so 
completely was his Moved Father’s face hid frenn hiti;^ 
that in the agony of . his soul he oaBs himself ybrsoAen; 
and dan you thiidi; su^ a moment as tiiat is effaced 
irppk his rbniemhranoa? nan you think he has for- 
g(^a imw ^ feeV^i^^ membem? No> he 
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feels for you more than ever you felt for yourself; 

carried our infirmities, and bare our sick- 
nesses* Soon, very soon, my. friend, you shall bo in 
that happy land, where the iii^bitant shall no more 
say 1 am sick; and when that pierced hand wipes the 
last tear from your eyes, you shall look back uix>n the 
way by which you came, and of the darkest, roughest 
patts exclaim, ^ He hath done all things well* There 
may your unworthy friend meet you through liim who 
hath Loved us, and, washed uafrom our sins iu liis own 
blood. 

Give my Christian love to aU 'yoiir family, and be- 
lieve me most faithfully and affectionately yours, 

H. P. 


LETTER V. 
To THE Same. 


Juljf, 1817. 

Oh, my beloved people ! if it lias ploa&ed 

the Lord to make me an instrument of the slightest 
good to any one of your precious souls, the only return 
I would ask or wish for is, that you would put in a 
petition for your unworthy teacher, when you touch the 
top of the golden sceptre. S|)eak not of me to man ; 
mention me only to your Lord. In the last day, that 
great day of the Lord, when the secrets of all hearts 
are lA^e known, when every thing is revealed that 
to endear Jesus to his saints, and the people 
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of God to one igiother> suroly 'every prayer tliat we 
have offered up for each other shall : be uuveiledL 
Then, my dear friends, I shall see bow much 1 am 
indebted to you. What a woiidroiis d^lay will, there 
be! children indebted to parentfl!* parents to children ; 
hushan<ls t(» their wives, wives to their .husbands; 
jtersecutors to those they once hated and reviled; 
and all these prayers acceptable only as they passed 
through the hands of the Great High Priest! ,.How 
dear shall we then be to each other 1 how unspeak- 
ably precious shall Jesus be unto us! Lift up your 
head, the time cumeth on apace ; day rolls after day, 
week after week, year after year. Soon shalt thou 
see the King in his beauty; and, believe me, you 
will not then complain of a liord heart, a heart that 
cannot Jove; the beams from that sun will melt, will 
warm your heai*t. Ah, though the eye of faith is very 
dim, though tliere is often, too often, a thick dark cloud 
upon the mountains, yet your Beloved is coming to you 
as a hart or a young roe. You cannot be so impatient 
to be his, as lie is to have you with him for ever ; he 
rests in his love; he rejoices over you with joy and 
singing. Well, hold out iaitli and patience ; soon idall 
the shout of joy procla^, the marriage of the Lamb is 
come; his wife is arrayed in fine linen, deim and white, 
a robe of the Bridegroom’s proriding. 

Remember me with/the truM . ehristian'.love to aB, 
and believe me most trtdy and ^ithfoUy ^urs, . ' ^ 
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LETTER VI- 

Feh. 12M, ISIS. 

I MUST, I fear* hare appeared a very neglectful shep- 
herd of my beloved little dock, in not having yet held 
any communion with them; but, blessetl be OckI, I 
have been enabled to hold communion with him for 
therm 1 have come into his presence, and put in my 
petition for my friends ; and sweet is the ho^Hf I enter- 
tain that my brethren and sisters have not been un- 
mindful of me. I am at times distressiKl with tliose 
words, « They made- me a keeper of the vineyards, but 
mine own vineyard have' I not kept.*’ Oh, my friends, 
I charge you, 1 entreat of you, if ever the Lord has 
enabled me to speak a word in season to you ; if ever 
my unworthy hand has been nerved to rear u]> one 
drooping plant in your vineyard; if ever a sip at so 
polluted a stream has refreshed your weary souls, and 
enabled you to press on in the ratre ; by all the ties of 
nature and of grace, I do entreat of you to unike 
mention of me in your prayers ; pray that niy vineyard 
'tnay bo watered every moment, kept night and day; 
pray that that too flouriahiug, too deei>ly rooted weed 
of pride, which here meets with so much to nourish it, 
may be kept under by the pierced hand of the meek 
and lowly Jesus ; pray that all self-seeking and self- 
pleasing may he east down, and the L(»rd alone exalted 
in my heart a»d in my life. . 

My dear Mrs. A——, you can’t think how often 
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1 have naughtily wished to pop you at my side, and 
let you come in for some of the reproofs which Mr. 
G has lately been ^ving to hlft unbelieving be- 

lievers. There were such complaints from them of cold, 
hard hearts, formal ivrayers, self-seeking, a w'orldly 
spirit, evil tempers, &c« &c.i till, wearied with the 
black catalogue, the dear, rejoicing, thankful pastor 
exclaimed, ^ Well, my friends, one would think you 
w'cn* scrying a bard master ; I hear of many dhScuhies 
find distresses— have you not one mercy, one comfort, 
to s[K>uk of? not one instance of faithfulness, tender- 
ness, long-sufi*ering, and truth on record ? these things 
ought nut so to be, this all arises from a legal looking 
to self, and taking our eye^ff Christ, in whom w'e- 
might every moment discover fr^ beauties, fresh 

escellciicies Oh how ungrateful these murmurs ! 

though our hearts be not so as we could wish with 
GtKl, yot our mourning over this is a pledge tliat be 
luith made with us an everlasting covenant, .ordered 

ill all things, and sure,^’ &C. Mr. G then broke 

forth in prayer, or rather praise, tracing all the 
mercies of God, beginning at that o>ne which lays 
the axe to the root of every nuuiiiur, hell- 

deserving sinners were yet out of hell, that we were 
not lifting up our eyes in torment, where j^ayer is 
heard no more; yet invited to come freely to a 
throne of grace, yea, to a throne of glory, Sec. 
• . . . Let us then endeavpur thus to rejoice m the. 
Lord always ; “ whoso offereth me praiee, he glcvi* 
fieth me.” We only give place to Satan,, 
our blessed Lord, by cherishing tliese mehaichply 
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ibpt^ts ; J!«ther let iis be busy in raising our £be- 
nesersr rall^ let us ^courage our feeble fellow-pil- 
gtii9B» bjr tellhig them of the faithfulness, tenderness, 
Opn^ncy, «nd care of our precious Friend. Let us 
endeavour to lisp on earth, the song which we arc to 
.mg through eterni^^^ 

. t . . • Thanks be to God, I am very happy, and feel 
not a waut^or a wish. It will probably be long ere I 
see you again. May we run on the faster towards that 
happy point, where we tntai meet ; and oh, meet in the 
fulness of joy, in the presence of the precious Lamb. 
And in our race, whilst ^us separated in the flesh, 
may we be more and more closely united in spirit, 
more knit unto him wh# never loaves us, never for- 
sakes us. 


LETTER VII. 

To THE SaHS. 

April 28M, 1618. 

.... I TBU8T my beloved Mends win never have rea- 
son to IhndE, that, b seddng out other straying sheep, 
I have for^ten them ; though, indeed;. I have reason 
to be very ^ply humbM for;iny want of faithfulness, 
^igence, and tenderstess, while among them ; and for 
the (too often) coldness and deadness of my prayers for 
thpm, now that.I am absent; yet 1 do pol^ I cannot 
forget; thexm They arc the precious handfiil of com, 
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ivliich the Lord of the luyn^est bestowed upon ine, for 
my encouragement, when I began to break up the 
fallow ground, and put my hand to the Gospel plough I 
Truly I was an mukilful labonrer ; but, thanks to our 
beloved Master, the success of the undertaking de- 
{Kiuds not on might or on power, but on his Spirit, 
It is tlHB, and thb alone, which can visit the earthly 
heart. It is this blessed Spirit which grcady enriches 
the desert land with the river of God i it is this great 
Seedsman who prepares the corn, when he has so pro- 
vided for it, watering the ridges thereof settling the 
furrows, making it sod with sliowers, and blessing 
the springing therf»of. Who, indeed, is sufficient for 
these things, but God alone? Alas, Uus is easier to 
say than to feel ; bow often would my vain heart roh 
my Jesus of the travail of bis soul, and call those 
children of mp fornung, whom be bath begotten with 
blood, and groans, and tears I How often do I, 
wonn, who cannot for a moment govern my awit 
thoughts, exult, os though 1 had cleansed tiie thoughts 
of another poor sinner’s he^ 1 But why, fdiould t 
trouble my beloved friend with a view of the workings 
of a heart which is even loo&some in my own partial 
eyes ? Could I think that yours was ]^agaed wkh the 
same diseases, I would gladly lay them open, knowing 
how the weary pllgiiim is relieved in finding that hb is 
not peculiar in his distresses } Uiat the traveHers 2fion- 
wards have the same enemies from without, the same 
fears and conflicts from within; that M ten^^tlon 
hath befallen him but such as is edannon to jidl the' 
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beloved chUdm of God : but for my own part, I must 
oonfesst thwe is scarcely a truth in God’s word I find 
more difficulty in realising than this] yea, I am ocfy 
unmilinp to believe that my most precious Lord meets 
with such a dwelling in any heart as mine. Ah, how 
often is eveiy room in this wretched inn filled with un- 
hallowed guests, while the Lord of Glory has not 
where to lay his head I But 1 am returning to a sub- 
ject which I said I would leave ; most probably it is 
that you may tliink me grown more humble. There is 
but one subject on which I can trust my heart or pen to 
dwell ; one dear theme,* to which we shall, tlirougli 
eternity, tune our golden harps. It is Jesus, the Friend 
of sinners, the Lord of glory 1 This name is as oint- 
inent poured forth, ever sweet, ever refreshing to the 
Minting traveller. Where shall 1 begin the wondrous 
theme? Shall I speak of that lowly God-man,, wbo^ 
before the highest parts of the dust of the earth were 
hud, contemplated, with delight, a time of sojourning 
w'ith worms of the dunghill ? Shall 1 speak of that 
love which forced him from a Father’s bosom, emptied 
him of all his glory, brought him from his throne and 
sceptre, to lie ’helpless in a stable? which made liim 
exc^nge hallelujahs for curses, the adoration of 
thousand thousands for the scorn and derision of men ? 
Shi^ 1 speak of that love which gave his back to the 
smiters, and his ohedcs to those who plucked off the 
hair ; which drank the cup of trembling, even to the 
dregs, which trod the wme-pH»SB alone, bore a beloved 
Father’s cujrso, and died a million deaths in one ? Oh, 
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love past fiodiog oatl Angels, je wonld praise your 
God for it ; but it is a mystery whose depth ye cannot 
fathom. Worms, for you he died. Alas, yeieel it not ; 
or, if ye iet>uld praise him, sin damps your hallelujahs, 
checks your song!s« But the hour is coming, (yea, with 
some of our dear departed brethren, now is,) whetf we 
shall be enabled to praise him. 

‘‘ Then in a sweeter, nohler song, 

1*11 sing his power to save •, * 

When tills poor lisping, stammering tongue 
Lies silent in the grave/* 

Your time of trial, if not yet past, is nigh at hgoid, my 
belovcnl iriend. Will you not trust love like this? 
What could have been done more for you, that Jesus 
has not done ? and what good thing will he now with* 
hold? He has given you grace to feel your need of 
him; and remember what is linked unto grace, in a 
chain which never can be broken : ** He will give 
grace and iflaryP He has an inlieritance incorrup- 
tible,* undefiled, and that fadeth not away, reeerved in 
heaven for you ; and you are kept for it by the pauper 
of God, How safe! how happy! who is like unto 
thee, O people saved by the Lord ! 

.... I have now been at this dear place a week ; it 
is a sweet spot, n^y surrounding us on eveery side; 
but what I esteem ilm greatest mercy of all, is the gift 
of a heart which cannot reet in these mercies. Our 
large garden is walled in with cottages, some con* . 
taining jewels, others interestmg seekers, and- aO some 
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work for us honoured iustrumcnts. ' A very dear old 
niinSster we have, of whom you shall hoar more another 
time. 


LETTER VUI. 

To THE Same. 

June 2'tM, IBLt^. 

I MUST take this opportunity of writing once more to 
you, though my time is peculiarly occupied, and I am 
anticipating a little ooae with you by word of moutli, 
ere kmg. Oh, my beloved friends, should 1 t»e per- 
mitted to sojourn amongst you once more, do, I entreat 
of you, pray that 1 may come in the fulness of the 
blessing of the Gospel of Christ ; that I may be en- 
abled to refresh you, and be refreshed by you. T look 
back w'ith many a hcart-aclie to the idle, unprofitable 
visits I have too often paid ; talkj indeed, 1 did ; but 
my talking was not of the Most High. Vain glory too 
ofren animated my tongue, self was exalted, and Jesus 
placed in the hack ground. Fain would I wash out 
for ever many a visit begun, continued, .and ended in 
this frame of mhid; but were mine head waters, and 
mine eyes fountains of tears, they would avail nothing 
to wash out one of these stains. To my injured, 
slighted Lord only can I turn; and bfai what a recep- 
tion do I here find ! " Before they call, Fwilt answer.** 
Ah, Lord, and what wilt thou say to such a wr^h r 
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Cry unto her, that her iniquity is pardoned : tell her, 
that tlie thickest cloud of sin is blotted out : tell her, 
that when they are brought to her charge, I, her 
Judge, will justify her ; that every mouth which riseth 
against her in the judgment shall be condemned : tell 
her, I love her /rom everlasting to everlasting; that 
the mountains may depart, and the hills be removed, 
but iny kindness cannot, and shall not de^mrt from her : 
tell her, though the fondest mother may forget her 
helpless babe, yet will not I forget her: tell her, she is 
perfect through my comeliness ; that I can find no spot 
in her, nay, that I cannot rest satisfied until I have 
brought her into my rest, into my joy, into my glor}', 
into my presence: tell her, I rest in my love and 
rejoice over her with joy and singing.** Truly, my 
Lord, this love to me is wonderful. Unbelief is ready 
to say, How can these things be?” hut, though too 
often I believe not, yet thou abidest faithful. 

I must now congratulate you, on the loan you have 
lately received ftrom the Lord. I have been . truly 
happy to hear that you passed safely through tlus t^e 
of danger, for I am very unwilling to part with you ; 
you are wanted in the church militant, liiough you 
would receive a joyful welcmne in the church tri- 
umphant. 1 pray that your new treasure may be a 
jewel of the Bedeemer^s crowns and that you may lend 
her to the l^xd so long as she liveth. 
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LETTER IX. 

To THB Sa.MB. 

/T?i. 15df 1819., 

1 FEEL at a loss irbich to address first of all my prociotis 
flock ; but I think the foremost on my list arc those 
who hare been long dear to me in the flesh, and who 
ministered to me in carnal things long before I was en- 
abled to minister unto them in spiritual things. Among 
these, your name, and the eftd servants surrounding dear 
F c, have the first elainL . • . . With mingled emo- 

tions, my beloved friend, did I pass your happy house, 
on the morning of the 21st. I looked at the little 
glimmering light in your dwelling, while tlie brighten- 
ing horizon promised to give you, ere. long, an ample 
substitute for your expiring taper; the morning star 
shone brightly us the forerunner of a. day m which 
you would not want the light of a candle ; and. should 
I not trust One, who had made such rich provision for 
your temporal wants, to provide for your spiritual 
. ali^o ? Though your }>oor glmuneriug taper was de- 
parting from you, yet, blessed bo God, the ^bright 
and morning star** has been ^iven vS^ you, the har- 
binger of an eternal, a cloudless day. .Soon, soob shall 
your precious soul awake, and idiake . tl^lf tbe 
dust; soon shall ^ery. shadow of away; 

soon dhal]; the chitting damps of nigid: be disposes^; 
soon shall idumber break, froip'the eyes of yoi^^droop- 
^ Mui yia shall ‘wahs up in the likei^ 
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him who is altogether lovely* Then shall you no 
more need the light of a eanille, for Lord shall 
be thine everlastu^ light, and thy God thy glory. 
Ah, my friend, with such a day before us, we niight 
well be content to go through a night of gloominess 
and sudcidng! But it is the will of our God that 
our j^iy should lie full. He hath already given us 
the bright and morning star, even Christ, the hope 
of glory. He bids us lift up our eyes and look unto 
the hills, bcholil the €law*u of day ou the tops of the 
mountains, the shadows fleeing away, and oor Be- 
loved, like a roe or a young hart upon the mountains 
of division so speedily coming towards us. Behold, 
his desire is towards us ; no* exile can so hasten 
to be loosed, as he hastens to receive us unto himself, 
that where he is, tliere we may be also. Angola 
wait for a liillcr discovery of tlie honours that shall 
be put upon that people whom tlicir King deli^tcth 
to honour ; yea,, heaven shall be einpticfl for an escort 
to take his bride home; *'he sliali come, and aii 
the holy angels with him.” Then shall the **taber- 
mude of Goil be witli men, and he will dwell with 
them.** No need then of creature edmforts, no need 
of shallow streams ; the Lord shall be your all-satis- 
fying portion for ever, dnd you shall drink at the 
fbuntain-heiui .of blessedness. Thus, my dear Mrs. 
A-i— was,, my heart revived in the painful sepa- ■ 
radon ficom ytm and my litt]e Hook; thus, when 
agaiiuit ypor prayers ^ entreaties, 1 seemed to .ri^ 
you of . your broken Vcislern, iny hea^ < rested ^ with 
d^^|b oh that living fottatain ever opened to afijivho 
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are athirst. It pleased the Father, that in Jesus 
should all fulness dwidh idionld H not please tis 
also ? Neither men nor devils can shut us out from 
. it ; ever ncar^ ever q)en, capable of satisfying^ the 
laf^g^ demands. From this we are encourag^c^l tu 
take, Until wc be tilled with all the fulnv^s of Cod. 
Well then may we ask, How can' the soul a dro]) be* 
moan, That has a fowUain near ? One thing, however, 
in separation irom friends, I aekuowleilge, ever 
w*eighs hea\*y upon .my heart, and that is, that our 
communing, whilst we walked together by the way, 
has not been mure of Jesus ; that our talk has not 
been so much of his righteousness and wondrous 
works, as of our poor wortldess selves, and of our 
doings ; that we have not tuned our hearts aud voices 
more to songs which we hope to sing tf»getlier llirough 
eternity ; that our conversation luis been so much of 
premd things, of a wilderness which is fleeing away ns a 
shadow ; of diflSculties which are vanishing as smoke ; of 
eueiiiies, whose place shall soon be sought for, and shall 
not he found, whilst crowns, thrones, victories, mansioiis 
in glory, an fruity witli Jesus, so little occupied our 
iiearts aud lips. How often, were Jesus to join us, as we 
walk by the way, and arc sad, (as be did those going.to 
Kmmaus,) might he ask, ^ where is your faith? and 
how is it that ye do not beltevc? 6 slow of hemri 
to believe all iliat tlie prophets have spoken P Who 
vrould believe, that ov^heard us, that we have such an 
inlieritanco l^ore us! The exile speaha of ihe.^y 
when his Um of bauishuieat expires, the prismmr, 
i.of the end; of his imprisonment, tlie school boy« of , 



his holidAys, the heir to im estate, of the day wh^>; 
he comes Into possession $ and iiave believers no such ' 
blessed |)eriod to apeak of? ^ Ah^ it is unbelief that 
8tf>ps their month ; they question whether these thin):;^ 
shall really ever be for them; they look for a title 
ill theiustdvcs, and there they never are to find it. 
In Jesus, our title is. the same yesterday, to-day, and 
for tiver ; thouf^h we change, yet he changeth not ; 
hr has secMired the pure^se, he has the keys of 
death and hell, wherewith to set us frf;e; already 
hath he made us sit with him in heavenly things 
and places; not the meanest member shall be, or 
can he, left behind. ^^Thc head will not say to the 
f4K>t, 1 ha>*e no need of thee because he lives, 
wo ntftJti live also. 1 have left hut little room to 
tell you how we are going on here. Our God is 
good, and docth us good continually • • Tai^e care of 

your eojlheu vessel,, because it is not your own, but 
bought with a price. 


LETTER X. 
To THIS Same. 


May, 1820 . 

:cAROEi:.:r do I catch a glimpse of my precious little 
Qck, as it travels through .w'ildeenM, ere I aui 
-iikovpd from ^them, and can behold thefbi C|Aly with 
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&love^ The flesh imut feel the geparatieti, while the 
spirit says, ** Even S 0 | jPather, for so it seemeth good 
in sight yea, thf^og^ maojr a long mife lies be- 
twfMm the 'travellers,' the spirit flnds asatter for ahnn- 
dant joy. It beholds the flock eominff vp ; unable, 
unwilling to lie donii, and tak^^up its mt, in a land 
/SO greatly polluted. The spirit sees the travellers, 
when dqirived of every created friend, in possession of 
the most {lo.werftil, the most faithful, the most loving 
of friends ; One who removes every unnecessary thorn 
from tlieir path ; who will carry them in his bosom, 
when they grow weaiw, dr the ro^ becomes too rough, 
for them : One who will spread a table for them in 
the presence of all their enemies, and whose unchang- 
ing word is passcal, ^ mthing shall by any means hurt 
yotu” I see that our paths, though a little apart now, 
meet in a point at the end ; and oh, what a jioint is 
that ! a Father’s home, a Father’s bosom. I see that 
we are approaching that blessed end as fast as time 
can move $ dnd what can I, what dare 1, ask for more ? 
^What can { tell my God we are in want of, with such 
a (KSrtum ? I may tdl him that we want ^ye« to 
see and hearts to feeh our blessedneas. ^ Theti would 
not the sou! a dre^ bemoim, which has a femntaiu near. 
Then would the, feet run snth patieimc'ln^ the 

race set before them* Then would .flto eUldiw of 
a JCing go atngitig: lover the roughest jpafh^^ .V^ 
woe %em to svihh a home. Lord, iucredae 

our faith 1 

f feel aasored, mf dear hfrs^ A — that we: 
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.$»ve luLd A la^ plafee in y^iir and ^yers, 

and Z would hof^e m your tfaiuiksgivings ; for truly we . 
iukve abundant eaxm to be tWokful. Mercy eaubraceUi 
m on evety side. Tb^ proudae is Abundantly fulfilled 
to my beloved brcHber and sister here^ ** 1 will bless 
tbee, and make thee a blessing, ” &o. «... 1 must only 
add my kindest reg^ds to sdL 

LETTER XI. 

To Tus Same.. 

April 2ndf 1821. 

\ . I KNOW not when I have been much more in 
ounicst in calling upon my God, than for you, my 
beloved friend, while I have been looking at you tralk- . 
ing through a furnace heated one seven times more than 
it was wont to be heated. It was not long since y<m 
w^ere speaking to me of the delightful shadow which youj^^f! 
beloved child began to yield you ; what must have beeh 
your feelings, wlumyour gourd began to wither, when a 
vehement east wind, and a,8corchiug sun of t^fiUitioii 
rbeat upon you,, a^ the busy tem|^ almost; forced 
your hes^ to seyi *♦ I do well ^to be aD|p^ ?*’ 1; 

have dee{dy sympathiced with you m' all these 
^ttt while my poor sympathy could profit you 
a far better Friend,' 1 wdl know, has be^ li^ict^ 
in your every affiiotimi, stayed hie 
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in tlie day the east wind; has walked wi^i, yieu 
in l3kh furibil^, and in every tempta^i^ has imde 
a way fcnr y^n to escape; For the lUe of your child you 
prated, and the Lord hath given yon your petition 
whieh you a4^ed of him. May you have grace to add 
with Hannah of oldy hot — therefore^ I will rejoice in 
my child, and prize her more dearly than hefcire ; but, 
<< Therefore also have I lent her to the Lord: as tog 
as she liveth shall she be lent mito the Lord/* * So shall 
you indeed es^oy your child hero^ and hereafter shall 
receive your own with abundant usury. You will, I 
know, moiu*n that you cannot do this more* Well, my 
frtod, bless that God who hath put . the desi*^ into 
your heart; he knows your w^kness^ and he kindly 
saySf It is srell that it is in thy heart.** In the uountry 
whe^ our best treasures are kept, wo shall be able to 
hM them without danger of crushing theiu by our ‘ 
..too. eager grasp : we shall drink of rivers of plcosureh, 
and pollute the stream no more with our sinful lips of 
day. Ah, happy country! May we keep it more 
steadily in view ! 

"JKye^ my love to dear O’— *•, and tell her I hojio 
she has found Jesus precious to her. 



439 


LETTER XII. 

To THE Same. 

January 1S22. 

It is, I hope, with a grateful heart, that I this 
rooming hear how the Lor<} has showii morej unto 
you; and as I liave prayed for you, I would now 
praise our prayer-answering God. In this land, how- 
ever, iresh mercies bring fresh snares; and prayer 
and praise must be laid together on the altar of in- 
cense. You have another tie to earth, my beloved 
friend, another wmght upon your wings, whidb fain 
would shake themselves from the dust, and soar up- 
ward. But he who bestowed the gift has sanetified it ; 
his watchful eye has foreseen every danger, and his 
faithful heart has not ceased to pray for you, that your 
faith fail not. The seed of the righteous U blessed.**; 
1 welcome the dear little straiiger, as on^ of the hlessed. 
of the Lord, and I eon^atulate you that the child bom . 
of you is, we may humbly a child of . the inost . 
high Godi May you bold her, as though you hdid her, 
not ; may your chief joy ever be in ihe €hiid , 
Jesuaf Precious name I Dwell upon it; w4kini sin\. 
comes in like a flood,' when fiery da,^ fly thick, re? 
memb^ he cannot answer to his aamei but as' he saves - 
htjl. people from their sins. / • 

1 have. much to write, and little ti]iiie.i 
ciuristhuti love to all my dea^ old firiehdsi i; ' 
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LRtTER Xill. 

^ - -If ■ ■ 

To TH® Sams. 

December ISM, 1S26. 

If I had onlj time to tell you that I Ipre you, and 
about you, I cannot let this parcel go, 'without a 
line to say so ; and perhaps it may just refresh you to 
remind you, that Jesus loves you, and will love you to 
t^ end, and surely the only wonder is, that hlood> 
bought pilgrims wan talk . of any thing beside. Ah, 
say you, I wish 1 could be sure of that, and I would 
talk about it* Why, my dear friend, your very wish 
is an assurance ; nature never gave birth to it, aud 
I think you will not give the devil credit for it. 
Then who created it ? One who never leaves a work 
unfinished — One who loved you hefenre the world was 
— One. whose love emmot know a shadow of turning, 
who says in your worst days, “ I have uot seen ini- 
quity, ueither have I beheld perverseness in her. 1 am 
the same, I change not.” Brlng.your poor cold heart 
to this glowing fire of his love^ and see if it does not 
get a little warmth $. and sit not pufiSng over the poor, 
^rmg embers of your love to him. We live by bis life, 
Slid lore by his love. We may Wot, cannot, keep a stock 
of our own-;, it would breed worms, 

; Kind dtristian lo ve td all old.iineiids* \ « , 
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LETTER XIV. 

To TUB Save. 

FehnUtry 2»rf, 1S30. 

If AD ' I irritten to joo as often as sny- heart has 
wished it, you iirould have had maiiy 'a.lohg letter 
from rne ere thie ; but m this, as iii ihany other 
things, I could say, “To will is present 'with me, 
hut how to perform that which is I 6nd noU* 

Yet why did I uns/i to write to you, bat because 
you wore dear unto me ? and why does my idster in 
Christ so often cry out with tears, “ Oh, that I could 
but hold more coiniuunfou with the Lord! Oh, that 
1 could but pour out my heart before him, and be 
quite sure that he speaks comfortably to me, even 
to me/** Why, hut because be has let fall into her 
heart a drop of love from hia overflowing bosom, and 
given lier this desire to love him, who hal^ Jfrse 
loved her with an everlasting love? AVrong turn not, 
my dear friend, nor think tliat a heart, by nature a 
lump of enmity against God, could ever feel a draw* 
ing towards him, if it ^ere not for a golden cba,ui, 
let down from his own heart. Wrong not the riches 
of his grace by saying^, “ 1 am too vile ; 1 have elnnecf • 
against light ^liaad love!** Oh remember, “If when, 
we! were sweelfes #0^ were xwonciled unto God by the 
of his Son, mueA more, being reconoUen^ we 
shall be saved by bis life.** What were we^ ^when 
Jesus WAS' agonizing for ns in tlie garde% dying., 

u 3 
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on dm accmed tm? Ged/* know 

t]ie«s** mi^lit he say, <*that dtou wooldesi deal rer^ 
tfeaishmusly) and was! called a trausgresstir from the 
womh.** Yet, dead as wo were io tresjNisses and sins, 
prepared to fi^ht against God with a high liarid even 
from our mother’s womb ; thru, oven then, the Father 
eould say he was well phased ; tht‘ Sun*ty eoiild say, 
** It finKhtHi and the H<dy Gh<ist could ihfohiriN 
the Messiah hod <*uiatle riKHmciliatton tor 
You acknowledge* iu your darkest 

that you are ro^cih^l to Goil; that the enmity is 
removed ; that “ it is ymir chief comjtlaint tliat ynur 
love is Ilk oak and faint." And was thin etfectiMl h^ 
the death of his Son ? when crucified thromjh i/vz/A- 
»esA. wa^ th«*re tliin myhty jtotrer for jyow, an utdMoti. 
hardened rc*bcl ? Then vkith ^\hat a Maridruus ci.i- 
[ihttnis docs this **Murh word* come in? The J^ort! 
give us t<k understaiifl letter the weight t#f this goldi'n 
argument! Much niort», btung rectmeiled, chililrcii, 
adopted, recci\«‘<l into the family, hoirh of (iml, joint 
heirs with Christ, we sluili Iw savetl by his life. Ye-s ; 
•*}uu being dead in your eiar, and tin* uncircumeisitm 
of your flesh, (you caimot make* out a more loathsome 
btatf,) hath he pmkened together with him, having 
forgiven you all trespasses." Look at '*tho power 
of this endless life;" and that precious <*btteause I 
live, ye shall live also our life wra|^>sd up in his ; 
nay, not barely living, but our reooiicil^ welLplensed 
Father liath made us sit together with Christ in 
heavenly places! Oh, for more realising views of 
this our retlemptian Sabbath ! Cau wo say, ♦* We 
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wliicb kavo be]iov4M!« ]K> eater into rest?** Can ^(| 
May, tre have ceaiied from our own works, as God did 
fnnii his — uo beginning again on Mofuibiy f ^ Oh, but 
if 1 could pra^ ; if 1 <‘Ould love mure; if iit^ hard 
h<»art Mere but more broken!** My dear friend, this is a 
sad bn>akiiig of uur christuui Sabbath, a sad slighting 
of that d}itig triumph of <mr Jesus, Mliioh Mill nexei 
e<Ms«‘ to sound in hc^aseii^ uortli, and hell, have (iiiished 
the Mork which thou ga'vest me to do-" This is u turn- 
ing away from “the rest and the refreshing wlieienith 
he eanses the weary to rest." This is but labouring* 
for \ery \anitv, ami disquieting ourselves in tain. 'Hie 
-toil groMs lean with the fruitless toil; the disappointed 
spirit is o\erM helmed ; and in jdiice of the (’hrisimn 
fiiUMp/tmt/ alwa/f at Chrht Jtvusi we behold tlie 
dithl h«>>iud with the fetters of a dave, and groautnu 
uudei i ruel bondage. 

Wbdo 1 j'peaik to .^ou, 1 would speak first to 
own dull, stujud heart, and mhlress it in those strange 
words, “I. el in LitBoVK, then»fori», to enter into that 
rest.” This, this is jour work — well called tin* trttrk 
t»t faith — to gne God full credit, to take him at liis 
word ; simply to helieie that he uu*nns what he sajs; 
to stiiiid fust in the liberty wherewith Christ hath 
made us free. 'Fills brings the loving spirit, tlie tender 
heart, the child-like dependence, the (rcKl-hoaouriiig 
walk. This, and this alone, brings Into the rich e\- 
porieuco of each lessel of mercy, that which the Lord 
has 8|)okeu eoncerniug them, The hftinens of man 
shall be hatred dotrtt, and the haughtiness of men shall 
be ftud lawt nad the Lord alono shall bo exulted*** Ah, 

u 4 * 



klm Arnett^ Ui iimt lo I m 
rtch» dtifiiigtthhtiyc bat ^A, the 
etnigglet end groaiM i»f the old mao it tbie iffguiff hm 
trorit Heppv, happy for oa, that God la gmier tliaii 
oitt* hoarta ; that the doeree ia Roar forthi ^Sio altaM not 
have dninluion over you ;***aiid for thia blrt»a(;|ti n^aaotis 
Ye art* not iiiulor the Jaw, but under Thin 

specious, Mdr-a(*4»kiQpf ri^hte«usta*a«, thi*» wolf dm^saeii 
iu nhi^epS clothiii/if, that Hutihi fain make us call H a 
#k*sin* of holiues^, huiuility. ami many otheMf pretty 
names— >th«^ Lord cpve us to know this niCHSi*n;?ei' of 
Satan in all its dis^Ues ; tjie Lord i^it'e us to make 
him, ^hat he has most f^raeiouiily made hiiusilf to us, 
*‘the first aud tlu) tlie bi^iimiii^iT ami the eudiiitr* 
the Author and the Finisher#** 

I fear I have hut darkly expressetl, whnt as yet I do 
blit so«» through a glass darkly ; but 1 iffn*!! lear that 
my ^first loreik and I may say best krtcd little floek 
are not often led to the ^hujh inouiitniiis of lbra4d.** 
and I try hi plead for Uiein, Krek. xx\i\. N, Id. flitu 
precious that *<7/** oj will;** a hat? “/rr#/;** not only 
provide food, but fml ; they shall have it all from his 
own dear pierced iiand. Thiy shall lie down ; no, not 
so; “/ will enuse tln*iu to In* doan.** Novi*r, never 
shall the richest proiniM^ pn»ve a resting-place, till the 
Lord spread it out for us ; nor ever sliull our weary 
souls he aide to lie down upon one corner of it. how- 
ever open and fwe it looks, till that good Slu'jdierd 
mvss 118 to lie down. But 1 need not tell you tins, my 
dear sistor ; you know it well ; hut p(uha|>8, like me, 
you too often forget it, when you turn into tlic good 
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of his Word; and tlien wo wonder wbj ^ 
immiso imeote our eye, and will not meet our oase ;** 
wo wonder wliy we are still ** iIl«favoured and leaiin 
ileslied)^ though wo have eaten chapter after chapter ; 
we wonder why our wekry soul still wanders to and 
fro, after the incessant oelh ^ lleturn unto thy resf, 

0 my soul !” Let us resort yet more and mure unto 
these pastiiroH, but let it be with an eye more intensely 
fixed tt]K»u our Shepherd, a heart more simply looking 
unto him, a mind more entirely de|>Qiideat upon him. 
Then bliall n o Ih' ahtutdanfly satisfied with the fatness 
of )iU houMs and fliid that he ha^ mdcod bread enough 
anil to spare, &c« .... 

.... I ha\e Ix'eii wTititig the latter jiart of my letter 
ulmo*»t in the <lark, and fear you will have great trouble 
111 iiiukiiig it out ; but if >ou ean spell out a little <if 
tlie fait hi ul ]o\e of your old friend in this sheet, I sliall 
be plcaseil ; and 1 shall ask xny Lord t<» make uluitever 

1 have written aright of his dear name to be as oint- 
ment pouivd foitii, and then 1 know it will refre«>fa 
>ou. ReiiieiulM*r me kindly to all your family; may 
5 «m all fully experience Psalm xc. Ifi, 17. 


LETTER TO MISS L Y T— ^Y. 

S fi, February 26tA, 1826. ; 

To my great surprise, your mother tells me that you^ 
ca^ot rest satisfied without a letter from me con^ 
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qiientlj»*tlioiigli I have many calls upon my 'timet I am 
In my turn in a state of resilessuesst till 1 l^a^c an- 
lieavourcd to set you at rest, by devoting a portion of 
it to you* But wljat shall X v^rite, that may please and 
edify you? If I am happy enough to <1o so, it will 
only be iu proportion, as my letter is derived fium tJiat 
precious letter, which is sent from tlio court of the 
King of kings, and which is open unto ;voii c(»nti- 
nuslly. Oh, what can you render unto the Lord for 
the uusiieakable merely, that to is the \sord of thiA 
salvation sent— 4hat for jfou the I*ainb has prc\ai1iMl 
to 4ipen tlioso seals, which no creature in earth or in 
heaven could have o|Hmed — tltat Ood, wlm comiuainbnl 
the light to shine out of darkness, hath viiiiied into 
your heart, so that in hiit light you mu* light ? U'lien 
you look at the thousand thousands, to whom thiA 
letter has ue\er yet been sent; the tens of thouAUuds 
to whom it is^ a dead letter,, closed and sealed from 
iheiii ; the thousands who have the light shining in the 
Tiiidsf of such gross darkness, that tliey eomprelietid it 
not — and tlio millioiia against whom this letter will he 
a sw'iflb witness; the distinguish iiig grace and loving- 
kindness of ^ God towards you ilo indeed appear. You 
will, 1 know, be ready to accuse yourself for prizing 
this precious book no more, for studying it witli so 
little prayer and praise, for fasUIoniug yourself so 
jiartially by it. But while to *us must ever Indoiig 
shame and ooitbsion of iaoe, let os at loiuit endeavour 
to give ontp the Lord the glory doe unto his name, to 
bless him for every spark of grace in such an ocean of 
corruption, for every ray of light that pierces through 
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aach tliick darknesa. That even one word nf bis bee 
been to you quick and powerful, one promise been 
made a song in tlie bouse of your ^pilgrimage, one 
precept been so bid in your beai*t as to preserve you 
from sluning against him ; these are mercies for winch 
your heart should ever glow, for which your life 
should e\cr he ready to show forth Ills praise; and, 
truly, praise is comely and healthy for the soul; it 
satisfies it, as with marrow and fatness, and strengthens 
it to oder ^et another aiui another sac*rifice, even the 
calves of our lives. 

Your mother telN mo, dearest L— y, that you 
feel graltTul to me as flio unworthy, hut honoured 
instrument t»f goo<l to your ]>reeious soul. t>f this 1 
was, pmiously, quite uiieonseiogb ; but I trust, while 
it has greatly added to my delrt towards that wonder- 
working (hill, who has mmdesoendeil to u&e so very 
vile u t«M»l, it lias also added to m\ poor tribute of 
gratitude and jiruise, and encouraged me in my labours 
for bii<*h a Master. But when 1 weigh my love for 
your dear soul, with his everlasting love; my coneerii 
about you, with that interest which he felt, when lit 
even agonisetl and died fur you; my watchfulness, with 
his every moment's care ; 1 am ashamed to think that 
you bhuuld, for <me instant, look at the instrument, 
or spend one {larticle of love and gratitude upon it. 
Much as I prise your love, I would desire freely and 
unreservedly to trousfer it all to hiui who alone Is 
worthy, and 1 think I would be content even to be 
fergotteoL by you, if by that means Jesus might he 
iimre fervently prized. * 
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1 hope you are enahled to go cjieerfallj through 
your oceupattons, rememherittg' that you arc in the 
path of atar days you lahafur. Blessed be 

Godl, yoihrs is not the complaint of those of old, We 
labour and have no rest.** You do know the rest 
' and the relreshing wherewith the weary may rest in 
thb midst of toOs and weariness. Let all you do lie 
done as unto the Lord; and of the Lord you shall 
reeelve the reward of peace, quietness, and assurance 
.fnr.^ver. 

' if ever a feeling of love and gratitude towards me 
springs up in your heart, try akul turn rt into prayer 
for me. So will you repay a thousand-fold one who is 
indeed poor and needy. 


LETTER TO MISS R T ^Y. 

; S 1828. 

Wheh I eemsider #luit an exertion it roust , have 
been to you to . write to roe, and bow l^d it was of 
you to mairo !^iat exe^ I- am ashamed of 

niy long silenoe ; and though man,** who is 

never ataloss .ibr excuses, could' tidw dU xuiges with 
reaions why. i'|P, have not wrl^en m this, X would 
. rather hush the self-jiuitifier^ the omiMion 

. the hSead of dvk, list idiuigs 
Wl|4bDe wh^ ,te haVdvl^^ done.,. Oh, 
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chetring to turn from this dark list to tlie records of 
tlic life of One who fulfilled aU righteousness, and to 
Ik» pennitted to insmhe over this, «The Lord my 
rightiHiusiiess.*’ While I hear from the mouth of mj 
well pleased God, “ You arc complete in him,” I won- 
der, gaze^ admire, and rejoiee: but every omission 
ac<|uure8 a ten-fold darkness, while contrasted with this 
glorious brightness ; and in this liglit sin does indeed 
app(*ar emeding sitifuL May I increasingly see and 
feel how much is forglvcu, how much is fnely given, 
tliat I may love much 1 

You, my beloved child, arc now hid in his parilion, 
in the secret of his tabernacle, and appear, as it were, 
to stand in the vestibule of your Father’s house, flow 
would an affectionate eliild, in such a situation, long 
to se<« the servant arrive to open the inner door and 
admit her to her Father’s bosom. But uhy speak I 
oF a servant? Jesus, tho everlasting Father, has de- 
clared, **■ I will come agiun and receive you unto 
iiiyscdf." Yes, he who has done the meanest, lowest 
services for you in your low estate; he who himself 
washed you from your blood, whou no other eye 
pitied you, when no other hand could or would have 
touched you ; he who anointed you, clothed you, who 
stoops to wash your feet daily from every pollution 
contracted in your walk through this dirty world ; he, 
whose joy spread a fresh gleam of gladness over his 
surrounding gladness, when your trembling fret took 
the first s!ep Zionward; ho, even he himself, has un- 
dertaken to be with you in your last step, and of all 
the precious objects that engage his attemtion, of all 
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the scenes in which he rejoices, (we speak emphai^callj, 
hut we speak after htio, when we tfay«) ** Precioub 
m the si^lit of the Lord is the death of his saints.” 
While he thus takes pleasure in having you n tth him, 
that you may behold his glory, may ^ou j(»y more and 
more in the sweet prospect of being ever with the 
Lord ; freed from your %iie body, far 5'om the a<(saults 
of every enemy, out of the reach of every storm with 
him in whose presence is the fit/mtis of joy, and at 
whose right hand there are pleasures for everrriore. I 
greatly rejoice to find that he has enabled ^ou t6 take 
him at his word; to believe that will deal bounti- 
fully with you acrot fling to his word: this is the seen*! 
(»f (‘omfort, joy, ])euee, holinesn, and hajtpiiu^-^^. 0!i, 
write over against every precious promise, the self- 
aiiswcring inquiry, Hath he spoken, and shall he not 
make it goinl?” We want more simplicity in heniing 
wiiat God the Lord suith unto on, more of the spirit 
of a little child: we often gainsay, and argue, and 
cavil nioix' against a God of truth than we do against 
a fellow worm. And, for our farther eneourageinent, 
the glorious treasury of Uie promises is Christ Jesus, 
perfectly secure from every enemy and from all tkHtay \ 
and the power, the justioe, the merey, the truth of 
God are glorified when any proiniso is fulfilled in any 
poor sinner; for they are all in Christ, you, and in 
him, amen, to the glory of God by us. WHiat eneou- 
rageinont, then, have we to plead with every promise, 
^ Now, Lord, let thk thing that thou hast sjLken ooii- 
eeruing thy Servant be established for over, and do as 
thou hast said.” Soon« with a less tremulous hand. 
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Bhall jou set to jour seal that God is true; and, with a 
a loss tremulous yoice, etemallj testify, that not one 
thiiip^ hath failed of all the good things that he hath 

spoken concerning jou 

. . 1 shall rejoioe to hear that the Lord is 

pleased to prosper jour dear mother and sisters in 
their school : but, whether he frowns or smiles, it is 
till from the same source, 4m, and all to take away 
sin and to do us good at our latter end. There can 
be no variation in the thou|^ts that he thinks tow'ord 

you, thoughts of peace, and not of cviL 

I trust 1 need not say many words to assure 

;vou of the faithful and affectionate love of your Hincere 
frumd. 


. LETTER TO MISS T Y. 

iS^— II, 1831. 

It was with sincere sympathy I last night heai*d of the 
hot furnace in which you ate now placed. 1 haaten to . 
assure you of that sympathy,' for however vain oreature 
help, in circumstaaoes such iw yours, yet it is the ap- , 
pointment of our Head, that if one member siofibr, all 
the members suffer with it ; and while by this unerring 
appointment sorrows are, as it were, multiplied in the 
body, their very multiplication is tbs idspis . of their . , 
mitigation. But what shall.. I^fay unto my.: beh>v^;' 
.children?,. Ah! the I^rd has put a word afy; 
nmuth; .lm has hid me say* J\1 will not you 
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cvphans: 1 wUl oome unto jou.** Faith will answor. 
It IS enougfh. I have all anil abound, having the 
fulness of him who filloth all in all." Jesus, my Father, 
Mother, Husband, Brother, is ^ret alive ; and he bears 
no empty names : all that 1 oould have enjoyed of the 
creature in these relations would have lieeu but a drop 
out of his fuhiess. He saw me too well content with 
drops ; and because it is his will that my joy should 
be fuUf he bas broken down every cistern to which 
I so eagerly ran, and thus constrained me tr> come to 
the Fountain. Beloved ehiidreii, my very heart hli^cMls, 
when I think what you will feed in behoMiiig the de- 
solation of a cistc^m from which you havt* derived 
your best drops, and .to which, from your birth, 
you have been so accustomed to resort. But do /, the 
very least little meuibiT of the body, feel for you thus ? 
What dues the Head feed ? Ah ! He set's you beri'ft of 
a mother^s comfort, and he steps in and says, ** As one 
wrhom his mother comfortetli, so will 1 comfort you 
and he adds, (what your beloved mother could never 
add wdth all her most strenuous and afiTeettonate en- 
deavours) “ Ye ithaH be coiuA»rteil.” Oh the onmi- 
potenej of his love! the bowels of his compassions! 
It is but to open to ns fresh stores of these, tliat he ever 
suffers a pricking brier, or a grieving tlioni, to distress 
and wound us. 1 ought to congratulate you, my dear 
friends, not only that your precious mother is escaping 
the evil to come, and entering into rest, but iltat the 
Lord is about to lay a double claim, as it were, upon 
you ; to bind himself to you by double ties, and to give 
you the choicest place in his pavilion. lie wilt mani- 
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fiMit vctaolfm wlUi ke irbea.b^ qtiderialces te be 
a unto l^frael; !. Oh niaj he keep jba from wrbn^^. 
ing hb 6itbful heart bjr any bard thoughts ; niay be 
make yoii quite boJ^ UuU aS his paths .are taercj and 
truth; that he. koo#s %h^ thoughts that he thinks 
toward i^ou, thoughts of peaee» and not of evil, to give 
you an expected end ; and jou will surelj kiss thoi^ 
troubles at parting, which you mot with trebling.*' . 
May ho cause you to know the certainty of the vfords of 
truth, and to welcome those workmen, however rough* 
who arc engag<Ml by one Master, and combined to ac- 
complish good, and only good for you. 

A great pressure df occupations, within and without, 
obliges me to desist from writing more, and^must plead 
my excuse for the extremely hurried way in which I 
have written. But the desire of a man is his kind- 
ness and truly it is my desire to minister unto you ; 
and if this scrawl tioes but convince you. that you are 
still dear to your Teacher, it may be a gleam of sun- 
shine ill a cloudy day : but oh that it may be a means of 
darting a ray of the love of Jesus across your path, and 
theu I shall not have written, nor you liaye read, in 
vain. To his most loving, faithful heart, and un- 
ceasing care, I would affectionately coninmnd you* 
May he fill, to ov^owing, every craving void: and 
when he giveth quietness, who then can make trouble ? 
If you can spare a prayer for a ptlgrim, and a soldier 
about to engage with hosts of Pfailistines, remem*; 
-her me. 
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LETTER TO SilSS A. B. T Y. 

C--— n, 1827. 

Praise to the precious se^ ! and praise to the good 
Httsbaiu^aii ! She that went forth weeping, now 
conies again with rejoicing, bringing sheaves with 
her: but neither is she that planteth any thing, nor 
she that watcreth, but Go4 that giveth the increase. 
Thank you for your grateful rctneiuh ranee of the old 
plough ; it made rough ' work sometimes, but God 
settled the furrow^; made them soft with showers, 
greatly enriched them %vith the river of God, prejwretl 
the corn, and blesscil the qjriiiging of it. Let him have 
all the love, and all the praise, for he only is worthy. 
I could love to see your dear faces again; but 1 
have no greater joy Uian to hear that my children 
walk in the trutli, and this niy joy is fulfilled, in you. 
And now tell ye y<»ur children of him whom your 
soul loverth ; and let your children teU their children, 
and their children another generation^ till the world 
be filled with the odour* of that precious name» which is 
as ointment poured forth. Then gw to heav^ and 
find that the thousandth p^. li^h go 

there and eee the aiiiinff ot &!« servlii^ and tile ineat 
of his table, and the attexdan^ of 
their aj^rel;. and if jc^ 

will have Tib mbipe iq[>irit ^ yxvh s(K>ke 

so cold]y.«..«o a 



Kin^ — such a Brother— tuch a HusbaBd ! The, Lord . 
touch our hearts and lips with a Bto coal from th^.v 
altar, and keep it glowing amidst thedmups aad fogs of 
the wilderness ! 


LETTERS TO MRS. P E. 


LETtEJR L 

F «, Auff. 29th, 1825. 

I \KEi> not, I hope, assure you how much my heart is 
with you nil, and how' particularly! have thought of 
you ns my kind substitute on Sunday with my much- 
loved children. 1 ho])e to have such accounts of them 
as will lead me to say, with fresh joy and gratitude, ** I 
love the Lord, because he hath heard the voice of my 
supj^icatibn.** To you, my dear friend, I feel assured' 
that it will prove a source of joy, however arduous and 
.even appalling the work may at times appear; hoW^ 

. ever unpromising the soil, the word of your God is 
{^ne Ibrth, that your labour shall, not be in vain. The ; 
seeds warred with tears often come up the stronger, . 
and it & the weeing seedsman who shall at last bring 

his sheemis with him ^ • Tell my dear gidis that • 

luy heart has ken lifted ^ In .prayer for ihea^' and 
that the day.is near when I loiow which of 
their he^ ha^ lieenlilti^ up for &eir absent teadier, 
a^d for wluoh^^.^^ awy mexws I am indebted to 
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The time begiiM to seem very ‘long 
since I savr them, and rembids me how awfully l6ng 
the separation would ^^9 should Uie Lonl say to aiiy 
•orte of them Depart iiito ererloMiing burnings.” Oh ! 
th|d^hougbt that I cpuhl never get near them again ; 
”*p5once more invite them to Jeans; never behold 
except at ati impassable <nstauce, lifting up. their 
A es in torments ; my very heart shrinks from it. The 
Vord forbid it« and grant that we may meet in that 
blessed place 

" Whm eoncreeations ne*er break np^ 

And SabbaUks never and/' 


LETTER IL 
To THE Same. 

yj, JuJy 17^, 182(^ 

I ft AN no longer forbear calling upon our 
friends to unite witli us in praise and i^nksgiving to 
our adorable Lord, for the multitude of tender mercies 
showered down upon us during Jbhe last week. Through 
his most mighty protection, obr party of fourteen has 
been carried through 170 nuiliis without fK> «e 
the fear of danger; and all apsmy 

on Fnday, in perfect health s^ could bu^ 

exclaim with gratftudb and !^i^uil!lijath Qojd 
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wrought?** and if he haa taught our hearts ip glow 
with gratitude ibr bodily preservation, through a few' 
miles here, and for the peaceful re-union of our dear 
party, what will he make these hearts to feel, if, 
through rich grace, we join the general assembly of 
the church of the first-borii, to recount in that day of 
our gathering together unto Jesus,** the mercies, the 
deliverances, the joys, and sorrows of the narrow path, 
by wliich he has led us through this waste howling 
wilderness ; this land of deserts and of pits, of drought 
and of the shadow of death ! There is something to 
me |>ccultarly dear in that expression getteml assem- 
bly " Though we seem to be*a large party here, still 
how many, whom we dearly love, mre missing ; but of 
that general assembly we may say, 

** Apostles, prophets, martyrs, there 
A round 'our Saviour staoil ; 

And alt we love In Christ below, 

Shall join the gtorions band/* 

111 that general assembly there will be no division of 
cburdi or meeting walls. One temple, one song, one 
light, one love, one joy, even the joy of our Lord. 
Oh, may we hasten in spirit and affection towards that 
blessed ^'gathering together,* and count every rest but 

restless tin we arrive tKere. . 

. We got among some of the poor jpoople yes- 

terday, mid I, am thanl^ to^say they receive us cheer- . 
fully and gratefully. Mi^ our God prepare work for 
lis here, and piwparf us. it; but I.believlf I like 
best to xnbve in a ij^und of dntW, like a hiorse in 
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a mill, and 4011' xieirer bo happy as when to employed: 
yet it is wcfl for me to be sometimes taken out of the 
milk to know whether I am willing to do any other 
woi^ my Master requires, and whether it is his love 
which eonstrains me, or whether 1 go my rounds from 
habit and forinoiity. Pray that I may he ready for 
e^ry good word and' work every where, and at all 
times 


LE^TTEU III. 

. To THE Same. 

B n Q y, July 27M, 1 

...» Yoc may well say 

your’s is a situation to be envied ; for to minister to the 
precious members of our adorable Lord, is an honour 
and a })rivilGg(* for which angels leave tlic habitations 
of glory, and hover aniund the taliemaclc of worms ; 
yea, not only around the tabernacle, but for this joy 
and privilege they cheerfully enter the meanest dwel- 
ling, pitch their U^iits beside the bed of lungiiishing, 
or minister to the outcast Lazarus. 1 desire to Uiaiilc 
liiy.God, upon every rertiembrancc of you; and while 
I bless him for the effects of a drop of his con^^sions, 
as it were, in your soul, what ghsJl I what^chaU I 
think of him who is full df con^paadliim? ' With, what 
joy may 1 think of him ** aboiit. doiny yood 

making all the bed^iff the nek ; biadi]^ 4ip the broken 
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la heart ; giving the medicine to held soul diseases ; 
sitting AS A. comforter among the in6urners» afliictcil in 
all their afflictions^ and most hacknrard to give the 
necessarjr jwin. If you, my beloved friend, find such 
pleasure in your labour of love, what does Immanuel 
feel? How truly does he rejoice over his people U* 
do them good, with his whole heart and with his whole 
soul *. Oh may we be eimbled quietly to leave with him 
the way of doing us good! may wc rest assured, that 
what we know not now we shall know hereafter, and 
tJiat Inuvever dark the cloud, there i.s a bright shining 
behind ity and that his thoughts t(.»wnrds us are thoughts 
of peaca and 'not of evil, to give us an expected end. 

Dear Mr. has scarcely been out of my thougl^s 

since your letter. May the God of afl consolation Im‘ 
better to him than ten wives, yea, than ten thoiisaml 
rills of earthly comfort ; may ho be cimldeil drink 
of the river of bis pleasures, and be abundantly satis- 
fied! When I had the comfort, of seeing him, In* 
seemed to feel, and 1 think, almost U} say, that he 
ct»uld give up every thing, If he might have an interest 
in Jesus. Dtx's he know that sweet hymn, 

“ 1 asked the I.orrl that I might grow ?'* &e. 

1 have thought so much of it, since I have found by 
what terrible things in righteousness the I.ord has 
answered his prayers for g^wth in j^ace. Assure 
him and all my affieted friends of my tender and 
prayerful sympathy^ wd. that though absent in body, I 

x2 
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am very often with them in spirit. ••*.*... .... 

• • * My gracMoos Master 

has most kindly opened a door for me here for my 
favourite work, and f have a very attentive party of 
about thirty children to address every Weiincs<lay 
afternoon ; may be speak to their very hearts. Wo 
also have in iiiew the formation of a Bible Association ; 
mountains stand in the way, but we have Seen mir 
Forerunner level the mountains around us^ so that we 
are enabled cheerfully to follow h» leading, believing 
that the mountains shall become a plain 


LETTER IV. 
To THE Same, 


C w, Svpt. 2Ut, 1S30. 

I WAS hidf inclined to scold you, my very dear friend, 
for making so much of my poor letters ; but really you 


have repaid me so handsomely that f can 

do nothing hut tliank you and let you go 


on, well knowing of whom you ask counsel, and inquire 
in all things, What wouldsi thm ^ve me to do ?” 
May you ever enjoy a full answer, according to Isniah 
Iviii. IL It is a sweet employment to gather the 
cfaureh together, and rehearse all that God hath done 
with us, and how he hath opened the door of faith 
unto tiie Gcfitiies.” But ** when I would do gdod, evil 
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• IS present with me ;** and when I would lay all the 
emphasis upon what God hath done, and the door 
which he hath opened, wUe self would fain push in for 
a corner. Weil ; it does make one long* to sing and 
. praise in that blessed land, whore self cannot creep in, 
where we sliall sing tlie song of Moses luid the Lamb, 
when self is sunk as lead in the mi^ty waters, and 
the Loan alone is exalted. Oh, what an unspeakable 
tneroy to have a heart tuning up for tliat song; to 
have tlio duire to ascribe unreservedly blessing, and 
honour, and glory, and jiower to him that sittetli upon 
the throne, and unto the Lamb for ever and over! 
You well know, my beloved fellow-labourer, that it is 
the sole prerogative of him who has the keys of the 
house of David, to ojicn the strongly-locked hearts of 
the children of men; and you will give him all the 
praise, while I give you a peep at one or two ojieniiig 
hearts, which 1 have met with in iny visits. Entering 
a house, 1 found an iuteiligeut looking woman, very 
busy, with three little children around her. Her at- 
tention, however, was soon arrested, and having set u 
chair for me, we both sat do^'n, and her eyes were 
fastened upon me, os 1 began to speak of the state i»f 
her }»oor souL They soon filled with tears, and to my 
surprise and delight she sobbed out, “ Ah, I was up at 

the Hall once, and Mr. read about the poor 

heathen worshipping crocodiles and all manner of 
foolish things; and that seemed very shocking, hut 
they are not half so bad as l ain, for tiieydo worship 
sotneikifig, and 2 worship noUdng,^ She covered her . 
face with her ^pron, and sobbed aloud, and 1 could 
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from Weeping heiv ih<Hi^» ^oa 
nm V Mi&vef mine were teAr$ of joy. Finding her 
reiilly burdi^ed with a sense of ein« I sai(b ** 1 have a 
message from God to you, and I think yoti will iii^ he 
is addressing you by name.** 1 then read Mntt. xi. 

She said. *<Ah, that*s to »/fe, sure enough, for 1 am 
inrfceff weary and heavy laden.** 1 told her I was 
<lelighted to hear her say so, atid that God had com- 
inisstoned me to speak nothing but comfort to her. I 
read Isaiah xL I, 2. Her look was so eager and 
expressive, that I hardly know whether she was fully 
entering into the |>as8age or w'aiting fur a comment 
upon it ; and though 1 do not like to gild gold, 1 was 
so anxious to deliver nfuli gospel, that I added, ** Now 
if you owed an immonse hill at tlic shop, mid had no- 
thing to pay, and I stood your friend, and went and 
pmd it all olf, aye. and even double of %vliat you owed, 
shmild you he in any further trouble about your debt ?** 
“ Oh, I take yotu* comparison : no, I should be in no 
further trouble about the th^bit but I sliould bo in a 
deal of trouble to think how I should ever make you 
amends.” Never before did I hear so sweet and so 
simple an, applieatiun of gosjKd doctrine, so straight 
and short a eiit to the true morality which is learned 
at the cross of Christ. Blessed trouble, my dear 
friend,” 1 exclaimed, ^ may we all feel it more and 
more ! 1 could almost suppose there would be $aoh a 

happy trouble as this in heaven itself. ; What, shall 1 
render unto the Lord fhr all the bentiilto. be haii con- 
ferred upon me ? What ? why just rafcei^ moroi lake 
the chp of salvation, and call upon the naiBe,;df the 
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liord.” Wo hail inueli more cunverfiation^ and 1 
to fm her again ; but thin is my last day here for the 
present, and I shall not lutTe tiioe and strength to get 
half round ere 1 leave. Oli, how 1 could rejoice* to 

think of fi>M going from Keiuse to house witli 

your supply ofVinc and milk for proeious souls ; but 
now 1 hope I can rojfdee even in the want of sucJi 
folhiw-lahmiror, knowing that there is no mistake, and 
that if our (nui would bo more glorified in your being 
here, uoUdiig could or itfmnhl keep you away* Our 

Jesus doctli all tJiingH well 1 thmight to go into 

Kent to rest awhile; but luy proeiout» Master is too 
gracious and kiud ; be will not lay his poor honoured 

t<M>l by 

I desire to be very, very ihaukful. 

1 ha>e two hcU(\ed brothers there, all alive in the 
bleo.sed work, and iiuoiy dear sister^ ; and for officers 
and eulleetors 1 ev]K>et to those valued old ser- 
vaiitu, who liu\e often caiTted me iu IHeir •arms, and 
who iiave binee boon gatliered by niy Saviour’b urin, 
ami are now earriod in his bosom. You see, my loved 
friends, 1 need your prayers wherever I go; and 
oli, that they may abound in my behalf! you can lia^e 

no idea how they strengthen and refresh me. 

But oh, how ought 1 to be encouraged, 

wluMi I think of my incessant, my powerful Advocate, 
ever living to make iiitereession for me, and praying 

for me that my faith fail not ! Dear 

Mrs.**— give my best love to her. 1 do bless the 
Lord tliat he called her Ut the work of a Sunday school, 
to givi^ her a higher and happier place in hU blessed 
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scWil; mtiy she make rapid progress, and find the 
sore fruit of his teadiing in the, enjc^ment of great 

peaee* • . Thank inj dear class for 

their love and sweet verses, ’ and tell them how it 
rejoices my heart to hear all is gfoing oif so well. 
One of my girls here, in whom 1 bad 1>bserved some 
change, told me the other day in private, she had 
been trying to pray the last few weeks. Oh, when 

will it. be said of my dear g^i'ls* ^ Behold, she 

prayeth!’* May they kii^w all the weakness and all 

the strength of Daniel x. 17 — llh Dear , may 

he encourage himself in Job xxiii. 10. I long to 
send a word to each and all, but I must run to 
my dear flock here. « 


LETTER V. 
To THE Same. 


B If, ld30. 

Thank you very much, my dear kind friend^ .for 

your note 1 seem to live upon l%ti. 

iv. 19, for myself and for all dear to me; and I am 
quite sure the Lord will remember the word to his 
servant, upon which lit has caused me to hope, for 
never, never shall it be said, that he is a' staff of 
reed unto the house of Israel. When he causes U} 
hope, he has well provided the thing hoped for ; and 
he delights in seeing hb servants rest themselves 



upon hk gobd and comfortable words, and assuredly 
he will give tliem abundant cause to say, ** Thou 
hasi dealt well with thy servant, O Loan, accord* 

ing unto thy word.** I feel thankfol that dear 

is' pcrmltt^ to linger so long upon the banks of 
Jordan; 1 do trust she will be enabled to see the 
precious ark standing for hA" in the midst of the 
waters, until she is “clean passed over." Give her, 
with my kind regards, 1 I'im. i. 15 ; may the Lord 
give her the hand of faith, with which to take fast 
hold of it, and 1 arii sure she will say, ** I have 
enough,*' for life and for death, for time and for 
eternity. 

1 am very glad niy plants serve as remembrancers, 

and I am \ery sure tliat if you and dear love 

them, and waiter thcMn, and watch over them, because 
they come from a poor vile w'onn, God, ei'eu our own 
God, will well keep and well water the precious plants 
of his beloved Son’s right hand plaiiltiug, purchased 
with groans, and tears, and blood. May you, beloved 

friend, your dear boy, your fatlier, and , ricldy 

enjoy Isaiah xxvii. 3 
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LETTEU VI. 

To THE SaMF.. 

C »» November. 1830. 

Ycrth accoitiil of your sufferings has, I trust, been 
a mentis of stirring ukl* up to charge my sluggish soul 
afresh, to arouse itself, and not to forget hundnnls of 
thousands of beriiffits aud tender luercica. You have 
been vailed sweetly to n^alize Mai. iii. 3 ; you have 
found a skilful, a tender, a iiaticiit Refiner, sitting 
eontiTiually over against the furnace, not to destroy, 
but to purify ; not to burn a hair of your bead, but 
only to consume anoiber and another band, that you 
might walk more at large with the Son of God, and 
enjoy more free intercourse with him. My pretnous 
Master gave me a particularly prosperous journey j it 
was lYCgun in prayer, and ended in praise. I never 
had tlii*ee more busy days with p<M>r souls, for we 
changed inside travellers vej^ frequently, and several 
tiroes 1 had but one with me, and we therefore came 
to very close work; and, of two, I* believe it might 
be truly said, whose hearts the Loud opened^ to 
attend to the things spoken” by his un worthiest §eN 
vaiit, and they blessed him again and again . for 
having brought us together Ui the coaoh. One odd 
gentleman, who began by telling roe he **had id- 
ways done AI.I 4 his duty,” at length wap brought to 
taairs--.4he lock was smitten, and the mters WfMi 
flow. 
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.'Vud here, my dear friend, labours multiply upou' 
me. I am somcilmea geutly reminded that my pre- 
cious Master cati do without me. Oht the wicked- 
ness of ihinkinj' he cannot; but I feel the cross of 
occasional weakness more than I ought, and fancy 
things arc i(3ft undone which ought to be done. .... 


Our hearts arc much with you all, though to tell you 
the truth, 1 naughtily shrink eren from the pleasure 
nf seehig you all, knowing that the pain which is to 
follow will be pro[)ortioJiabiy great. But this a 
morrow which may never come, and I only hope that 
the drying up of cisterns may lead us all, more grate- 
fully and simply, to tlio fountain of joy — enable us to 
get our joys more into their one eternal focus, nud 
understand better what it means to rejoice in (he 

Lord aheatfs, . 

May you increasingly realize and enjoy Cant. vi. 3, 
and may Jehovah Jireh be very legibly inscribed upon 
jKJor dear S n. 


: ' , LETTER VIL 

To THE Sam*. 

' ' ' , - ' ' » 

C n, ilfaj/, li83L 

• i must just tell you yrhai «;hlea^d 
iiifison the dedicAion of ow schods yes- 

^ ' x4 ■ . ■ 
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terday* We collected all the childi^n of God, who 
are aa yet manifested to he his ; my brother read 
1 Ghrom xxix., and then seemed to throw himself, 
his schools, and his all at the feet of his beloved 
Master; he then read part of 2 Chron. viL, that 
blessed and speedy answ'er to prayer in the 15th 
and l6th verses ; then his diief tenant poured out 

prayer and praise; Mr. R then read the Lsviiith 

Psalm, and then dear — prayed and ^ised sweetly. 
The little band then struck tip^ Praise God firom 
whom all blesnugs flow,** and the new wal(s re- 
sounded to thb sweet notes, and 1 believe many sen- 
sibly felt that the glory of the Lord filled the house, 
even Jesus, the brightness of the Fathci*^s glory. 1 
bsMeve also many of you were with us, helpbkg 
. together by prayer to God for iis. Oh ! I ani so 
glad Thursday ^is over, never to return ; our formerly 
hi^y hall has left the impression of a vault upon 
ray mind, from the motimful stillness of that parting 
moment. Ah! it was indeed a moment calculated 
to endear unspeakably him who hath made us all one, 
and prepared for us a home, from which we shall ni> 
moire go out. 
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LETTER VIII. 

To TBS Sams. 

— », June 28//i» 183L 

My loyed Fvieitds — Witli a trembling ha^ bat « 
glowing heart, I would use my little portion of strength 
to thank you : — ^for what ? For haring prayed me out 
of heaven into a bleak howling wildemcsi ; from the 
immediate presence of the precious Lamb, to darkness, . 
and veilsi and shadows. Strange that I should thank , 
you for this, and that you should thus testify you» 
love to me! But no, my dear friends, you did not 
pray thus ; you have not so learned Christ ; you have 
not so been taught of (jod to love me. lil^hiie I feel 
every bit of my reviving clay as clay prayed out of 
tile grave, I do not feel that it is prayed out; to keep 
it from rest, but to bring it to the enjoyment oi \ 
sweeter rest — ^the rest of heaven---tiie service if Im- 
Manuel, 1 trium|di in iny riches, even all those riches 
of grace, and mercy, and love in Christ Jesus, which 
tile Lord has put it into your hearts to lay hold of 
on my behalf. Blessed be ye of the Lord, ye who 
have remembered si. sister nigh indeed unto death. 
May the Lord show that he hath had mercy on you 
in having mercy on me; and may my resurrection 
.firom the gates of the grave be for your joy and 
furtherance iu faith. I would bless you aU in the 
mme of the Lord; and especially bless that Chief 
Intercessor, whd* prayed such a spirit of prayer into so 
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tamy lieatte. There yrUA, 1 beljeve a im^ty wrestling 
here also, wbiWI oould only groan’^ out* as I heard 
the cSstant sounds of Iti L(^axs malfie me something 
we^h praying for s’* and I got mmghtily unlmppy, 
thinking; if .1 did get better, (which was a thought 
that seldom found a place in iny heart,) how little 
sludl I lii'e and act; as one ought, for whom such 
prayers have been put up. But this, as you will per- 
cscnve, was a vile shoot from that aotmrsed root, seif- 
righteousness and self-sudicteiicy, sown in Eden ; a 
seed brought firom heB, drop|>ed in the soil of human 
nature, never to be eradicated. Ye shall be as 
9^” From this seed springs, ** How shall I answer 
i<i all these great things that are asked for roe r** 
Whereas I ought to have said, “ And now, Loan, 
l>ehold I am the e/oy, and thou the Pott&r^ and I am 
the work of thine hand, and ail this is come of thee ; 
and thou avt engaged to answer this, ^fi*oin thee is 
my fruit found.’” Oh ! when, w'heii shall I learn to 
live out of myself, and grow up into Christ in alf 
things ? 

Yfiur last letter was a particular, comfort t(» me, 
my dear Mrs. — ; quite a word from God. Sluill I 
own ^ was a comfort to ntc to bear that you had felt 
the desh pressing down the spirit;. that you had known 
the eruel harassings of an enemy in the day of dark< 
ness and 'gloominem! Oh! H was sometimes dark 
indeed ; not, I tliink, that I for two. minutes quite gave 
up the all-supporting Lobd and my Go» not 
that I ever quite ceased to feel the left arm under 
tuy head ; but 1 could not always iTeel the right 

m- - 
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ittrm embracing me. One daj, Satan would har^e ;; 

shown me my God ; but it was in such colouvs» that 
it w'os truly pain and grief to me. He told me that 
I was dying a Corint/iian (feath ; and, truly, he could 
easily show me this and the other vileuess, am} say, 
<<For thii cause you are weak and sickly; for 
this cause you are about to sleep the sleep of death.” 
And oh ! to be put to sleep under a Father’s il^wii 
w'as more than I* knew how to bear. The total , 
absence of sleep for thmteen days dad nights ; the 
|)e(;uliarly depressing and loathsome nature of the 
complaint, which made me a torment and a horror 
to myself; having my acquaintance and my friends 
put hir from me, and never seeing iiuy one but a 
maid and a doctor, who knew not my Lord ; the feel- 
ings of my wickedly afiTectionate heart towards all my 
friends and relations, without the power of sending 
even messages to them ; these things and many more, 
combined with fightings without and fears within, led 
me quite through the second of Jonah, and brought 
me out where he was brought out, “ Salraiim w of 
fJic 1^)111) sweet truth and easy to repeat ; but oh ! 
how hard to learn. Ah ! never, never should I have 
taken up such a book as tiie small pox to lear|^ it 
fix>ni ; but I hope I can bless my Teacher for every 
page, and word, and letter of the book ; though I can- 
not look at it now that it is, as it were, laid upon the 
shelf again without horror, trembling, and tears. I 
had been led to read much of Bridge on Faith, and 
almost to look out. for the sentence of death to be 
passed on our enjoyments here; and, truly, I soon 
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Ab, mr dcnur friend, not one heth failud 

of all the good tbingii, wlucli the Lord bath spoken 
ooaeernlxig us, in that ninetv^first Psalni* t*viJ 

has Mallen us, neitber has an^ plague come nigh our 
dwelling:” it has been all got>d, all love, all mere^'; 
every twig of the rod spoke, aikd not a word oould have 
been spared ; it was a Fathw*s voice, and oli, tliat not 
one of his words may Cult to the ground .... And now 
the voice of joy and health is^heard in our tabernacle : 
all are w'dl, and I am quite as convalescent as could 
be reasonably expected after suclPa five weeks. I can* 
walk a little alone during the lost week, and now get 
some refreshing sleep ; hut my •sheaves are greatly 
shattered, and my doctor insists upon it that my mind 
lies fallow: happily he is not coining to-day, or 1 could 
not have ventured ujam this exertion; but my chief 
Physician seemed to give me leave aild even to invite 
me to commune with you, though 1 must confess any 

excitement, at present, brings on fever 

. . . ' Well! life is sweet 

wdioii it is Christ, and sickness and the gates of death 
are precious, when they let us into Canaan, and are 
tha||neans of our bringing back rich clusters into tlie 
wiloemess for our fellow-|nlgrims. Mr. R— heard 

from yesterday, who s|)eaks tlius of illness and 

of the cheering eifecte of having boon at the gates of 

heaven. Oh ! that it may be tlius with me ! 

' 1 very often think of dear — , 

I know be has tliought of me. ... It is a cord of union 
of the Lord’s making, and shall never be broken. 
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............ !Dedf mucb in the for- 

tiace, but she knows who sits over against the proof- 
hole. Your dear father, I thought much of him, when 
t was nearly blitid, and, I hope, ^ayed that he might 
sec glorious things. My school chUdren lay heavily 
upon my heart, when I was at the worst. I kept look-, 
tng at one and another, and thinking, ^ Ah 2 what will 
ytm do, if you lie thus and cannot say mt God ? How 
is dear . ? I often think of her prayerful counte- 

nance, when she parted from me. •*. • I have frequently 
tliought she drew down the small pox upon me, though 
she meant not so, neither did her heart thfok so ; but 
it has been a shower of blessings out of a dark cloud. 

LETTER IX. 

To THE Same. 

C «, July Tali, 1831. 

.... I MUST thank you, my very dear friend, for your 
truly kind and interesting letter, and above all for your 
frequent drawings upon the best treasuiy in my bej^fi 
Oh ! it is sweet to be poor and needy, when w"an 
add, ‘*The Lord ihinketh upon me,*' and when we 
know something of the loving thoughts of his most 
loving heart. I do feel myself just the sinner suited 
to 99 tck a Saviour. Empty to be filled with liis fulness ; 
poor to possess hia riches; needy for the use of his^^ 
boundless supplies; most deformed that 1 may be 
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beHutiful garments; just nothing and less titan nothing, 
that Christ niay be a//, tUU I do please myself 
with the thought of how jieeuliarly all his attributes 
will be glorided in this piece of clay> how tins duM 
shall praise him and declare his IruM. Oh 1 how Jestis 
shall he glorific^d in his saints, and admired in all them 

that believe I know not whether most to envy i>r 

to pity dear Miss — I almost think the iimume- 
rable streams of joy and sorrow, of meetings and 
partings, would quite deluge me; but I am n poor 
creature at such woi*k, and find how little I have oi* 
tlie requisite fur comely and fleet going, as exhibited in 
the greyhound, “girt in the loins,” Prov. xxx. 31. No 
more need of girding up when we arrive at home, 
nothing to defile, nothing that we need hurry away 

from, long ivhite robes May your soul 

be ever satisfied with favour, my beloyed friend, mid 
full with the blessing of tlie Lonn. 1 cannot ask more, 
you cannot hold more. ^ 


LETTER X. 

To THE Same. 

Thank you, my Loved friend, for your kind letter, 
but it made me sadly hungry for some more, thdtigh 
if it had only contained those few words about dear 
Mrs. , it has furnished me with a feast fer eter- 
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tiity. Sim aud Iier dear Eiisband have long^ lam very 
oiear my heart, and I felt as if 1 muit have them with 
118 in our long Jiome ; and he who has enabled her 
to say ‘‘My l^d,” would be ashamed to be oaUed 
her (jod, if he had not <<|Hrepared for her a city.** 
AVhat wondrous words are tliese. ileinember me with 
il)e sincerest love to them both ; angels shall not be 
the only creatures to rejoice over them ; my heart 
dances Jbr joy, mid tliut is only oue drop out of our 
Jesus’s full heart ; « /ts is soHs/ier/y” he now “ resfs in 
his love.” Oh the height, oh the depth! 1 hardly 
thought my precious brother would be able to get 
to you, though 1 knew it was his heart desire. Oh, 
what hath Goo wrought for the ibx-huuting, ball- 
going Egyptian, now one of the foremost in the armies 
of the living (jod \ “ ojic wfto can keey) rank no 
coiiiiiion grace in the present day of wavering, triiliiig, 

and desertion. He w’as greatly honoured at ; 

above two thousand live hundred hung u])ou his im- 
pressive words iu that immense church. 1 could add 
much more, but I desire to know' no man after the 
flesh, ami must uot indulge the fleshly gratification 
which mixes witli the spiritual, w’heii 1 talk bf my t(p 
much loved brotliers, and this oue whom I have so 
often taught his a, b, c, watched over with a ’soJ^of 
^natural mother’s love, now to see him taught such « 
Wondrous tbiugs, and loved with such an everlasting 
love by a heavenly Father ; it almost crushes me ! 

I neglected to answer your question about fasting, 
my dear friend. .... Yes, 1 greatly approve of it, 
when it is a means of drawing us nearer to God, and 
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enablings os to lay out these rile but much hoiumred 
bodies in his dear, dear service; 1 greatly approve of 
it, when 1 see you putting your crust your pocket 
and setting off for the day to distribute the ** bread of 
Iffe** to perishing sinners, llius fast and thus feast, 
tny loved fellow-labourer, and your soul shall be satis- 
fied with goodnoss, and full with the blessing of the 

Lord. . We fear A wants a little more 

of the self-denying missionary spirit, if be cannot re- 
linquish Sabbath luxuries for the starving little ones 
at — . We consider him but half a shepherd who 
can leave his flock on the Sabbatli, and hut half a 
missionary who cannot trust the chief Shepherd to 
supply all his need, while he is evidently doing his 
Master’s work. .... The Sabbatli-school must not be 
left ; we would tidee no school-master or mistress who 
would not give himself up as much for bis il(jck on the 

Sunday, as on the Monday. A will tliink us hard 

task-masters, but yet I w'ould hop and pray tliat he 
may feel the force of what we urge, and not suffer that 
day, which should most forward the Lome’s cause at 
N — — > to be left a blank, or fiUed up by teachers from 
bottomless pit $ for assuredly, when we desert our 
pos^ or sleep at it, the enemy will not be idle. 
A-— might join the loved church in the dear church 
walls at — — for the lecture, and he would liave the 

privily of hearing Mr. F - on the Sunday evening, 

as well as two other evenings in the week, and surely 
he has known his God long enough to know that we 
are sure gamers m whatever w’e sacrifice for the ad- 
vancement of his blessed cause. At the same time, let 
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him not outrun his faith. If it would not he the 
kbour of love, and joy, and peace, the mite laid down 
with the foil assurance of reccivii^ a hundredfold | 

let him not put his hand to the plough at N 

I have said ni6re than I ought, and 

. while exhorting to self-denial, have heard a whisper, 
** Thou that teaehest another, teachest thou not thy- 
self?” May the Great Head of the Church pour out 
upon us all more of a spirit of self-denial and faith, and 
inuhe us more certain of the great gain of sacrificing 
our all to him. 

We have hod some sweet sermons he^e. On Sunday 
evening, Mr. — ~ w^as most impressive upon the 
parable of the ten virgins ; on the line of separation, 
his words were awful ; so near, and yet so far apart ; 
so alike, and yet so dilFerent; virgins, lamps, slum- 
bering, going forth, all alike, only the want of oil! 
though but a hair’s breadth between us. and the line of 
separation, yet, if on the wrong side, it would make as 
ofiectutti a separation, as though the difference were 
ever so wide, lliere was a sort of breathless attention 

among the poor pca^ple. I ha'i^ 

been much better lately. Oh! it U an unspeakdible ^ 
privilege to go about a little and speak for Jesij^ I 
knew something of it before, but I knew nothing, nay, 

1 know nothing of it now; but 1 know enough to keep' 
me from envying any angel. We hope to <^n a night 

aichool m^xt week; it is tnucb upon toy heart. 

. . . . ,i . • Accept and distribute ovgr love. • • • • The 
.. Lord etiable you to pray and praise for your at^tkehed 
friend. 
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LETTER XL 
To THE Same. 

I OWE you nmfh, my dear frieml, for your truly in- 
tercnstini^ loiter, andt 1 was g'Oinpr to add, I do lu/t owe 
you^any love:, for indeed I dearly love* you in tlu; Loan 
and for your work’s sake ; but niy proud boastinjL;; was 
instantly checkwl by the overwbelininjilf description t>f ' 
true love* suiumeil up by tlui Holy Ghost ; “ Herehy per- 
ceive we the love, (our translators nceil not have adiied 
whose, for there U but one such sperinieti,;) iK^causo he 
laid down his life for us.** Ah ! if this he i/te love, 
the sample, the evidence, 1 owe you much, my dear 
Mend : yea, I seem to know little or nothing of it. To 
love against hatred— to love where all was defi>rmity—- 
to love even to the laying down of life for the Hcloved ! 
Truly, ** herein is love ; ** hut, my heart, is there sucdi 
love in thee ? Ah ! what a dew-drop, compared with 
the cuioan ; yet, fiwn tlic ocean that precious dew-drop 
eomes, and to it shall it return ; then shall we be 
swallowed up an love, and bless him who hath taught . 
Its to love one another with any thing of the same love 
wherewith he hath loved us 
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LETTER XIL 
To THE Same. 

C «, June 1 1/A, 183*/. 

Oi'R hearts are hnit ton^etker in love, my beloved 
friend, by a wonder > work tnpr hand, or, I could almost 
iear, a stitch ini^ht be dropped^ and an awkward place 
mud(f from my remissness iu not having writtein to you 
ere this, while you have l>oeii passing through the fii’c 
and through the rivers. 1 might write pages of ex- 
cuses, but whoso covereth his sliis^shall not prosIH^r. 

I wimld rather plea4i guilty, and pray that what you 
have im*t with of nciglect from your earthly friend may 
be a means of greatly endearing your ^avcnly Friend, 
w'lu) has writtcu to you, talked to you, 'visited you, 
watched l>eside you, exurried all your burdens, mixed all 
your bitters, prepared all youi* sweigt^, lighted your 
candle, made all your bed, wiped away yoiir tears, 
healed your wouuds, soothed your sorrows, borne your 
sicknesses, been a€licted in your 8fflioU(i{[i8, never left 
you, never forsaken you. I am not quite sure, but I 
almost think I should be willing that you should dis- 
cover more and moi^ of the cracks in this poor broken, 
cistern, so th^ it may tend to endear t<» you the pre-" 
clous Fountain. I would desire to be only the channel 
through whieh hearts may flow clean jxp to the Foun- 
tain. 1 am sure if; bthe only thing Worth getting love 
for, and the only of enjoying it, to take and. lay it 
at tlm Ead^meHs'daer feet. 71108. nu^y we loae each > 
other in LamA». a^ the Lord in eaidi and 
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i^n vtiurt Uilnfid ^ohjiumnatiop, wh<m ii« «fa«dl 
rafite w« now p^feas, that " Christ is a/i and 
haalL" 

f af 

So the Lord gave you your hearths desire, and did 
ncA withhold the request of your lips, eveu to Uie lifting 
up of l/olJi hands of your d^dhg father, and the Itfling 
up of hts heart in the uneiLpeeted ** Anicn.” Ah, my 
dear frieud, our God is an indulffent Pannit: if he 
were not wise as he is loving, I could almost tliink, 
epmetimes, ho would spoil me, he is so gentle, 
loving over me, and he does suffer us so to ** command 
lum couceriiing the work of his liands.” Tilings which 
I have been ashamed to frame into a pra^^ he has 
heard the supproMed hreatlilng after, and has humoured 
me, till T have not known whether to weep or smile be* 
fore. him. Oh ! 1 love to observe tliese things, and to 
irp to undersfatid the loving kindness of the 

And now, my IHend, that which was a clog to earth, 
is a magnet towards the skic^. Your mansion above is 
filliug and your cottage on earth emptying. And what 
is the language this dispensation, “ Upwards, np* 
wards---onwards, onwanls.” You now seem to have 
no clog but your dear self and 1 know you will tell 
me that is the heaviest of all. So it is truly ; its little 
linger would break your loins, hot hm]^ly you have 
not got to carry, even a little hnger Of your poor body. 

. Kemeraber him, who hath wd» ^ I have made and I 
will bear; even I wiU oo^and vtifi deliver*” The 
beloved ^ tlie Lord shall dwell m'll^rty by himf and 
thp ham shall cove|r ,him all tluii 
, eheM^ dvfell ybetwe^ his diouldei^* 
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brpathe out, ^ Oh wretched roan that 1 am, who shUll 
deliver me from the body of diis death ?** ere wfe are 
coTiipelled to hurat forth with 1 thank God, throc^ 
Jesus Christ our Lord.” Truly the Lord ivas ready to ' 
save 118 ; he cun scarcely, as it were, bear to hear his 
poor child cry out under a sense of its danger and 
weakness ere he flies to its help, and he fills its month 

with laughter, and its tongue with joy. • 

Well, my dear , 

fellow lahoui*eri it is rich grace tliat pours this heaven 
into our souls, of loving to serve such a Master. If 1 
do know any thing of a heart, of which I know very, 
very little, I do wish to be unreservedly his, and to be 
quite laid out by him for his glory. But 1 am often a 
mill-horse at my work, and often a Jehu; and have 
boon trying to devise plans which may assist me in 
steering between this ** sharp rock on the one si<le, and 
this sharp rock on the other side” — untempered, self- 
seeking zeal, and formal, heavy sloth. I havi^ now' 
stated engagements for every day in the week, and I 
think, upon the whole, 1 find it more profitable for the 

poor people, as well as for myself. 

, * * knowing the day and time, several 

can meet together, and many are the tears that are 
shed in our tittle circle, i do intreat your very eawst 
prayers that God may come with showers of blessings - 
into the midst of us. I feel ashamed sometimes .to 
think kaw interesdi^ a^ how delightful the .days of 
my exile are nMtde^ by these various calls upe^ my 
time.* Nay, 1 eooid almost fear, there woudd agmn iie 
a ^sitation about going home, were mj Father to call 
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ftnr me pment circumistaneeii ; but ha will make 
me Teadjy willing, yea, right glad whan the »at time ia 
come ; ^ indeed, his woA be the joy of otir lives, we 
may change worlds, but we shiill not greatly change 
employments, only leaving all tiiat hinders, o|>prcsses, 
and distresses here. . . 


LETTER XIIL 
To THE Same. 

C Vi, Feb. 2S//i, 1833. 

I TRUST you have not misconstrued my silence, my 
beloved friend; but no — I know you have not, for 
love thinketh no evil. Yet you exfiectcd me to say 
something upon that important change in your mode of 
travelling which you are anticipating 


.... Your former partner did not, I believe, suffer 
yon to lean upon him, but only cnoouraged and ex- 
horted you to lean tvM him on the bosom of a heavenly 
Hl^lband ; and if you were caretul to please him, you 
knew the readiest way was in caring for the things of 
the Lobh, that you might ba holy m ho^ and spirit. 
Such a fellow traveller, I do, indeed, consider a peculiar 

blessing.feom the Lorb 

, ♦ Suck you may enjoy, my dej^r 

friend, in your new feQms taveller^ - Uayr yim 
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as iron to iroiit provoking^ oadi other to love and good\ 
works, abounding in the same with thanksgiving. 

felt so ^stressed at first for dear S , 1 knew not 

what to say ; but I am now fully reconciled to 1^ them 
|iart. with Uieir tuxuritSt for the sake of precious souls, 
famishing for nccesBaries. 1 leel assured that there are 

works afore prepared for you in Christ Jesus at , 

untl it appears of little consequence, under what name 
or ill what character the honoured instrument is sent 
there, so as the work is done, God glorified, heaven 
gladdened, and brands plucked out of the burning .... 

Your letter filled our hearts full of 

our beloved friends in afiiictton, witii deep calling unto 
deep. Oh ! the%lcssedncss of knowing that the Lord 
^iticth upon the flood,, giving bounds to every great 
and little wave by a perjxttual decree, that it cannot 
pass : yea, though they toss themselves, yet shall they 
not prevail, nor cast even their furious spray over tlie 
hitherto s** a hitherto which forces them to work for 
the everlasting good of the Bride of their Maker. Ah, 
surely they see our loved friends one with this glorious 
Creator, tliough in their own eyes perhaps less than 
nothing, a crushed worm. «• . . The waters saw in Israel, 
what tear*bliiided Israel could scarcely see for himsdf ; ^ 
the watm aav Mee, oh God, the waters saw ^4 
were afraid ; << the deep in amaaement uttered his 
voice,^ and in sB^ admiration and obeisance << lifted 
^ his hands on high.** ' 

What a mercy that the hoar hair** has eapeiieneed ' . 
so rich 4 Ihlfilment of promise, and been carried over 
■ g tiit n d 'on; which the strong man would have bowed, 



484 


yea, utterly fallen. We shall long to hear of that pre- 
cious oM pilgrim, who has been spared to follow so 
many oC his fellow-trarellers to their long home, and 
been so cheered with a full hope of their glorious re- 
surrection. ^ cannot attempt to express the joy wo 

have felt over dear Mrs. B ; but no wonder that 

that which causes a fresh burst of unuttenihle joy in 
that presence w’here is fulness of joy, sliould be mort* 
than our little narrowed hearts can hold or express 

For our dear C , we feel much and shall want 

to hear every particular. She is very dear to us, 
(and will b® for ever,) but not dcaa* enough for us to 
he willing to let her go home yet. 

I could fill sheets with telling yotf of all my dear 
people here. Oh ! they are too dear to me, tliey niak^ 
life so dear, that, I fear, I sinfully cling to it, and 
am in danger of loving my work better than my 
Master ; or, loving it for the work's sake instead of for 
his sake. But there is so much of vile self in it all, 
that I often have to mingle roy bitterest groans, with 
my liveliest joys. There is such a deeply interesting 
shaking and moving among the bones, which a short 
iiitie since, w^e so very dryw The word is working in 
many a conscience, and with some it proves itself to be 
tlie mighty power- of God. There are those, of course, 
who are taking advantage of fhU ofptMrance of life, 
Mid actual life in the open valley, and have crept 
: into some houses and led captive silly woman, and parti 
of the xyjth of Ezekiel have been strikingly exhibited; 
so that those who were lying in their blood, a few 
weeks since, are now trusting in thair own beaut/*hnd 
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tlio harlot, I feaar, m spiritual tfaioga; 
playing their ornaments and poUating their gifts. 

Our God can and irili manage his froward children, 
rule his servants well. The wrath, the folHes, 
infirmities of man shall all praise him, as far as he. 
allows them to break out, and the rest he ean and will 
restrain. 

I have been enabled to resume my cottage readings . 

again, and find not a few Lydias and Bcreans 

.A work is going on now, 

against which princijialities and powers shall fight in 
vain; a work which shall esteem all earth-wrought 
iron as straw, and brass as rotten wood. Meantime ^ 
sin not against tlie Lt)Ri> by ceasing to pray for us. 
Israel Is coming up from £^ypt, but they shall soon 
find Pharaoh liotly pursuing them, and crying out in 
fury and astonishment, “ Why have we let the people 

go?** m •• • 1 ask you to pray, 

r trust I need hardly ask you to praise; and you will 
got many a dear one around you to pray and praise 
with you. 


rll: 



LETTERS TO MRS* B N, 

SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 


LETTER I. 

SepteaAer 

My i>£Aii FBiEHt) — Could mj heart mahe itaelf Tiaible 
to you and my beloved cbildren every time H is with 
you, you would not often have to coniplatn of an 
absent Miss P— . I seem still to be popping^ about 
Itom one school to another, and from one child to 
another, and 1 may truly ‘ that separation has 
only served to increase my interest in all. And if one 
little drop of that mind which was in Christ Jesus, has 
made me t&us to yearn over these precious souls, what 
must that ocean of love wd pity be, from which 
this drop 18 communicated! How incessantly does 
Jesus walk in the midst of thetei sdbools! with what 
bowels of mercies does he upon his blood-bought 

diildiep! wi^ what tendcmess does he fold his little 
ones in the bosom of ererlai^g May you be' 

enabl^ to see him who is; mvulUe^ my d^ friend ; 
-So shall yoor labours be swes^ jf!^ ndnd Rfeh from 
your heart ovei^Wing 

.When b ^Ouity and perplbdtji you' hate- an 
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infallible CmmseUor ; when in troublo^ the tendereit of J 
Comforters ; when in joy, one who richly shares yoiaar , 
joy, in that he is seeing of the travail of his soul, and ' 
is satisfied; when weeping over the hardened and 
careless, you may even find a kindred spirit in Jesus ; 
when encouraging the fiunt-hearted, you have one 
with yon, who knows how to speak a word to the 
weary ; when succouring the tempted, you bave^ooe to 
appeal to, who kimws what it is to be tempted, yea, to 
go thiough the peculiar temptations of childhood; 
having been himself the child Jesus. When even 
coutemplalmg the awful sight of one hardened in sin, ; 
under instruction, you have one ^ go to who can ' 
teach you to say, Even so, Father,, if so it seem gcK>d 
in thy sight” Great, blessed, and glorious indeed, the 
honour of being employed for such a Master I Had 
our commission been like that of the prophet of old,' 
only to make the heart of the chtldrcu fa^ and their^ 
oars heavy, and to close their eyes; appalling and 
tremendous as the errand had been, yet the glory of 
the Master would have consecrated the awful task, 
and any command from that lip should have made 
us ready to say, "Here am I, send me.” But en«^ 
couraged, os we now are, to set about our 'work with 
the unfailing promise, that it shall nof be in vain in the 
Lord; that we shall. cqme again. rejoicing, hringmg 
our sAsorcr with however great the heat and 
burden of the day ; however long the period^ ere the 
|hadpw pi the e^wMiii^che^ the weary labotifier 9 y^ ■ 
tluuEikfully should we 

a Maiter, in imoh «a employment, end ' 
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with such a {^ospect ! And when, added to this> 
we hear him say, “ Lo, I am with you uluKtysi^ M'hen 
we see the Master not ashamed to eome and work 
with bis unworthy labourers; yea» when we see iiim 
taking all the roughest work, bearing all the heaviest 
burdens, standing between us and the scoi*chihg sun ; 
when we look back u^Km the time, when by day the 
drought consumed him, and the frost by night; when 
sleep departed from his eyes, that he might finish the 
work that was given him t4> do ; when we look forward 
to the time, when those among whom w^e have laboured, 
shall be the pay and the rejoicing of the beloved 
Hodeemcr’s soul, and shall grace his triumphs through 
eternity ; well may we count the hardest labours ease, 
and the longest years but a few days, for the love 
wherewith we should love him. 

Oh that he may shed abroad his love in our hearts 
by the Holy Ghost ! Oh that this precious breath may 
broatlie upon our gardens, that the spices may fiow 
forth! Then let our Beloved come into his garden, 
and eat his pleasant fruit ; and may the fruit abound 
more and more to the glc»ry of the riches of grace ! 

I will not indulge myself by asking <|uestions about 
each and all, because, if tlie Lord mil, I trust it 
will be but a little while iiuw ere I see you again, 
and hear every particular. Tell my dear girls, if 
they wish to give me a great treat on iny return, 
it will be to let you have a favourable report to make ; 

I have no greater joy than to ^ear this. 

Do not be prodi^^l of your heaita and stroxi^h; 
my dear fellow labourer; it b required in stewiurds' 
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that a inan be found faitliful — ^he is as unfaith^l who 
is wasteful, as he ;iirho hides his talent, and is too 
often set to work by self-pleasing and self-will: 
this is my case Tcry frequently, and this leads me 
to warn others. 


LETTER II. 

To THE Same. 

Avfintf Hiidt 182 r». 

1 FLATTEH luyself, luy dear fellow-labourer, that some 

iuteliigcuce respecting your S P<urty of friends 

will not be unwelcome or uninteresting to you ; and 
as wu may generally find a large bit of self at the 
bottojii of most of our actions, I must acknowledge 
that in now writing t(» you, 1 do feel very desirous 
to levy a heavy tax upon your prayers and praises 
on niy behalf. Say not, “ Wherewith shall I pay it ?” 
but look to him who can prepai'e the tribute nioiiev, 
even ill a fish’s mouth, and who can so enrich you out 
of his unsearchable riches, that you shall be able to 
ofier willuigly and largely of that which he has first 
given to you. 

"’ What a mercy it iv my dear M., ]that the field is 
the world — ^that we oeitnot say of one comer, ** Them 
is nothing to be done hem for the Lord.” What a 
mercy, that pur prpoioua Master does, not confine his 
cheering, life-giving presence to any particular spot, but 

y3 



is very near to each of his unworthy lahourers always, 
eyen to the remotest part of the ^rth — ever ready to 
fan the laziest spark of desire to |HT>mote his glory 
into, a fiaxne ; to lift up the hands that hang down ; to 
confirm the feeble knees ; and to say to them who are 
of a fearful heart, ** Be strong/* And oh, what a 
crouTiing mercy, to have that heaven of heavens 
poured, or even dropped, into our souls— >a desire to 
do his will and to glorify his name. Did he bestow 
no other blessing upon us, surely the joy, the privilege 
of serving such a Master, during the days of our pil- 
grimagein this dreary, uninteresting, waste howling 
wildemeiM, would call for loudest and sweetest notes of 
praise. Thanks, thanks unto our covctnaat God, for 
the willing mind $ thanks unto him who has afore pre> 
pared the work in Christ Jesus for us ; thanks unto 
him who has wrought all our works in us* Truly, 
praise is comely for us ; may it be increasingly pleasant 
to us ! » 

But while 1 would praise for this drop of heaven in 
my soul, I cannot, I must not forget that it is droj^d 
into a mort poisonous, leaky vessel. 1 W'ould remember 
that in me dweileth no good thing, but every thii^^ 
that defileth ; while an enemy fimm without is ever 
busy to stir up all the filthtnSSss, even the very dregs of ^ 
the cup, and pollute and poason sB that is holy and. 
heavenly. Then let me urge you to unite .porayer. whftl .; 
praise for your sinfial sister* « little vd^ile, and 
he who is now surrounded^ w^ iof his poor 

needy children, shall soon have only the praises of hia.. 
people to inhabit. 
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You heard, 1 think, of the mercies which encom- 
passed our going out and our coming in ; and every, 
day and hour since have we been loaded with benefits. 
A great door and cfiectual has been opened unto, us 
for visiting the poor, speaking to dear chfidren, . and 
. forming a fcmaie Bible Association. My adorable 
Master has indulged me in my fiivourite work of 
speaking to children. A nice school lias beim opened 
f(M* me on the Wednesday of about thirty children, am 
so large a one on the Sunday, that my des^t . and 
heart have almost failed me; but 1 trust 
the means of driving me to a nearer acquainto^^ wit! 
him who is tlie strength of my lieart, and of whom i 
18 my unspeakable privilege to add, “ My portion fo 
cf*rr.*’ It is a Sunday school of above a hundred chil 
dren ; itid so attentive a comjiany of children am 
teachers 1 never before addressed. But he only whi 
has graciously prepared tlie work for me, knows hov 
much my naturally very nervous constitution shrink: 
from any thing so public ; and it is my mercy to tel 
him aH my trouble, as my compaasicftaie High Priest 
touched with the feeling of my infirmity, and io be made 
willing in some happy moments even to glory in them 
that the power of. Christ may rest. upon me, and thai 
' he alone may be glonfied. Oh, in our right minds 
how should we rejoi<m in the exchange of our owi 
^poor, powerless pow^for the power of Christ! bow 
abould we |^ory in being Dte^ung rad less than nothing 
that Ch8;i8t,may.be all in s£[J 

• 1 need, scarcely ask you to reinember me in a 

Y 4 
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iiior6 peculiar manner on tbe Sunday momingt and 
on tbe Wednesday afternoon; nay, 1 know not that 
1 desire to specify any particular time. 1 am poor 
and needy every hour of the deji but the Lord careth 
for me 


LETTER III. 

To THE Sami:. 

November 1829. 

1 HUSTLED on iny things tliis afternoon, and out 
of the door, with tbe fall hope of laying yon a little 
visit, my dear friend and sister, and closing your thirty- 
ninth year with you. But my gracious Guardian aiid 
Keeper gently but steadily said to me, nay; for 1 
turned so faint, 1 was obliged to get hack to my 
sofa as soon as 1 coulcL My Gk)d bad another^nd a 
more useful lesson to teach his b^ved child — not 
so agreeable to tbe desb, but more profitable to the* 
spirit — that she ran do without a broken cistern, see- 
' iiig she has an overflowing Fountain. He will make 
her quite perfect in that hard saying which 

our dull souls are years in leailmig, and in tl|e want 
of which arises all our cravii^ voids at^ disaj^oint- 
ments, « There » none upon earth 1 desire beside 
thee.’* Ah, what a shame it seems^ that he who 
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fills all heaven with gladness shoula ^ot ne enough 
to fill oiir poor little souls» but that there iniist be a 
large corner left for a worm to fill. No wonder that 
that is an aching comer i no wonder that its unceasing 
cry is “ Give, give j” wonder that he whose name . 
is Jealous will not suffer the worm to fill the place 
which is bis by right and by purchase, and which will 
never be easy till it be possessed by him. Dearly as 1 
love you in the Lord, and much as I prize your love 
to HK*, 1 would gladly say, os 1 retire from my ill- 
deserved comer of yOur heart, << must mcrease, but 
1 must decreA&c** 

1 trust he will put strengtli in jne to plead for you, 
niy dear ** fellow-litbourer,** and to pull down many a 
blessing for you on your opening year.' He lias just 
told me, in language which 1 could uot mistake, that 
his eye and his heart are upon you for good, from the 
beginnmig of the year even unto the end of it ; and 
while 1 look at that heart rctHng in its love towards 
you, that'l.wakeful eye, beaming with care and tender- 
ness, wliat may 1 not ask ? what may 1 not expect ? 
iVogood wiU he withhold. . U your feilow-lahourer is. 
a good, you shall have her i if a shaking among tlie 
dry bones around you is a good, you shall have it s 
if blossom and fruit are a good, you shall have them. 

Ask vdiat 1 give thee,** is at the head of a 

measurekas blank, with no limit as to witliholding, 
but thia merdfiil otte, good will he withhold.” 

** What else we wan^ or think we do, *tis better still 
to want.” On the seal is engraved, ** My God xhall 
supply aU your nee<^ according to his riches in glory, 
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by Christ . Jesus.** lo filling up part of the blank, 1 
would fain put in, ^ Lord, let her liaTc a wrestling spirit 
for her needy sister ; and surely, Lord, in asking this, 
I ask according to thy will, for though I am poor and 
needy, yet t^ou carest for me.” ^ 

1 hare no little token of my love beside me to send 
you, but a little book, which has proved as a golden 
spade to me, in assisting me to dig into the golden 
mine. . May it be made such to you, my dear sister, 
and enable you to dig deeper and deeper into the un- 
searchable riches of Christ. I like it the better, be- 
cause it is^chiefiy formed out of that mine. Praying 
that you may richly cx|>crlcnce what it is to be Jiikd 
with all the fulness of God, 1 remain, ficc. 


LETTER IV. 

To THE Same. 

July 23rdf }833, 

How often has my heart talked with you, my^w 
fellow-labourer, and 1 trust 1 may say talked Ibr you, 
to our one own Father, Brother, Husbap^ Coun- 
sellor,; and unchangeable, immoveable Fkiebd. It is so 
, sweet to realize " One is yoiir Master,” when I go to 
r'hlm' for his dear directions for the day. Morning by 
'^morning I seem to meet around his door-posts many 
dear in the flesh, but dearer far in the Spirit. 1 have 
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walked over tke consecrated spot of ground at — — , 
and trod the little private path up to the houses with 
the hope that it would be better marked out one day^ 
and strewed tliiek with mercies^ and that it may form 
one of the increasingly flowery meadows you have yet 
to pass tlirough on this side the grave. 

The Lord seems to have strung two jewels on the 
link of Uie chain, which confined ua to this ]^ace» a 

schooLmaster and an infants’ school-mistress 

The Lord grant you to he quiiUt filled with all this 
fuluess, and never to £bd an empty craving corner. 


LETTER V. 
To TiU: Same. 


^ 9 ^. 8 ^^ 1830 . 

I FEAR, my dear fellow-labourer, you will have thought 
me long ill complying with your request for a few ^ 
moineots of my time, and in acknowledging the re- 
ceipt of your welcome letter; but while my heart has 
li^quently talked of you and for you, my hands, and 
head* and tongue seem to have been trebly engaged, 
and my adocaUe Master bas honoured me with such 
a press of occupation, that many times, I ihight truly;;' 
say, 1 had no leisure, so much as to eat .... * M jr/ 
brother and I started from home about ten days since, 
to endeavour to crowd into a week the work which 
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he had laid out for a iiiontli; God» oven our own 
God, hath blessed us, and prospered us, and so carried 
us through, that we were enabled to return yesterday. 
A great door and effectual is opened to us ; and you 
know what our God has inseparably connected with 
this— there are many adversaries.” But you know 
also, that it is the same hand that oi>cns the door that 
has created the w'aster to destroy ; *=* that hatli made 
leviathan, that piercing serpent that hath said, The 
deceiver and the deceived arc his all so fiLr enfUted 
by him and for him, for whom all things were made, 
that they shall just do his work, and promote his 
glory, though tlieir hearts mean not so, neither do 
they think so. If' the waster destroy, lie shall but 
destroy the spirit of slumber— the deathly calm of 
the cliUdren of men — ^for the Spirit immediately adds, 
** No weapon that is formed against thee shall prosper ; 
and every tongue that shall rise against thee in judg- 
ment thou shall condemn. This is the heritage of 
the servants of the Lord.” Hath he made leviathan ? 
he that made him can make his sw'ord to approach 
unto him, though ** be laugheth at the shaking of our 
spear;” and can put his hook in his nose, and his 
bridle in his jaws, and turn him whithersoever he 
pleaseth. Are the deceiver and the deceived his? 
Then, if a Pharaoh and all Egypt stand up against 
the Israelites, it shall be but for a manifestation of the 
mighty power of God, and tliat his nuuie may be do- 
ored throughout all the earth. 

.... My stock of strength has not been such as 
to lead me to glory in the flesh ; indeed 1 am seldom 
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without that difficult lesaon in my hand, Learn to 
glory in thine infirmitiefl, that the power of Christ 
may rest upon thee.** it is often exceedingly dis- . 
tressing, but 1 am quite sure, as soon as the lesson 
is thoroughly in my heart, tny kind Teacher will de- 
stroy the lesson book. { do hope I would not ^ish foir \ 
a grain more strength than will be laid out for his 
glory ; yet, if 1 were suicere in this, I should be 
. quite as happy, when laid by on a sofa, as when most 
actively engaged in his work; hut then old heart 
starts up, and taking up the language of new heart, 
says, “ Oh that I might have but strength to speak 
to these perisliiug souls night and day, and invite 
tiiein to Jesus !** But my Father quiets all with, 

** My child, thou shall do all my pleasure ; thou art 
my servant, in whom 1 will be glorified.** And my 
patient elder Brother says, All that the Father glveth 
me shaU come to me. I know' xny sheep, and them £ 
must bring, and they shall hear my voice.** And the 
Coinforteji^^ays, Thy people shall be willing, in the 
day of tb'l^wer.** 
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LETTER VI. 

To TiiB Sams. 

— e, oa-aot/h isso. 

I CAHKOT pass so near jon, my dear fellow-labourer, 
without dropping a word by the way, and what word 
so sweet as the salutation of the Spirit, ** Grace and 
peace he multiplied unto you tlirough the knowledge 
of God, and of Jesus our Lord,” according as hit 
divine power liath given unto us all things that pertair 
to and godliness, through the knowledge of htii 
thiit%(th called us to glory and virtue. Yes, niy deal 
friend, grace and peace are multiplied unto us in prO" 
portion as we acquaint ourselves with God, and wHI 
our Lord Jesus. Through this channel flows unto w 
the enjoyment of all things that pertain to life anc 
godliness. To know him l>etter and better, as having 
dll power in heaven and earth, as kovi^g us with ai 
everlasting love, as making over all he is, liad has^- tc 
us for ever ; this is life, this is l^e enjoyment of life 
this is to have all and abound. If to this life, and tc 
this godliness, / am to be the honoured means of odii' 
tributing, remember, I am among the all things,” me 
-■ : my God hath given me to you. If I am not given U 
you, rest assured 1 am not amon^/tiie all things, aii> 
should rather be a source of death than of life. • • « • 
..... Give iny love to all the des,r tduldren ; tel 
them T sometimes read 2 Cor. nii. 20, 21, with a* 
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eye to them, tfnd witb & trembling heart. For joa^ 
my dear sister, I look at Rom. L 10—12. I long* to 
take in the 9th verse, but it is too high for 'me. 


LETTER VII. 

Tp THE Sake. 

13/^ 1837. 

HAT think you of home, niy dear sister ? Perhaps 
this is the next question to, what thbk ye of Christ? 
and either will ascertain Uie spiritual pulse pretty wdl. 
Bat where is the believer truly at home^ save in . 
Christ, and what is Christ to the believer but home 
with all its comforts, all its security, all its quietness 
and charms? Our strong habitation, whereunto we 
may continually resort; no form, no &ar, an open, 
door, a feeling of welcome that you can have no where 
else. I know not what place yon call home on earth, 
my dear Mary, but the question I was pnag to put to 
: you, ** when do you think of coming, home ?” led me 
just to inquire, what ikivk you of home ?** He ; 

builds too low, who builds beneath the skiea.*’ I would 
not have you ca^ even your snug little comer your 
;h6me, bit m you find Christ in it. 



500 


LETTER. VIII. 

To THJE Same. 

■ /■*, 1838 . 

You will begin to think it long, mj dear Mary, ere 
you hear any tidings of us, though I hope you have 
heard second hand from home; I cannot tell you 
how greatly your letter rejoiced us, and how xnuch^ . 
it cheered and interested me; truly our God is very 
{Htiful and of tender mercy. ‘ Sometimes I think he 
has shamed me out of all fear and cares for ever; 
yet, let but one little cloud come over iny sky, and 
the crop of these noxious weeds is as rampant und as 
abundaitt as ever. In reading the xcvth Psalm to-day, 

1 might ftjell cry, “we have sinned, with our forc*- 
' fathers, we have done amiss, and dealt foolishly, tve 
have tempted him and proved him forty years long” 
Ah, those are long years, long days, long hours, when 
we arc limiting and tempting the Holy One of Israel, 
harbouring hard thoughts of him, and sinfully asking, , 
“ Can God do this for me ?" The good Lord keep ua 
out of these depths; or, if we fall into them, may he 
enable us to realize that the deep places of the earth . 
are lA his hand; or, if we are enabled to walk upon 
our high places, and feel our mountain stand stroi^ ; 
may we as deeply realise that the strength of ."&e hw' • 
is his also; surdy, If ever children should come into 
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their father’s ptei^nce with thanksgiving, we are those 
children; bow gimt is your blessedness, to see your 
beloved mother alive for evermore, and to hear Imt 
happy soul magntfyHhe Lord, and her spirit rejoice in, 
God her Saviour. ... 

.... I do not like"^ any any thing about your 
movements, as they will depend very much upon your 
beloved mother’s state of body and mind. The Lord, 

I know, will prepare her heart and yours, for all that 
he has pre{)ared for you tn the way of providence. The 
ehariot in which he conveys his dear people home, is 
pared with love, and in this they can safely and 
fortably travel over the roughest parts of their ap- 
pointed journey. You will, perhaps, write to me again, 
and toll me how she is, and whether it appears likely 
that she is to leave you, or you to leave lier. If her 
chariot and servants come for her, it will be a glorious 
equipage, and I trust you will all be enabled to rejoice, 
when you see lier step Into it, and just feel, that he 
hath dealt well vritli you, and with her, according to 
his word. 



602 


LETTER IX. 

To THE Same. 

Sept, 24rt, 1839- 

Have you had any hard thoughts of me, my dear 
feUow-labourer ? Well, I must not complain if you 
hare; for I should have had many hard ones of an 
unchangeable friend, bad 1 been as long without 
hoaik'ing from him. But hi* assured, my <lear frieiuC 
it . was love which dictated silence, lore to you, and 
especially love to your dear father, who, I fear, will 
mias his prop tiie more, now that he is deprived of 
one, on which he had been accustomed for so many 
years to lean. But whatever props are hnocked from 
under the believer, everlasting arms are stiU under* 
Death, and when the prop is gone, we do 
sensibly realize the softness and the strength of those 
precious arms. Ob, that it may be thus with himl 
He is sure also of getting good interest upon you, for 
the ll^e while he lends you te the Lord here below, 
nothing less tlian a hundred-fold ; and if he does not 
. seem to receive it in full tale now, he will, when he. 
sees his child before the throne, wnth the hundred chil-': 
dren whom the I^rd hath given her; and when he 
swells her notes of eternal pniise, and feels that she is 
to go np more out. . 



LEtTER X. 


To TB£ Same. 

Januarff 26th» 

It is deep sjmpatlij, iny dear fellow-labourer, 
tbat 1 hear of your indisposition, and 1 fear it mokes 
me naughtily long to resume my share of labour, and 
to relieve a little your head, and hands, and heart. But 
all that 1 feci is only a drop out of the full heart of 
your Jesus, who is as able, os he is willing, to be head, 
hands, feet, heart, yea. the strength of your heart ; all 
in all to you. I was engaged in my waking hours, last 
night, in pleading for you, and probably we met at 
the same time, and at the same place, to put in our 
petition each for the other. I ho[>e yon have not 
worried yourself about the Sunday-school. Let us 
remember, my dear friend, there is no chance in dte 
coming and leaving of our dear children : no difficulty 
with the Lord, to brmg or to keep, and no mistake in 
removing. May we lie quiet in his precious hands^ 
witli a single eye to his glory ; and be enabled to say^ 
with our beloved elder Brother, mider discooragemeots 
and wintry seasons, Surefy my judgment is with the ^ 
Lord, and my work with my God.** .... 

. • • « 1 would roll you up iu I Tbess. r. 33, 34, and 
rexpain your very faithful friends 
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LETTEB XL 
To TH® Same. 

I MATE Beared^ half a minut^ my dear sister, but lest 
you should take it hard if you have not oue word, I 
must write throe, if no more, and aj^iu say, “ I love 
you.’' Blessed be our eovenant God and Father ! « Ask 
what you wi/A** See. Wondrous to put such a blank into 
our hands ; we give him cause to till it w'ith, “ O fools* 
and slow of heart,” 

The same post that brought your letter, brought one 
^hich ([uite set aside the other ive had any idea <kf. 
Our kind Lord thus made it doubly plain. Be very 
- much ill prayer for me ; much lies before me ; botli for 
the ilesh and for the spirit. Oh, I talk like one of the 
foolish WiOinen, and the next moment . 1 may be iu my 
long home, 'and have <louc with iiglitu^s without, and 
fears within. But ejuite as safe here, and aa happy, 
when my will is one with iny Father’s. 

Oh, how iny poor old heart is torn ahrkut I 

But new heart re.sts sweetly in the ark, and rides over 
the troubled w'aters .... 



LETTERS TO MRS. B , INFANT 

SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 


LETTER 1. 

1825 . 

I CAN»oT tell you how often my thoug^hts are with 
you, my dear fellow-labourer, and with what afPectiou 
I bear you and your precious charge upon my hearty 
when I go to my God to ontreat the richest blessings 
for those whose welfare is very dear to me. I feel 
that it is now all that I can do for you ; and this, per- 
haps, makes me more earnest in prayer than when I 
could be with you dfuly : iu this way, if in no other, 
sliall we find that ihy absence is assuredly among the 
ALL things that work together for your good. It is 
one of our hardest lessons, to leani to cease from mail ; 
and one, over which we, perhaps, show the most Hi 
temper, stupidity, and stubbornness. I can birt 
the patience and meekness of our heavenly IiiirtractQr, 
bearing with the provocations of his sous and W 
daughters on this point. I can but wonder that W 
. does not blow down, in a whirlwind of jealousy aiid 
displeasure, the many props which our idolatrous hearte : 
have been so busyein rearing, and on . which they 



t$ke tach Might ia leaniogt while thoj are ho prone 
to defiari IVom tho living God. fimtewl of thut, how 
oareihnyi bow tenderly doe*< he deni with u»> ! With 
what a gi'ntlc touefa ihH«i lie tthake the |>ro|*, wiirniTig 
iiH not to lean too oiueh ii}K»n it ; and. if wo ioret^ hint 
to remo>e it iilterl,^, with vihat reluetunce doe<« iie do 
ft ; hoi\ pliiiiiK do**ii he that he does 

W'illiiigly. and that in all 4»iir aiiiietionH h«* i** iiHluMid. 
Keinoiiila*r, niy dear friend, that when props an* re- 
moved, it not that \oii should Jhih hut that \ou 
may n»st iiu»ro simfily ujnm thine e'terlusiini^ anus 
which are underneath \<iu; and iiia\ n*rt)i/e m*»n of 
the tenderness io\e, uii«i faithftilness with which t)ie% 
enein*]e )<iu. Though you eaunot now my ** f am a 
worker tftgether with Miis P-- — you un* privi- 
leged to line fur, far higher liinguage, and to su\, 
*• I am a hihonrer together witli Hod.*' 1 Cor. tii. J#. 
j\iid, surely, then' is no part of our adornhle latrd'** 
i.ilxMir that he takes more delight in than among lits 
luueli-loved infants. Alas his presence elu'er ><m, iiis 
e<MiiHel guide you, his wisdom teiu'h you, Inn love warin 
^>ou, and ilia approbutiiui encourage you. Tell ms dear 
little ones bow much Miss Imes them, and how 

ftlie longs to Kw them again. 
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LETTER tr. 

To TUE Same. 

September 0th, 1830. 

Mr OKAR Fei.low-laboureb.^ 1 cannot let a paiTj!^ 
jyo a few words to you ; and I sliould iiule^ 

have written to you before, but that I know my dear 
friends, to w'hom 1 have w'ritten, let you share tlie 
sjKiil with them; and that yon have all thjiifrs hi 
e* * 0101011 . 'J'liis thought is often very sweet to me, 
wilt !) 1 road xnv best letter, to know that all whom I 
love are enjoying the same. Did you enjoy the sw'C!et 
little note sent us to-day? Fear not, O land: be 
glad and rejoice : for the Loud will do great things.*' 

Could you slip the word S n in, instead of land ? 

May tlic Lord speak tills word to you again and again, 
my ilear friend, ** Peace be unto you ; fear not.** And 
when he giveth quietness, who can imike tr«»uble ? 

We are but just returned from B— n Q ; and 

1 am sure you will be very thankful to hear that we 
were greatly delighted with all we heard and saw . • « . 

inquired much after you fill, and told 

me to tell you, “ that the Lord was feeding them by 
means of poverty.** The unriddling of this riddle is; . 
that they are driven, through the poverty of public 
means, to liyc u][)on the Scriptures and to cease from 
man. There is not any quo they can hear with plea-*' 
sure or profit; and I assured them theirs was no un- 
common case ; Indeed, I do think the Lox^ is thus' 

* ' -■ ' • z 2 
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drivu^ many of hi» dear olititdren to nay, “ I will Iwar 
wliat Goo the Loan wtU apeak unto mof and they 
are taught to ait at his feet, and wait at the p(e>tH of 
his gatOf insteiid of lying down, half to have 

truths, which have ham dug out of the niiue by others, 
poured into thi'ir cars. « . , . • . 

f wnd you Heh. x5«. *i<», *iK anil iny \er) ^iueere 
and wi>*hcs. 


LKTTEH Iir. 

To 'iiir SiMK. 

\orfmhcr Vlth, l>^32, 

Ml i>PiR FnLUtw-LAiioiRKK — I aiu anhaincd to find 
my hi^art lowing after you a«» it does; for our precious 
Master can have nuule no mistake in assigning u» our 
diiferent place's in his luieyard* Oli that our e\e may 
Ih* single, simply fi\ed ujMin him; and our Jicuit guile- 
less, iiit<*nt u[Mm iiuishing the woik he has gi\eii us t<» 
lio' And, then, it will imt luiieh matter who works 
nearest to us, or farthest oflf. If our Boas is with us, 

it IS enough. How happy you all niaiJe dear I k ! 

1 trust it was a season of refreshing to you all ; not 
from the presence of a worm ; but from the prt*seuce of 
the liOKO. 

.... My dear Lord ^ives me dally strength for 
daily labour, just enough, and none to sjiaro ; and tliat 
is just nice U> be kc«pt hanging upon him. The OM 
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man iovets inde^iandence. The Mta man lovea to 
dependent, lu the former la amcictyi danger, rum; iui 
Uie latter, peace, safety, sdvation. I long to talk to so 
many, if it is only on paper; but I dare not leave my 
Master’s work for such self-gratSficatloii. We shall 
have eternity for talking of aU his wondrous works 
only an inch of time fur inviting poor srnuers to come 
into the ark. May we all be up aud doing. Yours is 
an honourable, a blessed post : the Loan make you as 

showers of blessings to hif little flock Grace, 

meny, aud peace lie multiplied unto you. 


LETTER IV. 

To THE Same. 

C n, August 1st, 183:i. 

My DEAit Frie>’d — I fear you have often tliougliit 
me shabby, if not unkind, in not writing to you more' 
frequently ; but truly, it was not from want of in- 
cl illation, but from being pressed with various occupa- 
tions, I may say, almost daily, above strength; not 
tliough, so as to despair of life, but in the bless^ , 
assurance, that he who losetb hU life for Christ’s saie^ : 
shall keep it unto life eternal. Oh, the miseiy of,, 
huggpug up one’s life within self: like a corn of wh^' 
kept above ground, it is hut a com still — “ it abidetbt, . 
alone ; but if it die, it bringetli forth much fruit.** ■-0^ 
most have been an act of faith which first oommitod 
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•seed to the ground; and oh, what blessed faith, daily 
and hourly to ** hate our life in this world.^ Have 
you observed the boautihil conformt^ of head uud 
members ? John ui. 23—- 26. Have ybu hoard the 
sermon in every full ear of corn ? See how our Jesus 
has obtained a harvest which has fully satisfied his 
soul. See the mocu fridt of his giving his life a 
ransom for many. See the Christian who is most 
conformed to his image. There is the bundred-foltl 
Christian ; it matters not whether it be iu the pulpit., or 
the cottage; the abundant crop is there. Do not, 
however, imagine, that because I know these things, 
I therefore do them. Oh no! I scat*cely know the 
feel of a cross ; mine is much of self-pleasing, show, 
field-ilay work, tinklmg cymbal, and such like. Your 
little corner is a more favourable place for such a 
dying, living life. The buekling-to to the same thing 
day after day, with little or no excitement from feUi>w- 
creatoros’ gaze ; the w ear and teai* of miiwl and body ; 

con^ant tax upon faith and patience ; these furnish 
a glorious means for conformity to your glorious Heftd, 
and doubtless shall be found unto praise, and honour, 
and glory at his apiiearing. May he iiri|)art to you 
much HIS mind, for truly it wants bettor materials 
^.thaiii your own can furnish, for such a life as this : and 
; oh, the mercy to know that Ac is your life, and thia 
because he lives you shall live also ; live a life of faith 
here, and of glory hereader. Surely, my dear friend, 

, we v^ho have been taught of God, that it is not 
i- who live, but Christ who Uveth in us, have a 
double heaven to thank for. If we had to trust to 
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sparkti of our own ktadling, we might toil early and 
late, and use poor nature’s bellows tiU they were con- 
sumed,. and after all, lie doam in sorrow, and in, 
darkness* 

. . . . i visit you very often in spirit ; I open the eye 
of faith, and see you hoimured above millio]^ I see 
you labouring, not for the meat which perishkh ; but 
for that which eudoreth to everlasting Uie* .- I see you 
labouring, not for a crumbling world ; hut to {urnish 
lively stones for'the temple of the living God, which is 
t4) stand for ever 


LETTER V, 

To THIS Same. 

C «, Oct(^^ 1833 * 

My wear Fellow-jlabocreh — How often do my eyes 
and my heart rest u[Joa you! Yes, rest-— there are’ 
not many things under the sun upon which they can 
rest ; for the earth reels to and fro like a drunkard^ 
and IS tossed as a thing founded upon the s^u, and. 
established upon the floods. But upon the dear, fiiitlf 
ful labourer, in the unspeakably happy vineyard, my 
very heart and soul can and do rest. ^ ** Sweet their 
portion is and sure ” Much of their work, to be su^ 
lies under the ^ods; hut none the worse for thaViit ; 
shdl come up in his season. 1 the Lord will, )uU|^ 
it in his season*” Light is sawn:’* straa|^ seed! 
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.glorious crop ! The poor old labourer sees some who 
have borue the heat and burden of the day with him, 
droppuig off around him ; but what of that ? they 
enter into rest, and fresh ones are coming into the 
held. At times the sun beats hot upon his head ; but 
his Master has provided a g^and shadow from the 
heat ; no less than his own precious Self. The Lokj> 
is thy shade u])on thy right hand.’* Sometimes clouds 
arise, and sky is overcast ; but ho has a Sun that 
shall not go down, an everlasting light, fur the Lord 
God is his Sun. Sometimes his fellow-labourers vex, 
or distress him; but he lias One to work with him, 
who never tires, never ueglects, nefi'er worries — “ Cer- 
tainly 1 will be with theeV’ is company enough. Happy, 
happy the people that are in such a case ! 


LETTER VI. 

To THE Same. 

C-*— a, 2(5//!, 1831. 

My deab Fbund— W e long to hear how you are 
getting, and whether another olive-branch has made 
its appearance at your table. They are precious 
branches, coming, os they do, in connection with 
‘ The Braaesh,’* full of the rich sap' of exceeding 
^cat and precious promises, to which the amen has 
been set in Christ Jesus. Look at that sweet one to 
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thw point, Isaiah Ux. 2J ; bow graciously the “ seed^s 
seed** are provi<lc(l for ! what a goodly portion 1 The 
multiplied little faces, with their compcmnd inultipli- 
cation of wants, necMi not fill your hearts with the 
anxious inquiry, « What shall they eat ? or, what shall 
they drink ? or, wherewithal shall tliey be clothed 
Your heavenly Father knoweth that they have need 
of all these things, and having given them the best 
treasures of his kingdom, will he withhold the needful 
triilos of earth ? These are, as Guruall says, but the 
paper and pack-tlircud thrown into the bargain. When 
you see them all around you in glory, you will not 
.think you have had one heart-ache too many ; only, 
my dear friends, see to it that you have the pledge of 
the fulhlmeiit of the covenant, in that you have grace 
to crucify old nature, and not honour yoor children’s 
will instead of tlie will of God. I see no covenant- 
breaking, but a covenant-keeping God m the many 
weeping Elis, silent Aarons, and miserable DaWds 
of the present day. I see he is very faithful who 
hath said, Those who honour me I will honour, 
and they that despise me shall he lightly esteemed.*^ 
The unmeaning “ Nay, my sons,” or the self-pleasing 
abstaining from , displeasing a child, with a “ Why 
hast thou tlone so ?” 1 Kings i 0, may produce the 
Hophni, the Phinehas, and the Adouijah ; but not the 
Israelite circumcised in heart from*the eighth day 
forward. I know well that the first step in denying a : 
child, is to deny self; in this, as every thing .else, the 
road to the crown is mtirked out by the daily crttiifi, 
planted in each dear footstep of that gioxjoiis Pore-. 

. *3 



ninner, who ** pleased not himself :** and we ioni 
from the footsteps of the chief Shepherd and tlic little 
dock at our peril. 

The Lord ^ive thee understanding in all things^ 
andf knowing these things, gtre thee grace also to do 
them. I have no reason to think yon are wanting on 
this point ; but as I see a general deficiency, I long to 
know tliat every twig of your dear, growing family 
is decidedly, devotedly, unreservedly trained for, and 
dedicated to your God ; then shall each one prove an 
added comfort, and you shall surely find that “ He 
is faithful who hath pruniised.” 


LETTER Vn. 

To THE Same. 

C «, Jtmimry 29M, 1R3*S. 

1 rioFE you will never scruple to tell me 

all that is in your heart. Oh wdiat have I asked! 
No, tlie true Soloinon alone could bear with such 
disclosure. The siits of one day in the best kept 
heart., would be enough to frighten every fellow sitiiier 
far away, and leave its possessor, like the poor de- 
serted leper, uttering, through a dreaiy waste, the 
dismal sound, " Unclean, unclean 

Happy for thee, poor leper^ that , thou hast a hiding- 
place, whereunto thou mayest continually resort; a 
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liiding^place of one pearl, so precious, so brilliant, that 
even thou art brilliant in his brilliancy, lovely in his 
loveliness, perfect in his comeliness. Oh, *<let the 

children of Zion be joyful in their Kin^.” 

1 do not wish to slip out of hariiesB ; he who lias given 
the work, has undertaken also to work ail our works in 
us. One is our JVluster, great is our reward 


LETTERS TO MRS. S H., 

SCnoOI.*M18TREs»S. 


LETTER I. 

C /I, Juft/ 27/4, 1S31. 

1 MUST not let you go without a line, my dear Mrs. 
S— h, if it is only to thunk you for your nice long 
letter, though my head aches very much, and tells me 
I have done too much to-day. Ah, my deai* fellow- 
labourer, « work while it is day do not have to le»irn 
tht^ value oi your privilege, as I have, by being de- 
prived of it ; and ** take heed to your spirit.” 

1 verily believe I should not so often be ‘laid on the 
shelf, if there were less of wretched in my doings. 
Oh that I could but lei^ while in labours more abun- 
dant, to speak plainly, and from my very, very heart, 

‘ z 4 
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Jf^ Well, I shall, 1 must lea^ it, ere I get 
to., that blessed la&d, whet^ every crown is oast at 
the Redeemer's ieet, and every glory strewed under 
his throne. 

1 hope you have sent us every parUcular. 1 should 
just like to hear of each diild as if you had but 
one. Have you miliaged to shut prejudice and par- 
tiality out ? they fare unwearied and perscveriug, and 

most iiyiOriouB I siq^pose you are be- 

gmning to think of harvest and home; there ie sweet 
and connection in the words, certainly. ^^The 

Lord fix our hearts upon the last harvest and long 
home ! 

.... Tell my dear children how often 1 am with them 
in spirit ; may I add, ‘‘joying and beholding their 
order ?” Give my very kind regards to them, 8k» 


LETTER H. 

To THE Same. 

, tSipi.2Hrd, IS.'ll. 

.... When you have an opportunity of writing, pray 
tell me every particular of. the schools, and whether 
you are enjoying much coUimonion with the Father of 
spirits, and are enabled to be much in prayer for 
the souls commijiled to your, charge. Your w^ork is 
but begun when jmnr cbildrmi leave you for the day ; at 
least, if your heart iiltke my heart, I find the easiest 
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tiine is while I am with The fight of 

aQd the labour of l»Te» and the great conflict^" if c 
in the secrcjl chamber, and form ike most importa^ 
part of our work. What is done m public is, # it, 
were, but the of what takes plaee in private ; 

the one canned flourish or decay* but the other wfll - 
make it manifest. The Lord give you much of a 
wrestling spirit ; may he put strengdi in you, enabling 
you to lay hold of his strength, and as a prtnoe to have 
power with God. .... . 

.... I begin to be deeply interested ih iKuiie of our 
children here, and I think I can see the oi God 

upon the consciences of some. .... Tber^ are some 
cheering blossoms, but there arc soihe blossoms, we 
know, which drop ofiE^ and are succeeded by no fruit. 
Still “ our labour is with the Lobd, and our work w'ith 
our God.” And 1 often look at a saying of our be- 
loved Pastor^s, " It is reward enough for the hardest 
service to have Christ for our Master.” .... 

.... Say to my dear girls ail that a most afiec- 
tionaie teacher and faithful friend say: nay, 1 

have imposed too heavy a task upon you, but do assure 
them of my continued love and earnest desires for their 
real happiness, and hc^ive the same, my dear friend, 
for yourself, &c. 
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letteh 111. 

To THE S4V[>. 

Marvk *JtAt 1^33. 

Mt bcloveil 8i8tor Kins I 5iu), written to you» UoHr 
Mr8. S h y and left me many Ut write to; lint 
still 1 do not like to ap|>ear to pass you by. 1 knoi^ 1 
need gi\tf mi eharges about tlie work. I am pleased to 
tbink that it is sure to be nicely done ; if I any 
charge about it, it woidd be Don’t let it occupy too 
laig;e a place in your or your children’s thoughts autl 
anxieties.” It is well with Martha to pro\ide u dinner, 
with ^Vnn to get work nicely done ; but uhen if is a/i 
}ircparing dinner, and arranging work, and ini leisure 
or inclination for sitting at the Ma*iter » lef>t, and 
hearing his word, ho will soon make us hear, in h voice 
which will nearly break the heart of a lo\ing child, 
^ Martha, Martha, one thing is needful.** Try, my 
dear friend, to realiEe that each day tiuiy be th(‘ hist 
you may spend with your bcholars, either ah it regards 
your own life^ or that of one or more among them. 
Often think you hear tlie voice of the Chief Shep« 
herd, an ho turns in to look at the dock oxer which 
be has made you overseer, inquiring of the little* ones. 
Children, have you any meat?” Oh let it not ho 
that they should ever be able to answer no T l^et him 
not hud mistress and children diligent in business, but 
cold in spirit, llememher that the school is dedi- 
cated to him in no common manner ; that he has been 
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repeatedly beacmglit to dwell there ; to eet jbia eyea iiH 
hi8 hoar! upon it perpetually i and that we eng^siged i|^ .. 
train up those with whom he . entrusted u|^ net for- 6U|^ : 
only, hut for heaven. Your responsibility, my 
feilow*labourer, is almost crushing ; but 1 wish yofu to 
feel it, that you may live with the ^ngiug cry, « Who 
is sitlKcieiit for these tlduga F* and realise, moment by 
inoiiteut, that your sufficiency is of God. . • . . What 
I have said springe from my own observations, and 
from knowing the plague of my ovm heart. ' 

Accept my very best wishes for the sew prosperity 
of you and your loved flock, and betieve h;. 

LETTER IV. 

To THE Same. 

C 

Dbah 1*V.llow*^aboi7Bsb---^Is it ’weU; Ihee ? Is 
it well with thy children? How. I do;locig to peep 
at you all ! I suppose my forme# inflmte.OT your 

great girls and I tnuft I shou^ hot only 

grown in stature, ^but as their Elder Bnkhinrgrew. Is 
your work your wages, my dear friend ? , and do you 
put the Lord in remembrance , of that good' word, upoh 
which, I trust, he has httused ycu to ho]^*— ** He that 
watereth others shall he watered also hnhsetf ?” And, 
indeed, she that .lalmurm, iipirt'hejlfrsrpas^^ of the 
fruits, or she will be wefddy«tmis^^ lahooiW. 
Go straight to your adorable^ Master, and get hhn 



520 


to blefts mA break every bit of bread be^re you at- 
to fet it bef<»re your children ; then, mid then 
ib|ly; shall tb<i^* 1ms well BUedi while you will find for 
;,y6urself that you have more at the end of the feast 
than at the beginning. 

Kemeinber me tenderly to any, old or young, who 
still keep a corner in their hearts for me, &c. 



LETTER V. 


To THB SaMR. 


n, Jnn» 31s/, 183}^. 


Mt BEAU Mrs. S— — h-— Y our letter was very in- 
teresting to me, as every thing connected with deat* 
wifl ever be; I am sorry to hear of your 
and ^oidd it eontiuun so, I trust 
you wl^^'hsTe both health and strengtli to shepherd 
them.ttj^ sooia^ and seek that which is lost, and bring 
again Uiat 'which iii*dm,cn away; our cucinics are 



. lirel;)^. sihd and may well keep us on 

th'a aleift! lyiitb iStil we mre often slumbering, while 
. they, are plotting ; we are sleeping, while they are 
^ sowii^ ti^. 1 am truly thankful to bear that you 
, ;opened the, year with prayer; ^is is the best security 
for clomag It with praise. 


^ 1 mii^ long to sec ^d yQil^i|ll again, but I am 

very glo^I but iriy own path, or to 

order h^wn st^; it is s^e traVi^g to come up 
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from the wilclemesA leaning npon our BeLored. He is, 
indeed, eyes to us in the wilderness ; liis command is, 
Lc^; all thy wants lie upon me.** He will defrajy/^ 
our exiHmses, and never leave us till he hath done that 
which he liath spoken to us of, and that is, to set us 
before his presence for ever. Happy are the (leople 
that are in such a case ! . . . . 

.... 1 used to think 1 bad plenty U> do before the 
Lord was pleased to add to my labour, hut “os thy 
day,** &c. has not broken doarn yet. 


LETTEBS TO THE MISSES 


LETTER I. 

•• c — 

How truly kind of you, my duar. friends, 
selves 80 much trouble for one so uuu’orthy of. lt. = 0 ^ 
how you do all shame me with your Ifiwe and kind- 
ness, and make me think I must have the hyjio- 

critc among you. I look withiiii, and all w, dif- 

ferent from what you seem to think of m%/80 li^le. of 
my Master, so much of myself; and us to what I was 
any of you, while gomg in and out moo]^ ^ou, .I W 
only overwhelmed by recollection of w^t left 
undone, or ^»e in 

But you seeni like W 
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to fori^et Etidi forgive all that iraa wrong, and to men* 
tion only what was lovely and of good rejiort. Ah! 
Ui him he all the praiae for that, and now, in the foun- 
tain, may you «eek a hat you have ioat in the nrack«Hl 
caateru. 

How often, my dear kind irieuda, have 1 thtmght <if 
what I aaid to you, 1 believe in my laat viait, of the 
healdbinaaa of this place ; how haa every gale, as it hoK 
Idown npon my ahattered frame, said ** It is not in me 
to give ht»a]th and strength/* The rooms arc* iiuhn^d 
ajMcions, and the lawns are very lovely; all luitnn* 
smiles around; hut I have hetat as a faded ilower 
amidst the luxuriance <»f health and beauty. And is 
there any mistake in this? c<mld not he \vho niake^ the 
little flower flourish uuiler my feet, put lift* lunl \i;;>Mur 
hiio my feohle frame ? I e<iulil alfiuist think n(% paper 
Unshed at the queMiou. Ah! a ere it for t;)or\« 
how soon conld hr give me the uings of an e.i]L>le, and 
the strength of a lion ; hou should I rmi iij> and <lown 
and new be weary in his work. Dut it is for his 
gioiry that I am weak atkd crumlding ; luy iimer man 
says gladly, therefore, will I rather glor> in my 

infinmiies, that the power of ('hrist may rest ujam 
me.** “ Even so, Father, for so it seemeth g«M>d in thy 
higbt.** Oh that sweet, quieting w»>rd, “ h'aUier,” ho 
foil of bidm for evety wound, of wdief for eviTy eare. 
For the moat oflltcted of his children to ehaiige estates 
with tlie highest angel, were surely an utis|H*akahlc 
loss* 'Oh the held tliat word, *^Faihar,** has upiai the 
heart of our Ood ; whilst I can plead that with him, 
throvgli nor Lord Jti^a Christf need T fear that a 
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FiiIIiihv atiid H Father 9 wiU for bread, glye me a 
stoiie? or fop a fish, a serpent? No, if he ^ve me 
siekness and pain, these arc the bread, this is the fi^ 
if he withhold health and ease, tliese 'are the stone and" 
the sinrpeut. May He keep me from e?er questioning' , 
tlie love, the power, the wisdom of his fotherly heart ;:; 
that heart which has iiboanded towards me in all 
tenderness, wisdom, produce, justice, judgment, and 
mercy 


LETTER IL 
To Tun Sams. 

6*— R, October, 1833. 

And do you think, my dear friends, that ym have If^ . 
your comfortable niches in my heart? No, I trust yow^ 
know better. You know that we are fought of ©qd 
love one another; and that his Ic^ssons are 
ilay, but for eternity. Real Christian love, lus it. 
from the throne of God and the Lamb, ]|p>weYer brolfoa .? 
and interrupted in its course, by Ute u^s and downs 
iiur marred earth, still presses on threrngh chosen , 
vessel, and must'and will return to its high mid glen, 
rious level. Yes, when mere creature love ^s sunk fo' 
its low origitud, we shall^be refreshed with rivers . 
that love, of w^ch it was our high privilege to ha^ k ; 
sip by the way. 'Oh, pifocious Jesus! what do we nqf ■ 
owe him for the- luxuries of his banqueting b^Mu* 



.below, and for the wondrous preparatbns made for us 
above! Had^ie dragg;ed us througb a tbousoud bells 
to his bosom and bis throne, how could we sufficie^j 
praise himjp But, as though it had been'a lighi^ thing 
to feast us through oternitjr, he spreads a table for us 
in the wilderness, in the presence of our enemies, and 
knows no limits to the [Kiuring forth of his liouuty, 
except in the siualbuHis of the cup we present to him. 
For, lo I he keeps it running over, testifying that we 
are, not straitened In him, hut in our own bowels. 
What a luxurious dish, what a daint)*, is Christian 
love and communion, and how graciously does he 
.^ji^onr his children with it! 1 rejoice to hear tliat 
Cyou have so much of it in your pahcet and that the 
'gooil and pleasant sight is exhibited there* of brethren 
and sisters dwelling together in unity. 

My heart often visits you, and my body could like U* 
sit down with you again ; and it shall, if there be an^' 
in such an event, fc»r any r»f us ; so it may make 

easy Are you sowing in faith ? or are you 

■^in. nature’s bustle sometimes?* She is a strange busy- 
i*^dy, and sadly impatient. The Lord increase unto us 
'^that precious fajth which docs iK»t moke haste ! 

. Accept the re-assurance of my very faithful love, 
and do not foiget to love your friend, &c. 
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LETTER III. 

To THE Same. 

Fehfvary Athy 1836. 

I MUST not let ii parcel go without a word to you, my, 
dear friends ; for well do 1 know, that if a friend do not 
speak, an enemy will ; aiffd will let drop a stitch, wficb 
will run a strange, long way, in the eurious, cunnings 
work of the knitting together of hearts. Yet you seem 
to Ilf pretty well assured of the* l(»ve 1 bear towards 
you, and that from a few poor, paltry acts, or a few 
half alive expressions. Oh, iny dear friends, this is. 
calculated deeply to humble me. What could have been 
d<»ne II hire, that my God hath not done for me, and yet 
it is to(» often with stauunering lips an(La Hutteriug 
heart, that I can say, “ I have known and beliered the 
love that God hath to me?” How unkind our suspi* 
cions ! how ungrateful our misgivings ! how unreasoil* , 
able our expeetatious ! seeking some sign from heaven^, 
when wc have his own word by us, in which language; 
is beggareil to express the exceeding greatness of Kia 
love towards us; every letter warmed with his 
heart’s Wood ; every truth glowing with the character 
of its womlrous Author, lieamiug love. 

And can we find a page or a letter in the book of 
Pi'ovideiuH^ which does not bear the same stamp, axid 
show the ])riiit of the same dear band ? I cannot* 

Nay, 1 can see him most kind when he seemed most 
severe ; and yet a crack in a creature comfort makes 
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" tremble, a» though some strange, uukiud thing 
were about to befal me. How wounded we should 
' he witli such returns from a fellow creature! and 
yet, how thoughtlessly do we wound the only bosom on 
which w© caul ever rest ! 

The Lord keep you from making your loved Mary 
your fcAole stay and your whole staff ; he will delight 
■ to indulge you, but will not spoil you. 


I.K TTEll IV. 

To THE Same. 

C 11, Afifffist Gfkf 

Deepet indeed do I sympatliize with you, iny be- 
loved friends, in your jiresont heavy trial, and much do 
I long to h(!ar tliat our God has, in some mcosurt?, 
lightened bis heavy liand. But how foolish am I, 
and ignorant, even as it were a beast before him. It is 
heavy only >vith love, guideil by a Hea<l that <*aiiTH)l 
err, and a heart keenly alive to your pv(Ty wrw, 
afflicted in your every affliction, simply finding rest in 
the joy of doing you good. Ah ! how' different from 
our ignorant, short-sighted love, our blind desires, our 
soul-injuring wishes ; yet 1 may weep with you while 
you we^ my loved sister, even as iny adorable Lord 
;,wept with weeping sisters, though well assured that 
their present woes must issue in the glory of God, and 
that the Son of God would be glorified thereby. It is 
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dang^erous and painful work to have the affections" 
too much concentrated in c»ne. Dear Newton used to 
say, there w'as but one point which he could not quietljr- 
i^ve up to Gody*and that was his wife’s health, 
on that point he was incessantly tormented. Nay, he . 
added, five years after her death, tliat he had knom 
more of true happiness in those five years, than in all the 
years of their sojourning^ togfether, when he wras ha-, 
rassed w'lth an iinsuhdudd w*ill,^'and an anxiety-tossed 
heart. The Lord enable us to |K)ssess as though we 
jH)ssessed not ! then slnill we enjoy in peace, and resign 
with a eoniparative’ly slight struggle. 

How mysterious is the a]>parent closing of the, door 
with regard to your dear nephew* — ye dkJ well, in that 
it was in your heart. God often crosses the thoughts 
of f>ur hearts, that he may perform the thoughts of his. 
heart ; 1 need not say the exchange is always for the 
better, and will tune up some of oiir sweetest songs 
hereafter, if nut here. He graciously tells us the 
tlmughts that he thinks towards us ; thoughts of peace, 
and not of evil, to give us an expected end. 

May, every wish ht? hushed into a great calm, and, 
sweetly die away with, “It is enough.** 


J. Dviiiieti, Primer, tSl, Fleet Street, 







